Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  lhal  w;ls  preserved  for  general  ions  on  library  shelves  before  il  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  pari  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

Il  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  thai  was  never  subject 

to  copy  right  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  dillicull  lo  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  marginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  lo  a  library  and  linally  lo  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  lo  partner  with  libraries  lo  digili/e  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  lo  keep  providing  this  resource,  we  have  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  panics,  including  placing  Icchnical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  n  on -commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  thai  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non -commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  from  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  lo  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attribution  The  Google  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  lile  is  essential  for  informing  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use.  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 

countries.  Whether  a  book  is  slill  in  copyright  varies  from  country  lo  country,  and  we  can'l  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liability  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.  Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  I  lie  lull  lexl  of  1 1  us  book  on  I  lie  web 
al|_-.:. :.-.-::  /  /  books  .  qooqle  .  com/| 


a 


Spanish-American 
•War  Songs 


A  COMPLETE  COLLECTION   OF  NEWSPAPER  VERSE  DUR- 
ING THE  RECENT  WAR  WITH  SPAIN 


Compiled  and  Edited 
By  SIDNEY  A.  WITHERBEE. 


SIDNEY  A.  WITHERBEE,  Publisher, 

Detroit,  Mich. 

1891 


J,.  *     - 


TILL,,. 

I-*  1907 


t 


J 


Copyright  1898, 

By  SIDNEY  A.  WITHERBEE, 

Detroit,  Mich. 


*•  • 


I 


Press  of  John  F.  Eby  &  Company 
65-67-69  Congress  St.  West—Detroit 


PRESIDENT   MCKINLEY'S  TRIBUTE   TO   THE 

SOLDIERS    IN    THE    TRENCHES    AND 

THE  MEN  BEHIND  THE  GUNS. 


"Hitherto,  in  peace  and  in  war,  with  additions  to  our  territory  and 
slight  changes  in  our  laws,  we  have  steadily  enforced  the  spirit  of  the 
Constitution  secured  to  us  by  the  noble  self-sacrifice  and  far-seeing 
sagacity  of  our  ancestors.  We  have  avoided  the  temptations  of  con- 
quest in  the  spirit  of  gain.  With  an  increasing  love  for  our  institutions 
and  an  abiding  faith  in  their  stability,  we  have  made  the  triumphs  of 
our  system  of  government  in  the  progress  and  the  prosperity  of  our 
people  an  inspiration  to  the  whole  human  race.  Confronted  at  this 
moment  by  new  and  grave  problems,  we  must  recognize  that  their  solu- 
tion will  affect  not  ourselves  alone  but  others  of  the  family  of  nations. 

"In  this  age  of  frequent  interchange  and  mutual  dependency  we 
cannot  shirk  our  international  responsibilities  if  we  would.  They  must 
be  met  with  courage  and  wisdom  and  we  must  follow  duty  even  if  desire 
opposses.  No  deliberation  can  be  too  mature,  or  self-control  too  con- 
stant, in  this  solemn  hour  of  our  history.  We  must  avoid  the  temptation 
of  undue  aggression  and  aim  to  secure  only  such  results  as  will  promote 
our  own  and  the  general  good. 

"It  has  been  said  by  some  one  that  the  normal  condition  of  nations 
is  war.  That  is  not  true  of  the  United  States.  We  never  enter  upon  war 
until  every  effort  for  peace  without  it  has  been  exhausted.  Ours  has 
never  been  a  military  government.  Peace,  with  whose  blessings  we 
have  been  so  singularly  favored,  is  the  national  desire  and  the  goal  of 
every  American  aspiration. 

"On  the  25th  of  April,  for  the  first  time  for  more  than  a  generation, 
the  United  States  sounded  the  call  to  arms.  The  banners  of  war  were 
unfurled.  The  best  and  bravest  from  every  section  responded.  A 
mighty  army  was  enrolled.  The  north  and  the  south  vied  with  each 
other  in  patriotic  devotion.  Science  was  invoked  to  furnish  its  most 
effective  weapons.  Factories  were  rushed  to  supply  equipments.  The 
youth  and  the  veteran  Joined  in  freely  offering  their  services  to  their 
country.  Volunteers  and  regulars  and  all  the  people  rallied  to  the 
support  of  the  republic.    There  was  no  break  in  the  line,  no  halt  in  the 
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march,  no  fear  in  the  heart,  no  resistance  to  the  patriotic  impulse  at 
home,  no  successful  resistance  to  the  patriotic  spirit  of  the  troops  fight- 
ing in  distant  waters  or  on  a  foreign  shore. 

"What  a  wonderful  experience  it  has  been  from  the  standpoint  of 
patriotism  and  achievement.  The  storm  broke  so  suddenly  that  it  was 
here  almost  before  we  realized  it.  Our  navy  was  too  small,  though 
forceful,  with  its  modern  equipment,  and  most  fortunate  in  its  trained 
officers  and  sailors.  Our  army  had  years  ago  been  reduced  to  a  peace 
footing.  We  had  only  19,000  available  troops  when  the  war  was  declared, 
but  the  account  which  officers  and  men  gave  of  themselves  on  the  battle- 
fields has  never  been  surpassed.  The  manhood  was  there  and  every- 
where.   American  patriotism  was  there,  and  its  resources  were  limitless. 

"The  courageous  -and  invincible  spirit  of  the  people  proved  glorious, 
and  those  who  a  little  more  than  a  third  of  a  century  ago  were  divided 
and  at  war  with  each  other  were  again  united  under  the  holy  standard 
of  liberty.  Patriotism  banished  party  feeling.  Fifty  millions  of  dollars 
for  the  national  defense  was  appropriated  without  debate  or  division 
as  a  matter  of  course  and  as  only  a  mere  indication  of  our  mighty 
reserve  power. 

"But  if  this  is  true  of  the  beginning  of  the  war,  what  shall  we  say 
of  it  now,  with  hostilities  suspended  and  peace  near  at  hand,  as  we 
fervently  hope?  Matchless  in  its  results!  Unequaled  in  its  complete- 
ness and  the  quick  succession  with  which  victory  followed  victory! 
Attained  earlier  than  it  was  believed  to  be  possible.  So  comprehensive 
In  its  sweep  that  every  thoughtful  man  feels  the  weight  of  responsibility 
which  has  been  so  suddenly  thrust  upon  us!  And,  above  all  and  beyond 
all,  the  valor  of  the  American  army  and  the  bravery  of  the  American 
navy  and  the  majesty  of  the  American  name  stand  forth  in  unsullied 
glory,  while  the  humanity  of  our  purpose  and  the  magnamlriity  of  our 
conduct  have  given  to  war,  always  horrible,  touches  of  noble  generosity, 
Christian  sympathy  and  charity,  and  examples  of  human  grandeur  which 
can  never  be  lost  to  mankind. 

"Passion  and  bitterness  formed  no  part  of  our  impelling  motive, 
and  it  is  gratifying  to  feel  that  humanity  triumphed  at  every  step  of 
the  war's  progress. 

"The  heroes  of  Manila  and  Santiago  and  Porto  Rico  have  made 
immortal  history.  They  are  worthy  successors  and  descendants  of 
Washington  and  Greene,  of  Paul  Jones,  Decatur  and  Hull,  and  of  Grant, 
Sherman,  Sheridan  and  Logan;  of  Farragut,  Porter  and  Cushlng,  and  of 
Lee,  Jackson  and  Longstreet. 

"New  names  stand  out  on  the  honor  roll  of  the  nation's  great  men, 
and  with  them  unnamed  stand  the  heroes  of  the  trenches  and  the  fore- 
castle, invincible  in  battle  and  uncomplaining  in  death.    The  Intelligent, 
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loyal,  indomitable  soldier  and  sailor  and  marine,  regular  and  volunteer, 
are  entitled  to  equal  praise  as  having  done  their  whole  duty,  whether 
at  home  or  under  the  baptism  of  foreign  fire. 

"Who  will  dim  the  splendor  of  their  achievements?  Who  will  with- 
hold from  them  their  well-earned  distinction?  Who  will  intrude  detrac- 
tion at  this  time  to  belittle  the  manly  spirit  of  the  American  youth  and 
Impair  the  usefulness  of  the  American  navy?  Who  will  embarrass  the 
government  by  sowing  seeds  of  dissatisfaction  among  the  brave  men 
who  stand  ready  to  serve  and  die,  if  need  be,  for  their  country?  Who 
will  darken  the  counsels  of  the  republic  in  this  hour  requiring  the 
united  wisdom  of  all?  Shall  we  deny  to  ourselves  what  the  rest  of  the 
world  so  freely  and  so  justly  accords  to  us?  The  man  who  endured  in 
the  short  bat  decisive  struggle  its  hardships,  its  privations,  whether  in 
the  field  or  camp,  on  ship  or  in  the  siege,  and  planned  and  achieved 
its  victories,  will  never  tolerate  impeachment,  either  direct  or  indirect, 
of  those  who  won  a  peace  whose  great  gain  to  civilization  is  yet 
unknown  and  unwritten. 

"The  faith  of  a  Christian  nation  recognizes  the  hand  of  Almighty 
God  in  the  ordeal  through  which  we  have  passed.  Divine  favor  seemed 
manifest  everywhere.  In  fighting  for  humanity's  sake  we  have  been 
signally  blessed.  We  did  not  seek  war.  To  avoid  it,  if  this  could  be 
done  in  justice  and  honor  to  the  rights  of  our  neighbors  and  ourselves, 
was  our  constant  prayer.  The  war  was  no  more  invited  by  us  than 
were  the  questions  which  are  laid  at  our  door  by  its  results.  Now,  as 
then,  we  will  do  our  duty. 

"The  problems  will  not  be  solved  in  a  day.  Patience  will  be 
required — patience  combined  with  sincerity  of  purpose  and  unshaken 
resolution  to  do  right,  seeking  only  the  highest  good  of  the  nation,  and 
recognizing  no  other  obligation,  pursuing  no  other  path  but  that  of  duty. 

"Right  action  follows  right  purpose.  We  may  not  at  all  times  be 
able  to  divine  the  future,  the  way  may  not  always  seem  clear,  but  if 
oar  aims  are  high  and  unselfish  somehow  and  in  some  way  the  right  end 
will  be  reached.  The  genius  of  the  nation,  its  freedom,  its  wisdom,  its 
humanity,  its  courage,  its  justice,  favored  by  divine  providence,  will 
make  it  equal  to  every  task  and  the  master  of  every  emergency." 
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tTo  tire  tttvnts  nxlrfl  nwnt  to  tlue  front,  and  to 
tlrnsc  nrtwt  cflnld  not  00,  and  t0  tlrrir  nritws  and 
utotlrtrs  and  smcetliearts,  4  dedicate  this  bxuxk. 


PREFACE. 


We  so  often  hear  it  said  that  there  are  no  longer  any  patriots,  and 

/that  there  are  no  longer  any  poets  in  the  United  States  that  I  have 
thought  this  an  opportune  time  and  way  to  show  that  there  are  both. 
The  last  patriot  did  not  die  with  our  heroes  of  the  revolution  and  re- 
bellion, nor  our  last  poet  with  our  Bryants,  Longfellows,  Whit  tiers, 
Lowells,  etc.,  but  in  every  part  of  the  Union  there  are  men  who  are 
ready  to  fight,  and  men  who  are  inspired  to  sing.  Before  it  was  cer- 
tainly known  that  volunteer  soldiers  would  be  needed  hundreds  of  thou- 
sands offered  themselves  all  over  the  country,  and  those  who  were 
called  were  filled  with  delight,  and  those  who  were  not,  with  disappoint- 
ment. The  world  has  never  known  greater  deeds  of  bravery,  sacrifice 
and  heroism  than  we  have  read  of,  as  daily  news. 
i  Macauley  has  told  how  Horatius  kept  the  bridge,  and  how  when  at 

/    last  he  plunged,  all  sore  and  bleeding,  into  the  Tiber  and  swam  the  tide, 

[     how 

"Even  the  ranks  of  Tuscany 

Could  scarce  forbear  a  cheer." 

Millions  of  children  have  climbed,  as  I  have  done,  on  someone's  knee, 
again  and  again,  to  hear  the  story  of  Horatius. 

If  as  many  children,  in  years  to  come,  are  not  as  anxious  to  have 
someone  read  to  them  about  Hobson,  then  I  am  indeed  a  poor  prophet. 
No  less  brave  than  Hobson  were  his  men,  and  again  those  who  wanted 
but  were  not  allowed  to  go. 

In  this  happy  land  of  ours,  where  all  men  are  free,  and  born  equal, 
and  where,  at  the  cost  of  war  we  have  learned  the  beauty  and  wisdom 
of  peace,  we  do  not  keep  a  large  standing  army,  and  our  navy  has  been 
looked  upon  by  the  old  world  as  more  or  less  of  a  joke. 

We  have  not  worn  a  chip  on  our  shoulder,  nor  gone  about  looking 
for  trouble,  but  as  a  people  and  as  a  nation  have  been  busy  enough 
minding  our  own  business.  We  Americans  do  not  like  to  drop  business 
to  go  to  war,  for  the  sake  of  war,  but  in  the  name  of  humanity  every 
man  of  us  is  ready  and  eager  to  become  a  soldier,  and  whether  we  come 
from  field  or  counting-house,  are  volunteers  or  regulars,  officers  or 
privates,  we  are  the  best  soldiers  the  world  has  ever  known.  For  it  is 
not  by  law  nor  for  wage,  but  for  right  and  country,  that  men  are  brave. 
In  this  righteous  war  every  wife  offered  her  husband  and  every  mother 
her  ton;  every  nation  sanctioned  it,  and  God  gave  us  the  victory.    We 
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did  not  wish  to  fight  Spain,  but  it  became  necessary,  and  so  we  did  fight 
to  a  finish,  as  it  is  not  Uncle  Sam's  custom  to  do  things  by  halves.  There 
is  an  old  saying,  "Give  the  devil  his  due,"  and  I  think  we  did,  and  the 
"due"  was  "Dewey." 

Spain  fought  for  "honor,"  and  hence  her  struggle  was  as  paradoxical 
as  those  two  lines  of  Tennyson's, 

"His  honor  rooted  in  dishonor  stood, 
And  faith,  unfaithful,  kept  him  falsely  true." 


If  this  collection  proves  that  our  blood  is  red,  and  that  poets  and 

patriots  are  common  among  us,  it  will  have  served  its  purpose,  and  I 

trust,  besides,  will  have  been  entertaining  to  many,  and  a  solace  to  not 

a  few. 

SIDNEY  A.  WITHERBEE. 


SPANISH-AMERICAN  WAR  SONGS. 


A  BALLAD   OF  WAE. 
baltim6re  news. 

How  could  she  know  what  war  could  mean. 
Who  watched  the  marching  columns'  sheen, 
Who  heard  In  childhood's  sweet  delight 
The  phalanx  wheel  to  left  and  right, 
And  saw  her  father  ride  away 
To  lead  the  charge  and  face  the  fray? 
How  could  she  know  but  that  'twas  grand 
To  hear  the  turmoil  of  the  land, 
The  drum-beat  and  the  bugle-call 
And  banners  floating  over  all? 

So  gold-locks  watched  the  troops  go  by, 

And  saw  the  lordly  banners  fly, 

And  heard  the  waiting  people  cheer — 

As  one  by  one  the  ranks  drew  near. 

And  one  by  one  they  passed  away 

Far  down  the  avenue  of  day, 

Only  at  night  in  lonesomeness 

She  had  no  papa  to  caress, 

No  footstep  came  across  the  green — 

How  could  she  know  what  war  could  mean? 

"Some  day  I'll  know,"  she  sighed  and  crept 

Unto  her  little  crib  and  slept, 

While  o'er  her  in  her  slumbers  sweet — 

Through  hours  that  passed  on  leaden  feet — 

One  leaned  who  knew  full  well,  full  well, 

War's  awful  complement  of  hell, 

Whose  heart  had  saddened  through  the  day 

As  onward  moved  the  troops  away; 

"Yes,  darling,  some  day  you  will  know, 

God  grant  it  may  not  bring  you  woe!" 

Some  day  she  knew.    From  fields  of  strife, 
A  form  so  fair  and  strong  with  life 
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At  dawn,  they  brought  at  eventide 

Back  to  the  sweet  old  fireside. 

Buckler  and  sword  upon  his  breast 

Were  crossed.    His  white  brow  wore  a  crest 

Of  scarlet  furrowed  deep  where  sped 

A  vagrant  messenger  of  lead. 

His  bier  with  the  fair  flag  was  stoled, 

Mantling  the  soldier,  fold  on  fold. 

No  drum-beat  in  the  crowded  street, 
No  note  of  bugle  sounding  sweet, 
No  cheering  throngs  along  the  road — 
Alone  the  bearers  bore  their  load. 
Silent  and  full  of  pity  then, 
They  felt  God's  sorrow,  men  to  men; 
And  little  gold-locks,  who  had  seen 
Only  the  splendor  and  the  sheen 
Of  war,  to  sudden  wisdom  grew, 
Kissed  the  cold  lips,  and  then  she  knew! 


THE    SOUTHERN    VOLUNTEER. 

MINNEAPOLIS  JOURNAL. 

Yes,  sir,  we  fought  with  Stonewall, 

And  faced  the  fight  with  Lee; 
But  if  this  here  Union  goes  to  war 

Make  one  more  gun  for  me! 
I  didn't  shrink  from  Sherman, 

As  he  galloped  to  the  sea; 
But  if  this  here  Union  goes  to  war 

Make  one  more  gun  for  me! 

I  was  with  'em  at  Manassas — 

The  bully  boys  in  gray; 
I  heard  the  thunderers  roarin' 

Round  Stonewall  Jackson's  way; 
And  many  a  time  this  sword  of  mine 

Has  blazed  the  way  for  Lee; 
But  if  this  old  Nation  goes  to  war 

Make  one  more  gun  for  me. 

I'm  not  so  full  o'  fightin', 
Nor  half  so  full  o'  fun, 
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As  I  was  back  in  the  sixties 
When  I  shouldered  my  old  gun; 

It  may  be  that  my  hair  is  white — 
Sich  things,  ye  know,  must  be, 

But  if  this  old  Union's  in  for  war 
Make  one  more  gun  for  ma! 

I  hain't  forgot  my  raisin' — 

Nor  how  in  sixty-two, 
Or  thereabouts,  with  battle  shouts, 

I  charged  the  boys  in  blue; 
And  I  say:  I  fought  with  Stonewall 

And  blazed  the  way  for  Lee; 
But  if  this  old  Union's  in  for  war 

Make  one  more  gun  for  me! 
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HIS  NORTHERN"  BROTHER. 

MINNEAPOLIS    JOURNAL. 

Just  make  it  two,  old  fellows; 

I  want  to  stand  once  more 
Beneath  the  old  flag  with  you, 

As  in  the  days  of  yore. 
Our  fathers  stood  together, 

And  fought  on  land  and  sea 
The  battles  fierce  that  made  us 

A  Nation  of  the  free. 

I  licked  you  down  at  Vicksburg, 

You  licked  me  at  Bull  Run; 
On  many  a  field  we  struggled, 

When  neither  victory  won. 
You  wore  the  gray  of  Southland, 

I  wore  the  Northern  blue; 
Like  men  we  did  our  duty 

When  screaming  bullets  flew. 

Four  years  we  fought  like  devils, 
But  when  the  war  was  done 

Your  hand  met  mine  in  friendly  clasp, 
Our  two  hearts  beat  one. 

And  now  when  danger  threatens 
No  North,  no  South,  we  know, 
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Once  more  we  stand  together 
To  fight  the  common  foe. 

My  head,  like  yours,  is  frosty — 

Old  age  is  creeping  on; 
Life's  sun  is  lower  sinking, 

My  day  will  soon  be  gone. 
But  if  our  country's  honor 

Needs  once  again  her  son, 
I'm  ready,  too,  old  fellow — 

So  get  another  gun. 


ON  THE  TRANSPORT. 

HAVERHILL   BULLETIN. 

The  wind  comes  dead  ahead;  the  sea 

Is  pitching  straight  across  the  channel; 
My  parching  palate  seems  to  be 

Lined  with  a  most  repugnant  flannel; 
Below,  thennules  with  doleful  bray, 

Proclaim  disgust  beyond  concealing — 
I  sympathize  with  them,  for  they 

Feel  just  about  as  I  am  feeling. 

Along  the  decks  lie  rows  and  rows 

Of  valiant  soldiers,  weak  and  palling; 
Behold!     They  leap  from  their  repose 

And  fight  for  places  at  the  railing; 
They  moan  and  groan  and  rave  and  curse, 

And  wish  the  ship  were  at  the  bottom, 
Or,  what  is  traitorous  and  worse, 

That  Spain  might  come  along  and  pot  'em. 

The  starry  flag,  the  stricken  Maine, 

The  sulking  foes,  the  search  to  find  'em, 
The  vicious  cowardice  of  Spain, 

The  darling  "Girls  They  Left  Behind  'Em," 
And  all  those  other  memories 

That  soldier  boys  make  food  and  drink  of 
Are  churned  away  by  pounding  seas — 

Lemons  alone  are  what  they  think  of. 

O,  war,  how  terrible  thou  art! 
Inhuman — wicked — foolish  cruel! 
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I've  lived,  I  may  say  on  my  part, 

Three  days  on  half  a  gill  of  gruel; 
What's  that?    Eat  pork?    Bat  Pork?    O  Lord! 

My  strongest  will  is  unavailing! 
Room!  Room!  Look  out!  I'm  making  toward 

That  vacant  spot  there  at  the  railing. 


COVER  THEM  OVER. 

PITTSBURG  TIMES. 

Cover  them  over  with  beautiful  flowers, 
Deck  them  with  garlands,  those  brothers  of  ours, 
Lying  so  silently  by  night  and  by  day, 
Sleeping  the  years  of  their  manhood  away. 
Give  them  the  meed  they  have  won  in  the  past; 
Give  them  the  honors  their  future  forecast; 
Give  them  the  chaplets  they  won  in  the  strife; 
Give  them  the  laurels  they  lost  with  their  life. 

Cover  the  hearts  that  have  beaten  so  high, 
Beaten  with  hopes  that  were  doomed  but  to  die; 
Hearts  that  have  burned  in  the  heat  of  the  fray; 
Hearts  that  have  yearned  for  the  home  far  away 
Once  they  were  glowing  with  friendship  and  love. 
Now  their  great  souls  have  gone  soaring  above; 
Bravely  their  blood  to  the  Nation  they  gave, 
Then  in  her  bosom  they  found  them  a  grave. 

Cover  the  thousands  who  sleep  far  away, 
Sleep  where  their  friends  cannot  find  them  to-day; 
They,  who  in  mountain  and  hillside  and  dell, 
Rest  where  they  wearied,  and  lie  where  they  fell. 
Softly  the  grass-blades  creep  round  their  repose; 
Sweetly  above  them  the  wild  flowret  blows; 
Zephyrs  of  freedom  fly  gently  o'erhead, 
Whispering  prayers  for  the  patriot  dead. 

When  the  long  years  have  rolled  slowly  away, 
E'en  to  the  dawn  of  earth's  funeral  day; 
When  at  the  angel's  loud  trumpet  and  tread, 
Rise  up  the  faces  and  forms  of  the  dead. 
When  the  great  world  its  last  judgment  awaits; 
When  the  blue  sky  shall  fling  open  its  gates, 
And  our  long  columns  march  silently  through, 
Past  the  Great  Captain  for  final  review. 
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A  WAR  SACRIFICE. 

DENVER   EVENING   POST. 

When  fust  I  told  my  wife  that  we  had  better  let  him  go, 

I  never  seed  on  mortal  face  a  look  o'  keener  woe! 

Jes'  seemed  as  if  her  heart  'd  break,  an'  in  her  eyes  there  come 

A  sort  o'  wild,  appealin'  stare  that  seemed  to  strike  me  dumb, 

An'  when  at  last  she  swallowed  down  the  choke  so's  she  could  talk 

But  she  would  leave  it  all  to  me,  an'  if  I  thought  it  best 

She  said  she  guessed  she  never  had  jes'  sich  a  suddent  shock,   ^ 

To  let  him  go  she'd  try  to  bear  the  burden  in  her  breast. 

I  told  her  at  a  time  like  this  when  war  was  in  the  land, 

That  everybody  in  their  way  should  lend  a  helpin'  hand. 

An'  since  the  guvament  had  need  o'  Jack  we'd  ort  to  do 

Our  share  in  the  emergency  by  lettin'  of  him  go 

I  knowed  it  would  be  lonesome  'round  the  ranch  when  he  was  gone, 

We'd  miss  his  voice  in  morn  in'  song  the  risin'  time  at  dawn. 

We'd  miss  his  old  familiar  step  a  ploddin'  'round  the  old  place, 

An'  miss,  perhaps,  the  most  of  all,  his  earnest,  honest  face. 

We  talked  about  our  Jack  that  night,  my  wife's  eyes  full  o'tears, 
An'  me  a  chokin'  in  the  throat  like  I'd  not  done  fur  years, 
Pur  I  jes'  want  to  tell  you  pard,  it's  mighty  tough  to  part, 
Perhaps  to  meet  no  more,  with  one  that's  nested  in  yer  heart, 
But  Jack  is  climbin'  up  in  years,  although  yit  big  an'  strong, 
An'  we  decided  in  the  end  we  mightn't  have  him  long, 
An'  as  the  agent  offered  us  a  price  that  wasn't  low, 
We  both  concluded  it  was  best  to  let  the  ol'  mule  go. 


TWO  SOLDIERS. 

KANSAS    CITY    STAR. 

With  gallant  step  and  flashing  eye, 
And  swelling  heart  and  courage  high, 
One  marches  gaily  down  the  street 
To  martial  music  loud  and  sweet 

All  is  before  him — naught  he  knows 
Of  deadly  wounds  from  lurking  foes; 
Only  the  glory  of  the  brave 
He  sees,  in  flags  that  proudly  wave. 

With  flushing  cheek  and  hopeful  smile, 
He  waves  his  farewells,  but  the  while 


Spanish- American   War  Songs.  13 

A  sudden  tear  all  quickly  dried 

Shows  the  warm  heart  he  cannot  hide. 

The  other,  bent  and  old  and  gray, 
Watches  him  gayly  march  away; 
Adown  the  scarred  and  wrinkled  cheek 
Unbidden  teardrops  slowly  creep. 

Swiftly  the  years  sweep  back,  and  lo! 

A  vision  of  the  long  ago. 

The  same  gay  throng,  the  crowd,  the  cheers, 

The  martial  airs,  the  flags,  the  tears. 

Himself  so  brave  and  young  and  strong, 
One  of  the  noble,  gallant  throng; 
A  rude  arm  jostles  him — and  then 
Back  to  to-day  he  comes  again. 

And  nobly  forcing  back  the  cry 
Of  longing  "but  to  do  and  die"— 
With  trembling  voice  he  weakly  cheers, 
And  turns  aside  to  hide  his  tears. 

God  bless  the  young!  God  Bless  the  old! 
For  patriot  hearts  of  purest  gold! 
And  o'er  them  both,  the  noble  brave, 
Our  Flag  of  Freedom  ever  wave! 


THE  OLD  BRIGADE. 

ATLANTA  CONSTITUTION. 

The  new  brigades*  are  mighty  fine — the  boys  are  brave  an'  true, 
An'  the  gray  is  march  in'  side  by  side  with  them  that  wore  the  blue; 
I  see  'em  on  the  hilltops — they're  drillin'  in  the  glades, 
But  we  won't  fergit  the  old  boys  who  made  the  old  brigades. 

We  won't  fergit  the  fellers  that  fought  on  land  an'  sea, 
An'  follored  "Stonewall"  Jackson,  an'  charged  with  old  Bob  Lee! 
An'  Grant's  an'  Sherman's  fellers — their  mem'ry  never  fades; 
We  won't  fergit  the  old  boys  who  made  the  old  brigades. 

They're  thinnin'  out — the  old  boys — they're  few  now  on  the  sod; 
They're  crossin' — crossin'  over  to  the  campin'  grounds  of  God; 
I  see  the  young  boys  marchin'  on  hills  an'  fields  an'  glades, 
But  we  won't  fergit  the  old  boys  who  made  the  old  brigades. 
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WISE  GIRL. 

INDIANAPOLIS  JOURNAL. 

When  Willie  in  the  regiment 
Went  out  to  meet  the  foe, 

His  Sweetheart  stood,  with  face  intent 
And  pale  to  see  him  go. 

Though  sank  her  heart  within  her  breast, 
She  did  not  care  to  cry; 

She'd  heard  in  war  time  it  was  best 
To  keep  your  powder  dry. 


A  SONG  THAT'S  GOOD  ENOUGH. 

OMAHA  WORLD-HERALD. 

It  makes  me  tired  t'  hear  the  folks  say  we've  got  no  national  air, 

Fer  we  have  got  a  splendid  one — none  better  anywhere. 

Pair  France  may  have  her  "Marseilles" — I  'low  it's  mlddlin'  fine — 

An'  Germany  does  mlddlin'  well  with  her  song  "Wacht  am  Rhein." 

An'  Johnny  Bull's  "God  Save  the  Queen,"  is  mlddlin'  full  o'  vim. 

So  I  don't  kick  if  he  asserts  It's  good  enough  fer  him, 

But  I  declare  with  all  my  heart,  wherever  I  may  be, 

That  ol'  "Star  Spangled  Banner's"  plenty  good  enough  fer  me. 

There's  a  ring  an'  vim  an'  energy  about  that  grand  ol'  song 
That  fairly  makes  a  feller  shout  as  we  boldly  march  along. 
An'  when  that  flag  it  leads  us  you  kin  wager  all  you've  got 
That  we'll  be  right  about  it  when  it  hit's  th'  chosen  spot. 
It  may  not  meet  critics'  fancy,  fer  it  ain't  tfc'  classic  style, 
An'  it  ain't  no  Wagner  opry  by  about  a  thousan'  mile. 
But  th'  ol'  "Star  Spangled  Banner  of  this  land  o'  brave  an'  free 
Is  stirrin'  bit  o'  music  an'  it's  good  enough  fer  me. 

It's  got  no  frills  or  furbelows,  nor  operatic  shriek, 
Nor  none  o'  that  dodgasted  style  betwixt  a  growl  an'  squeak; 
But  it's  a  tune  that's  full  o'  vim,  with  words  chock  full  o'  fire, 
An'  why  should  folks  be  lookin'  roun'  fer  better?  I  inquire. 
So  let's  sing  it  in  th'  mornin'  by  th'  dawnin's  early  light; 
An'  again  at  dewy  evenln'  as  th'  sun  sinks  out  o'  sight. 
,It's  about  a  flag  that's  wavin'  o'er  a  nation  brave  an'  free; 
Which  is  why  "Star  Spangled  Banner's"  plenty  good  enough  fer  me. 
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REMEMBER   THE   MAINE. 

BURLINGTON  HAWKBYE. 

-  i 

Whenever  a  Spaniard  shows  his  head 

Remember  the  Maine!    Remember  the  Maine! 
Take  aim  quickly  and  shoot  him  dead. 

Remember  the  Maine!    Remember  the  Maine!  ..a 

All  honor  to  our  sailor  lads  who  on  that  night  found  a  watery  grave, 
Caused  by  the  act  of  a  Spanish  knave. 

Remember  the  Maine!    Remember  the  Maine! 

Chorus. 
Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white  and  blue, 
Three  cheers  for  our  flag  and  Cuba; 
Our  army  and  navy  forever, 
Three  cheers  for  our  flag  and  Cuba. 

But  Dewey  visited  them  o'er  the  sea, 

He  remembered  the  Maine!    Remembered  the  Maine! 
He  was  full  of  fight  as  he  could  be, 

He  remembered  the  Maine!    Remembered  the  Maine! 
He  entered  their  harbor  during  the  night 
He  fought  then*  left,  he  fought  them  right. 
Oh!  wasn't  that  a  glorious  fight? 

He  remembered  the  Maine!    Remembered  the  Maine! 

Chorus. 
Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white  and  blue, 
Three  cheers  for  our  flag  and  Dewey,  too. 
Our  army  and  navy  forever, 
Three  cheers  for  our  flag  and  Dewey,  too. 

Then  Sampson  thought  to  try  his  hand. 

He  remembered  the  Maine!    Remembered  the  Maine! 
And  sailed  away  to  "Rico"  land. 

He  remembered  the  Maine!     Remembered  the  Maine! 
He  riddled  their  forts  with  shot  and  shell, 
How  many  he  killed  I  cannot  tell, 
But  he  did  them  up  I  know  full  well. 

He  remembered  the  Maine!     Remembered  the  Maine! 

Chorus. 
Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white  and  blue, 
Three  cheers  for  our  flag  and  Sampson,  too. 
Our  army  and  navy  forever, 
Three  cheers  for  Sampson,  Cuba  and  Dewey,  too. 
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AN  UNHAPPY  PATRIOT. 

WASHINGTON   STAR. 

Dey's  got  me  here  inlisted  an*  I's  willin'  foh  ter  fight, 
But  de  cap'n  he's  got  notions  an'  he  doesn't  treat  me  right. 
I's  hankerin'  to  meet  dem  yaller  Spaniards  face  to  face, 
An'  scatter  em,  an'  spatter  'em  permisc'ous  roun'  de  place., 
But  my  heart's  mos'  broke 
By  de  way  de  sergeant  spoke. 
He's  got  me  whah  his  'pinions  is  de  law.  , 

Dese  rifles  make  me  nervous, 
I  could  do  a  heap  o'  service 
Ef  dey'd  lemme  take  my  razzer  to  do  wah. 

You  squints  along  de  barrel  an'  you  shoots  a  mile  or  so. 
Perhaps  you  done  hit  sumpin',  but  how  is  you  gwinter  know? 
De  onlies'  assistance  dat  I  cares  foh  in  a  fight 
Is  a  weepin'  dat  you  handles  close  up,  so's  to  steer  it  right. 

But  my  heart's  mos'  broke 

By  de  way  de  sergeant  spoke. 
He's  got  me  whah  his  'pinions  is  de  law. 

But  I's  privileged  to  mention 

I  could  stop  de  whole  contention         * 
Ef  dey'd  lemme  take  my  razzer  to  do  wah. 


THE  SURVIVAL  OF  THE  FITTEST. 

EXCHANGE. 

The  new  "protected  cruiser  cruised  upon  the  ocean  wide, 
Till  a  man-of-war  espied  her  and  punched  holes  into  her  side. 

And  the  man-of-war  continued  for  a  little  while  to  float, 
Till  driven  to  the  bottom  by  a  new  torpedo  boat. 

Then  while  the  foe  triumphant  rubbed  his  hands  and  softly  laughed, 
Torpedo  boat  destroyer  came  and  sunk  the  other  craft. 

And  as  the  victor  rushed  about,  through  battle's  smoke  and  murk, 
Destroyers  of  torpedo  boat  destroyers  did  their  work. 

Whereat  into  the  action  something  new  in  vessels  came — 
"Destroyer  of  destroyers  of  destroyers"  was  its  name. 

Which  brings  the  matter  down  to  date,  where  it  will  rest,  no  doubt, 
Until  some  ten  times  wrecker  of  destroyers  ventures  out. 
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THE  SWELL  AT  THE  FKONT. 

THE  GOTHAMITE. 

At  home  he  dined  on  terrapin, 

And  drank  the  fizz  of  France; 
And  when  the  lamb  had  no  mint  sauce, 

He  made  the  poor  chef  dance. 
On  canvas  backs  he  surfeited, 

On  truffle  patties  lunched, 
He  sipped  his  Mocha,  puffed  his  "Turque," 

And  took  his  claret  punched. 

But  since  he  joined  the  regiment, 

Lord!  what  a  change  of  fare; 
Salt  pork  and  hard  tack  Uncle  Sam 

Gives  for  a  soldier's  fare. 
But  when  the  strife  is  o'er,  back  home 

He'll  come  with  this  advice: 
"If  'war  is  hell,'  it  only  proves 

New  York's  a  paradise!" 


HEAVY  HANDICAP. 

WASHINGTON   STAR. 

It  is  but  a  Spanish  custom. 

It  was  not  the  youngster's  fault 
That  he  never  had  the  training 

Which  would  help  him  earn  his  salt. 
And  he  couldn't  raise  a  protest 

When  to  christen  him  they  came 
And  they  solemnly  afflicted 

The  poor  infant  with  the  name, 
"Alphonse  XIII.,  Leon  Ferdinand  Maria 

James  Isidore  Pascal  Antonio." 

And  it's  not  at  all  surprising 

That  in  business  of  state 
And  in  military  matters 

All  his  people  come  too  late. 
For  it's  likely  to  occasion 

An  embarrassing  delay 
When  they  rally  up  their  cohorts 

And  they  stop  to  shout  "Hooray 
For  Alphonso  XIII.  Leon  Ferdinand  Maria 

James  Isidore  Pascal  Antonio!" 
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AT  MANILA. 

INDIANAPOLIS  JOURNAL. 

The  Don  stood  on  the  burning  deck 

Whence  all  who  could  had  fled; 
The  Yankee  shot  and  shell  burst  'round 

His  egotistic  head. 
Yet  stanch  and  brave  that  Spaniard  stood 

As  born  to  rule  or  rain, 
And  said  unto  his  conquered  self,  . 

"What  is  that  Dewey  doin'?" 


UNCLE  SAM  SPEAKS. 

NEW  YORK  HERALD. 

By  gum!  that  blamed  Cervera! 

I  wonder  where  he's  at; 
I  never  hev'  had  anything 

Ter  puzzle  me  like  that! 

Sometimes  he's  been  ter  Martinique, 

Sometimes  to  Curacoa; 
But  just  where  that  cuss  is  to-night 

Nobody  seems  ter  know. 

Some  say  at  Santiago 

He's  flxln'  up  a  plan; 
Some  say  he's  in  the  Wind'ard, 

And  some  the  Yucatan. 

But  east  or  west,  er  any  old  place, 

At  wind'ard  er  at  lee — 
Ef  I  can  jest  get  at  him — 

Is  good  enough  for  me! 

I  jes'  can't  sleep  fer  thinkin' 

Of  that  Cervera  cuss; 
An'  fust  you  know  there'll  be  some  folks 

A-poking  fun  at  us. 

I've  heard  'em  hintin'  now  that  we 
Don't  know  what  we're  about. 

By  gum!  this  Board  o'  Strategy 
Is  sorter  petered  out. 
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It's  mighty  puzzlin'  what  to  do 

On  sech  depressln'  nights, 
With  rumors  flyin'  everyhere 

Of  these  permisc'us  fights. 

An'  while  I  sit  here  thinkin', 

Cervera's  standing  pat 
By  gum!  I'll  send  for  Dewey 

To  find  out  where  he's  at! 


SENTIMENTAL  RETROSPECT. 

DETROIT   FREE   PRESS. 

I  hain't  read  whut  the  reason  was 

We  turned  the  French  boat  loose; 
To  me  the  case,  right  on  its  face, 

Presents  a  good  excuse, 
It  may  have  sailed  aroun'  more  free 

Than  rules  of  etiquette 
Would  strictly  seem  to  sanction.    But 

Its  name  was  "Lafayette." 
It  ain't  so  long,  as  history  goes, 

Since  we  our  freedom  claimed, 
An'  every  one  that  helped  us  then 

With  reverence  now  is  named, 
An*  so,  while  keerlessness  may  cause 

Discussion  an'  regret, 
I  can't  hold  no  suspicion  toward 

A  ship  named  "Lafayette." 


GONE  TO  THE  WAR. 

CHATTANOOGA  TIMES. 

Our  boy  has  gone  to  the  war, 

Our  home  is  dark  and  dumb, 
0!  proudly  he  marched  in  the  ranks, 

With  the  bugle  and  beating  drum. 
I  sit  with  emptied  hands; 

I  listen  and  gaze  afar; 
Life  shrinks  to  a  single  thought, 

Our  boy  has  gone  to  the  war. 


20  Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

I  pray,  as  thousands  pray, 

For  darlings  as  dear  as  he, 
Our  boy  has  gone  to  the  war — 
O!  what  is  his  fate  to  be? 
0!  what  is  his  fate  to  be? 

The  death  wound,  the  battle  scar, 
The  hospital  couch,  the  wasting  march, 

The  glory,  or  woe  of  war! 

V- 

Our  boy  has  gone  to  the  war; 

I'm  sorry  the  Spartan  blood 
That  should  urge  him  bravely  on 

Runs  low  in  my  womanhood; 
I'm  sorry  the  Spartan  blood 

Is  fainting  for  life  to  live; 
Instead  of  a  grand  huzzah, 

I'd  only  my  tears  to  give. 

Our  boy  has  gone  to  the  war; 

In  dream  hours  long  and  lone, 
I  lie  and  think  on  the  soldier's  beat, 

How  the  midnight  watch  has  flown. 
In  the  chamber  cool  I  weep 

To  know  I'm  the  sheltered  one, 
While  our  brave  boy  marches  with  wounded  feet 

Under  the  piteous  sun. 

My  God!  he  has  gone  to  the  war! 

He  marched  away  with  the  men; 
I  gave  him  the  ring  from  my  hand, 

I  blessed  him,  I  kissed  him — and  then — 
Then,  the  record's  alone  with  God, 

The  sacrament  of  pain, 
The  anguish  which  said:    For  the  land  we  love 

We  give  our  lamb  to  be  slain. 

0!  the  marching  moaning  men, 

O!  the  brutal,  bellowing  guns, 

O!  the  gory  fields  where  the  land  lies  red 

With  the  blood  of  her  slaughtered  sons!! 
How  long,  O!  Lord,  how  long, 

How  long  before  Thy  Day! 
How  long  ere  Thine  Angel  of  Peace  shall  come, 
v       And  brothers  cease  to  slay? 


> 
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ON  CHICKAMAUGA  FIELD. 

ST.  LOUIS  REPUBLIC. 

'Way  down  at  Chlckamauga,  in  good  old  Tennessee* 
The  regulars  and  volunteers  will  soon  assembled  be; 
They'll  camp  upon  historic  ground — and  won't  it  just  be  great 
To  see  'em  start  to  Cuba  from  Old  Hickory  Jackson's  state? 

Attention,  Americans! 

Line  up  all  proud  and  straight, 
For  you'll  soon  be  sent  to  Cuba  from  Old  Hickory  Jackson's  state! 

The  Dons  themselves  may  recollect  Old  Hickory  Jackson's  name, 
For  he  licked  'em  down  in  Florida  and  covered  'em  with  shame; 
So  maybe  they  will  understand  why  now  we  jubilate 
At  the  thought  of  starting  for  'em  from  Old  Hickory  Jackson's  state. 

Attention,  Americans! 

Tou  won't  have  long  to  wait, 
Ere  you  march  away  to  Cuba  from  Old  Hickory  Jackson's  state. 

Don't  you  hear  the  bugles  calling?  They're  sounding  clear  and  strong, 

As  down  to  Chlckamauga  our  new  army  sweeps  along; 

It's  a  glorious  procession,  for  no  man  would  be  late 

When  the  cry's  "On  to  Havana!"  from  Old  Hickory  Jackson's  state! 

Attention,   Americans! 

And  strike  a  winning  gait 
When  you  march  away  to  Cuba  from  Old  Hickory  Jackson's  state! 


WAK   TIMES   IN   GEOEGIA. 

ATLANTA  CONSTITUTION. 

The  Williamses  has  gone  to  war — the  Joneses  follered  suit; 

The  Jinkinses  is  drillin'  an'  learnin'  how  to  shoot; 

The  Browns  has  all  enlisted  an'  left  these  Georgy  scenes, 

An'  the  news  is  that  they're  formin'  of  a  light  brigade  o'  Greens! 

The  Spurlins — they're  apply  in'  fer  colonelships;  an'  them 

Weak  Wigglnses  pull  brigadiers  like  roses  from  the  stem; 

An'  the  Redbone  boys,  they're  hustlin',  an'  the  Clay  Path  fellers— they 

Had  mustered  fifteen  captains  'fore  the  private  got  away! 

The  town's  jest  emigrated!     From  Meigs  to  Mullet  Flaps 
Thar  ain't  enough  to  lynch  a  man,  or  cultivate  the  craps; 
Fer  ever*  man  that  had  a  chance  has  gone  away  to  shoot; 
An*  the  women's  got  the  offices  an'  salary  to  boot! 
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PUNISHMENT  FOE   SPAIN. 

NEW  YORK  WORLD. 

Said  Sagasta,  "Augusti  writes  me  that  he's  ill 

And  the  Philippine  climate's  a  killer." 
Said  Weyler,  "He's  right,  since  that  Dewey  May  day, 
You'll  find  that  there's  been  no  Man-ila!" 

Said  Sagasta,  "Cervera's  task  is  severe, 
And  he  cables  that  Sampson  is  nearer.' 

Said  Weyler,  "He'll  find,  being  bottled  up  now, 
That  the  task  which  he'll  have  is  Cervera!" 

Said  Sagasta,  "Here's  Camara  wiring  us,  too, 
That  he's  positive  now  he  can  rake  'em! 

Said  Weyler,  "He'll  see,  when  the  Yanks  focus  him, 
A  negative's  all  that  he's  taken!" 

Said  Sagasta,  "At  Tampa  Blanco  would  strike 
And  cast  on  the  Yankees  a  damper." 

Said  Weyler,  "All  right,  he'll  strike  it  just  once, 
For  Florida's  no  place  to  Tampa!" 


THE  WAKSHIP  OF  1812. 

PHILADELPHIA  RECORD. 

She  was  no  armored  cruiser  of  twice  six  thousand  tons, 

With  the  thirty  foot  of  metal  that  make  your  modern  guns; 

She  didn't  have  a  freeboard  of  thirty  foot  in  clear, 

And  she  didn't  need  a  million  repairing  fund  each  year. 

She  had  no  rackin'  engines  to  ramp  an'  stamp  and  strain, 

To  work  her  steel  clad  turrets  and  break  her  hull  in  twain: 

She  did  not  have  electric  lights — the  battle  lantern's  glare 

Was  all  the  light  the  'tween  decks  had — an'  God's  own  good,  fresh  air. 

She  had  no  gaping  air-flumes  to  throw  us  down  our  breath, 
An'  we  didn't  batten  hatches  to  smother  men  to  death; 
She  didn't  have  five  hundred  smiths — two  hundred  men  would  do- 
In  the  old  time  Yankee  frigate  for  an  old  time  Yankee  crew, 
And  fighting  Yankee  Captain,  with  bis  old-time  Yankee  clothes, 
A  cursin'  Yankee  sailors  with  his  old  time  Yankee  oaths. 
She  was  built  of  Yankee  timber  and  manned  by  Yankee  men, 
An'  fought  by  Yankee  sailors— Lord  send  their  like  again! 
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With  the  wind  abaft  the  quarter  and  the  sea-foam  fiyin'  free, 
An'  every  tack  and  sheet  housed  taut  an'  braces  eased  to  lee, 
Ton  could  hear  the  deep  sea  thunder  from  the  knight  heads  where  it 

broke, 
As  she  trailed  her  lee  guns  under  a  blindln'  whirl  o'  smoke. 

She  didn't  run  at  twenty  knots — she  wasn't  built  to  run — 
An*  we  didn't  need  a  half  a  watch  to  handle  every  gun. 
Our  captain  didn't  fight  his    ship  from  a  little  pen  o'  steel;* 
He  fought  her  from  his  quarter  deck,  with  two  hands  at  the  wheel, 
An'  we  fought  in  Yankee  fashion,  half-naked — stripped  to  board — 
An'  when  they  hauled  their  red  flag  down  we  praised  the  Yankee  Lord; 
We  fought  like  Yankee  sailors,  an'  we'll  do  it,  too,  again. 
You've  changed  the  ships  an'  methods,  but  you  can't  change  Yankee 
men! 


I  WONDER  IF  SHE'D  CARE. 

CLEVELAND  LEADER. 

I  wonder  if  she'd  care  if  I 

Should  go  away  to  fight? 
I  wonder  if  she'd  shed  a  tear 

If  I  should  go  tonight 
To  her  and  say  the  time  had  come 

For  me  to  do  my  share 
In  putting  down  my  country's  foes — 

I  wonder  if  she'd  care. 

I  wonder  if  she'd  care  if  I 

Fell,  bleeding,  on  the  plain, 
Or  if  it  were  my  lot  to  win 

Renown  upon  the  main? 
Or,  if  responsive  to  the  call 

For  men  to  do  and  dare, 
I  donned  a  soldier's  uniform. 

I  wonder  if  she'd  care? 

If  I  should  tell  her  I  must  go 

To  mingle  in  the  fray, 
I  wonder — oh,  I  wonder — If 

She'd  beg  that  I  would  stay? 
If  I  became  a  soldier  boy 

I  wonder  if  she'd  care? 
I  long  to  test  her  love  for  me, 

But,  oh,  I  do  not  dare. 
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I   WONDER   IF  HE'LL  DARE. 

(Answer  to  I  Wonder  If  She'd  CareT) 
GEORGE  G.  BROWN. 

A  soldier's  business  is  to  dare, 

To  fight  and  never  fear, 

To  question  not,  nor  weigh  with  care 

Results  of  actions  done 

For  duty's  need  or  country's  call. 

Enrolled  of  fame  are  deeds 

Of  blood  when  stamped  and  stained  by  all 

The  good  that  lifts  up  men, 

I  wonder  if  he'll  dare? 

All  human  aims  but  rend  the  heart, 

The  wishing  is  the  worst 

If  we  will  never  brave  our  part 

Or  do  as  soldiers  dare. 

The  citadel  which  you  would  take 

Is  safe  behind  great  walls 

Of  dreams  and  ideals  you  can't  shake 

With  all  hope's  flashing  guns. 

I  wonder  if  he'll  dare? 

Love  is  more  hazardous  than  war, 

And  more  strategic  skill 

Is  needed  here  than  there,  by  far, 

To  subjugate  the  foe. 

And  from  my  heart's  embattled  height 

Must  wave  grim  war's  red  flag, 

Until  some  one  in  stalwart  might 

Shall  lay  the  bulwarks  low. 

I  wonder  if  he'll  dare. 


PROUD  FATHER. 

CHICAGO  TRIBUNE. 


He  walks  the  streets  of  his  little  town 
With  his  head  in  air,  and  the  sun  looks  down 

On  the  proudest  man  on  earth — well  rather! 
But  he  has  a  splendid  right  to  be 
Somewhat  uplifted,  for,  you  see, 

He's  Richmond  Hobson's  father. 
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A  MESSAGE. 

ARMY  AND  NAVY  JOURNAL. 

To  the  men  who  fought  with  Decatur, 

To  the  men  who  with  Lawrence  died, 
To  the  men  who  fell  in  that  blazing  hell 

Of  Mobile  by  Farragut's  side; 
Take  to  them  our  message,  stern  and  plain, 

Tell  them  the  guns  are  cast  loose,  again, 
Men  of  the  Maine! 

This  to  the  men  of  the  ships  of  oak, 

From  the  men  of  the  ships  of  steel, 
To  the  hearts  that  broke  'mid  the  flame  and  smoke, 

From  the  living  hearts  that  feel, 
There  Is  no  mizzen,  nor  fore,  nor  main, 

But  all  of  the  flags  are  aloft  again, 
Men  of  the  Maine! 

r 

Not  against  foes  of  our  own  true  blood, 

Nor  kin  across  the  sea, 
But  straight  in  the  face  of  a  stranger  race 

Who  never,  like  you,  were  free. 
Tell  them  'tis  thus  that  our  guns  we  train, 

And  the  sights  are  lined,  and  the  strings  astrain, 
Men  of  the  Maine! 

Take  them  these  tidings,  ye  who  sleep 
'Neath  the  murky  waves  by  the  Cuban  town, 

The  blow  in  the  night  but  began  the  fight 
Which  ends  when  the  Spanish  flag  comes  down, 

And  our  guns  shall  thunder  their  old  refrain, 
Tolling  your  knell  from  here — to  Spain! 
^  Men  of  the  Maine! 


A  HISTORY  OF  THE  WAR. 

BOSTON  GLOBE. 

Uncle  Sam— Git! 
Sagasta— Nit! 
And  then  they  fit, 
And  Spain  quit. 
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DEWEY,    WHEN  Y0'   COMIN'   HOME? 

BALTIMORE  AMERICAN. 

Mistah  Dewey,  like  to  know 

When  yo'  comln'  home? 
Reckon  dat  yo'  mus'  go  slow, 

When  yo'  comln'  home? 
Sence  de  star-tin*  ob  dis  war 
Yo*  is  mighty  popular, 
Name  yo'  got  done  traveled  far — 

When  yo*  comin'  home? 

Mistah  Dewey,  'scuse  me,  please, 

When  yo'  comin'  home? 
Set  us  folkeses  at  ouah  ease, 

When  yo'  comln'  home? 
Reckon,  from  what  I  infer, 
People  like  to  make  some  stir, 
Meet  yo  at  de  depo,  sir; 

When  yo'  comln'  home? 

Mistah  Dewey,  proud  of  yo', 

When  yo'  comin'  home? 
Want  to  tell  yo'  suthin',  too — 

When  yo'  comin'  home? 
Want  to  whisper:  Don't  fo'get, 
Watch  dem  kissin'  girls,  yo'  bet! 
Hobson  ain't  done  blushln'  yet — 

When  yo'  comin'  home? 

Mistah  Dewey,  war  is  past, 

When  yo'  comin'  home? 
Yo*  was  in  it,  firs'  to  last? 

When  yo'  comin'  home? 
Like  to  ee  yo'  when  yo'  Ian', 
Like  to  grab  yo'  by  de  nan/ 
Like  to  yell  to  beat  de  ban' — 

When  yo'  comin'  home? 

Mistah  Dewey,  yo'  has  spunk, 

When  yo'  comin'  home? 
Made  dem  Wlenerwurstses  shrunk, 

When  yo'  comin'  home? 
Made  dem  Phillupeeners  tame, 
Made  dem  fo'iners  walk  lame, 
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Made  Ol'  Glory  glad  she  came — 
When  yo'  comin'  home? 

Mistah  Dewey,  ef  yo'  please, 

When  yo*  comin'  home? 
Swung  dat  banner  to  de  breeze 

When  yo'  comin'  home? 
Ef  dey  'slats  to  get  too  gay, 
Nail  it  to  de  mast  to  stay, 
Den  jus*  telyfone  an'  say 

When  yo'  comin'  home? 


DOFT  YOU  HEAR  YOUR  UNCLE  SAM'L? 

CLEVELAND  PLAIN  DEALER. 

Land  of  garlic  and  tortillas, 
Land  of  xebecs  and  mantillas, 
Land  of  mules  and  smuggled  bitters, 
Land  of  raisins  and  of  fritters, 
Land  of  Pedro  and  of  Sancho, 
Land  of  Weyler  and  of  Blanco, 
Land  of  bull  fights  and  pesetas, 
Land  of  dusky  senoritas, 
Land  of  manners  stiff  and  haughty, 
Land  of  Isabella  naughty, 
Land  of  Boabdil  and  Hamil, 
Don't  you  hear  your  Uncle  Sam'l? 
"Git!" 


CERVERA'S   PRAYER. 

CLEVELAND  LEADER. 

Backward,  turn  backward, 

0,  Time,  in  thy  flight; 
Put  me  outside  again, 

Just  for  to-night- 
Out  where  the  sea  stretches  far,  far  away— 
Out  of  the  bottle  they've  made  of  this  bay — 
Put  me  outside  again, 

Out  on  the  sea, 
And  the  record,  you  bet, 

Will  be  captured  by  me. 
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THE  BRAVE  AT  HOME. 

BALTIMORE  NEWS. 

We  do  not  send  them  all  away — 

Our  bravest  and  our  best — 
When  the  battle-cry  is  sounding 

And  the  eagle  leaves  its  nest; 
They  are  brave  battalions  marching 

And  the  heroes  face  the  roar 
Of  the  guns  that  belch  their  lightning 

In  the  thunderstorm  of  war. 

But  the  brave  hearts,  true  hearts, 

The  hearts  that  wait  at  home 
For  the  news  that  tells  of  battle 

On  the  field  or  on  the  foam, 
Are  the  hearts  that  beat  with  courage 

And  the  hearts  whose  hoping  thrives, 
O,  the  little  lips  of  loving, 

And  the  sweethearts  and  the  wives! 

When  they  march  away  to  glory, 

When  the  flags  above  them  wave, 
When  the  nation  sends  its  greeting 

To  the  valiant  and  the  brave, 
There  are  tender  heroes  waiting, 

There  are  brave  ones  left  behind, 
As  the  bugle's  note  of  sorrow 

Wafts  its  music  on  the  wind. 

The  brave  hearts,  true  hearts, 

With  nothing  left  to  do 
But  watch  and  wait  and  wonder 

Till  the  storm  and  strife  are  through; 
But  their  courage  cheers  the  nation, 

And  it  crowns  the  tender  lives 
Of  the  little  lips  of  loving, 

And  the  sweethearts  and  the  wives! 

'Tis  a  woman's  way  to  struggle 
In  the  silence  of  her  grief; 

Tis  the  child-heart's  tender  habit- 
In  her  dream-land  make-belief — 

To  behold  the  days  with  courage 
And  to  live  throughout  the  night 
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With  a  tender  word  of  hoping 
For  the  breaking  of  the  light. 

The  brave  hearts,  true  hearts, 

The  soldier  leaves  to  weep, 
As  he  takes  the  weary  journey 

Down  the  valley,  o'er  the  deep, 
Are  the  hearts  at  home  so  gentle, 

Bound  in  sorrow's  unseen  gyves — 
The  little  lips  of  loving, 

And  the  sweethearts  and  the  wives! 

Ah,  the  little  lips  of  loving, 

The  little  lips  that  be 
So  ripe  with  red-rose  laughter 

And  so  innocent  with  glee! 
Ah,  the  hearts  of  sweethearts,  hoping 

Till  the  dawn  shall  bring  the  light, 
The  wives  that  wait  the  echoes 

Prom  the  fields  where  heroes  fight! 

The  brave  hearts,  true  hearts, 

They  are  not  all  away — 
For  some  are  left  to  wonder 

And  to  watch  afar  the  fray; 
And  the  heroes  left  behind, 

Noble  hearts  and  noble  lives — 
The  little  lips  of  loving, 

And  the  sweethearts  and  the  wives! 


WHEN    TILE    EEGIMENT    LEFT. 

CHICAGO  TRIBUNE. 

She  bravely  bade  her  Horace  good-bye, 

That  girl  with  the  auburn  hair, 
And  smiled  through  the  tear  that  dimmed  her  eye, 

That  girl  with  the  auburn  hair, 
And  she  kissed  him,  and  kissed  him,  and  kissed  him, 

That  girl  with  the  auburn  hair, 
And  kissed  him,  and  kissed  him,  and  kissed  him, 
And  kissed  him,  and  kissed  him,  and  kissed  him, 
And  his  soldier  comrades  had  to  assist  him, 

To  leave  that  girl  so  fair. 
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TO  PAY  THE  TAX. 

CLEVELAND  PLAIN  DEALER. 

She  sits  alone  in  the  window  seat, 
Watching  the  soldiers  who  throng  the  street. 
A  tear  clings  fast  to  her  gentle  eye, 
Her  bosom  heaves  with  a  sudden  sigh, 
And  her  slender  fingers  that  clutch  the  sill 
Wave  a  proud  adieu  with  a  royal  will. 
But  her  mouth  in  its  motions  never  slacks 
O'er  the  gum  she  sheweth  to  pay  the  tax. 

There  are  women  who  go  to  the  battle  front, 
Women  in  hospitals  bearing  the  brunt, 
Women  who  serve  'neath  the  Red  Cross  sign, 
Women  whose  mission  seems  half  divine, 
But  Annabel  sits  at  the  window  high, 
She  cannot  go  where  the  bullets  fly, 
But  steadily  onward  through  packs  and  packs 
She  cheweth  the  gum  to  pay  the  tax. 


CHICKAMAUGA— 1898. 

BALTIMORE  NEWS. 

They  are  camped  on  Chickamauga! 

Once  again  the  white  tents  gleam 
On  that  field  where  vanished  heroes 

Sleep  the  sleep  that  knows  no  dream. 
There  are  shadows  all  about  them 

Of  the  ghostly  troops  to-day, 
But  they  light  the  common  campflre — 

Those  who  wore  the  blue  and  gray. 

Where  the  pines  of  Georgia  tower, 

Where  the  mountains  kiss  the  sky, 
On  their  arms  the  Nation's  warriors 

Wait  to  hear  the  battle-cry. 
Wait  together,  friends  and  brothers, 

And  the  heroes  'neath  their  feet 
Sleep  the  long  and  dreamless  slumber 

Where  the  flowers  are  blooming  sweet 

Sentries,  pause,  yon  shadow  challenge! 
Rock-ribbed  Thomas  goes  that  way — 
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He  Who  fought  the  foe  unyielding 

In  that  awful  battle  fray. 
Yonder  pass  the  shades  of  heroes, 

And  they  follow  where  Bragg  leads 
Through  the  meadows  and  the  river, 

But  no  ghost  the  sentry  heeds. 

Field  of  fame,  a  patriot  army 

Treads  thy  sacred  sod  to-day! 
And  they'll  face  a  common  foeman, 

Those  who  wore  the  blue  and  gray, 
And  they'll  fight  for  common  country, 

And  they'll  charge  to  victory 
'Neath  the  folds  of  one  brave  banner — 

Starry  banner  of  the  free! 

They  are  camped  on  Chickamauga, 

Where  the  green  tents  of  the  dead 
Turn  the  soil  into  a  glory 

Where  a  Nation's  heart  once  bled; 
But  they're  clasping  hands  together 

On  this  storied  field  of  strife — 
Brothers  brave  who  meet  to  battle 

In  the  freedom- war  of  life! 


DUDES  BEFORE  SANTIAGO. 

CLEVELAND  LEADER. 

They  scoffed  when  we  lined  up  with  Teddy, 

They  said  we  were  dudes  and  all  that; 
They  imagined  that  "Cholly"  and  "Fweddie" 

Would  faint  at  the  drop  of  a  hat! 
But  let  them  look  there  in  the  ditches, 

Bloodstained  by  the  swells  in  the  van, 
And  know  that  a  chap  may  have  riches 

And  still  be  a  man. 

They  said  that  we'd  wilt  under  fire, 

And  run  if  the  foeman  said  "Boo!" 
But  a  fellow  may  have  a  rich  sire 

And  still  be  a  patriot,  too! 
Look  there  where  we  met  twice  our  number, 

Where  the  life-blood  of  dudes  drenched  the  earth! 
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The  swells  who  lie  in  their  last  slumber 
Prove  what  we  are  worth! 

They  laughed  when  we  said  we  were  going, 

They  scoffed  when  we  answered  the  call; 
We  might  do  at  tennis  and  rowing, 

But  as  warriors! — O,  no — not  at  all! 
Ah,  let  them  look  there  in  the  ditches, 

Blood-stained  by  the  dudes  in  the  van, 
And  learn  that  a  chap  may  have  riches 

And  still  be  a  man! 


TO  MR.  CERVERA. 

BALTIMORE  NEWS. 

Thervera,  oh!  Thervera! 

You  have  got  uth  in  a  muth; 
And  the  papers,  oh,  Thervera, 

They  are  rai  thing  thuch  a  futh! 
All  the  Union  is  ezthited, 

Public  thentiment  ninth  high— 
But,  Thervera,  you  can  calm  uth, 

Wath  it  Thampthon,  thir,  or  Thley? 

Thervera,  oh!  Thervera! 

Won't  you  thet  uth  at  our  eath? 
Tell  uth  who,  thir,  thent  you  thcootlng 

From  the  Carribean  seath? 
We  are  waiting,  sir  we're  waiting, 

While  you  fix  up  your  reply-— 
Pleath,  Thervera,  won't  you  telluth, 

Wath  it  Thampthon,  thir,  or  Thley? 

Thervera,  oh!  Thervera! 

We  have  been  so  thad  and  thore 
Ever  thince  our  warthlps  thent  you 

Hard  upon  the  Cuban  shore. 
Rumor  hath  been  hard  at  work,  thir, 

Mixing  thingth,  and  that  1th  why 
We  are  anxiouth  that  you  tell  uth 

Wath  it  Thampthon,  thir,  or  Thley? 

Thervera,  oh!  Thervera! 
You  were  prethent  at  the  time; 
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You  were  there  from  thart  to  flnlth, 

All  throughout  that  day  thublime. 
Tho',  to  thettle  all  dlthcuthion, 

Thir,  who  wath  it  caught  your  eye 
On  that  well-remembered  morning? 

Wath  it  Thampthon,  thir,  or  Thley? 


THE  WAR  NEWS  AT  DEADMAN. 

DENVER  POST. 

The  discus*in'  of  the  war  skeer  in  a  quiet  sort  of  way 
Is  the  program  up  at  Deadman,  an'  we  gather  every  day 
On  the  shady  side  of  Murphy's  fur  to  interchange  our  views, 
An'  to  offer  dissertations  on  the  latest  stirrin'  news. 
Some  are  keen  to  see  a  rumpus,  some  are  more  conservative, 
An'  the  screenin'  of  opinions  through  the  oratoric  sieve 
Is  an  intere8tln'  pastime,  an'  we  make  the  laughter  hum 
In  an  eloquentish  manner  when  the  Denver  papers  come. 

All  our  argyments  are  handled  in  a  pleasant,  social  way, 
Never  yit  have  had  a  feller  make  a  pugilistic  play, 
Fur  there  isn't  one  among  us  but  'd  buckle  on  his  gun 
If  ol'  Uncle  Sam  'd  tell  us  there  is  fightin'  to  be  done. 
Alius  keep  01'  Glory  flyin'  from  the  dimmycratic  pole, 
An'  the  reckless  cuss  had  better  be  a-huntin'  fur  a  hole 
That  'd  cast  insinuations  at  the  flag  a-wavin'  there 
In  its  stars  an'  stripy  beauty  in  the  sublunary  air. 

While  dissectin'  of  the  question  in  quite  formidable  words, 
In  a  way  that  'd  do  credit  to  the  Yankee  house  o'  lords, 
Ol'  Don  Manuel  Pacheo,  from  his  rancho  up  the  Black, 
Come  a-ridin'  in  to  Deadmon  on  his  brlndle-colored  jack. 
With  a  surly  "Buenos  Dlas"  an'  a  Mexican  salute 
He  dismounted  sort  o'  lordly  from  his  shaggy  little  brute, 
An'  excitedly  perceeded  fur  to  give  his  feelin's  vent, 
Makin'  gestures  quite  improper  in  a  friendly  argument. 

He  asserted  that  the  Spaniards  were  the  cream  o'  all  the  earth, 
An'  express'd  the  pride  that  filled  him  that  he  was  of  Spanish  birth; 
Said  the  rash  Americanos  was  a  to  tin'  things  too  far, 
An'  would  get  it  in  the  gullet  if  they  started  up  a  war. 
As  fur  sufferin'  in  Cuby,  dam  'em,  they  had  ort  to  die 
Fur  rebellin'  'gainst  a  guvament  the  best  beneath  the  sky, 
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An'  he  hoped  to  poco  tempo  see  the  royal  flag  o'  Spain 
Floatin'  over  this  'ere  country  from  the  'Frisco  bay  to  Maine. 

We  accepted  of  his  lingo  in  a  quiet  sort  o'  way, 

All  a-thinkin'  it  was  proper  fur  to  let  him  have  his  say, 

But  he  had  to  run  a  blazer  at  the  Yankee  Doodle  flag 

By  assertin'  it  was  nothin'  but  a  miserable  rag. 

God!  that  hit  us  in  the  center,  an'  it  give  us  such  a  pain 

That  we  laid  our  loyal  clutches  on  the  gentleman  from  Spain, 

An'  we  run  him  to  a  jack-oak  in  the  rear  o'  Murphy's  store, 

An'  the  Spanish- Yankee  question  interested  him  no  more. 


THE  RECRUIT  SOLILOQUY. 

CLEVELAND  LEADER. 

I  remember,  I  remember 

How  I  used  to  sit  and  scold 
When,  on  getting  down  to  breakfast, 

I  would  find  the  coffee  cold; 
How  I  used  to  turn  my  nose  up 

If  the  steak  was  done  too  rare — 
But  oh  for  home  and  mother, 

And  the  dear  old  bill  of  fare. 

I  remember,  I  remember 

How  I  always  would  upbraid 
Myself  for  eating  rarebits 

That  my  little  sweetheart  made; 
How  I  used  to  worry  over 

My  digestion  night  and  day, 
And  the  pills  I  used  to  punish 

To  drive  fancied  ills  away. 

I  remember,  I  remember 

How  I  used  to  sit  and  scoff 
When  I  fancied  that  the  butter 

Must  be  "just  a  little  off;" 
How  I  scorned  the  lowly  biscuits 

That  my  sister  used  to  make! 
And  the  things  I  said  concerning 

Her  attempts  at  jelly  cake! 

Oh  it  may  be  childish  weakness 
That  possesses  me,  but  I 
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Would  give  a  whole  month's  wages 

For  one  piece  of  mother's  pie, 
And  I  think  that  I'd  be  willing 

To  walk  twenty  miles  to-day 
Just  for  one  of  those  dear  doughnuts 

That  I  used  to  throw  away. 


"THE  HERO  DOWN  BELOW." 

CHICAGO  TIMES-HERALD. 

While  you  sing  of  Schley  and  Hobson, 
And  of  gallant  Dewey,  too, 
While  with  thoughts  of  them  your  hearts  are  all  aglow 
I  will  sing  you  of  another — 
Just  as  brave  and  just  as  true — 
Of  the  man  who  does  the  stoking  down  below. 

For  his  home  is  in  the  hell, 

Down  below, 
And  he  doesn't  hear  the  yell, 

Down  below. 
That  goes  up  when  firing's  done, 
When  the  ship  he's  with  has  won — 
He  must  keep  a-sho veiling  on, 

Down  below. 

Though  his  name  is  never  mentioned, 
Though  we  see  or  know  him  not, 
Though  his  deeds  may  never  bring  him  worldly  fame, 
He's  a  man  above  the  others — 
And  the  bravest  of  the  lot — 
And  the  hero  of  the  battle,  just  the  same. 

He's  the  man  who  goes  to  work, 

Down  below, 
From  the  labor  does  not  shirk, 

Down  below. 
He  is  shovelling  day  and  night, 
Feeding  flames  a-blazing  bright, 
Keeping  up  a  killing  fight, 

Down  below. 

In  the  awful  heat  and  torture 
Of  the  fires  that  leap  and  dance 
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In  and  out  the  furnace  doors  that  never  close, 
On  in  silence  he  must  work 
For  with  him  there's  ne'er  a  chance 
On  his  brow  to  feel  the  outer  breeze  that  blows. 

For  they've  locked  him  in  a  room, 

Down  below, 
In  a  burning,  blazing  tomb, 

Down  below, 
Where  he  cannot  see  the  sky, 
Cannot  learn  in  time  to  fly, 
When  destruction  stalketh  nigh, 

Down  below. 

While  the  fighting  fierce  is  waging, 
And  the  cannon  overhead 
With  their  sizzing  shells  the  enemy  surround, 
To  the  stoker  down  below, 
Not  a  word  is  ever  said, 
To  his  ear  is  borne  no  echo  of  the  sound. 

When  they  open  wide  his  door, 

Down  below, 
And  they  cry,  "Your  work  is  o'er, 

Down  below!" 
There  they  find  him  weakly  lying 
On  a  pile  of  coal  and  crying 
Out  in  madness,  for  he's  dying, 

Down  below. 


THE  BUGLE  CALL. 

CLEVELAND  PLAIN  DEALER. 

It  thrills  among  the  rocky  hills, 

It  sings  along  the  shore, 
It  shakes  the  echoes  'round  the  lakes, 

It  stills  the  breakers'  roar. 

It  wakes  the  fiery  southern  soul, 
And  through  the  rugged  west, 

It  calls  as  if  with  drummer's  roll, 
The  bravest  and  the  best 

O'er  north,  south,  east  and  west  it  floats, 
Wher'er  its  tiding  fall 
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A  hundred  thousand  loyal  throats 
Cry  "Ready!"  to  the  call. 

It  thrills  among  the  rocky  hills, 

It  sings  along  the  sea, 
It  shakes  the  echoes  'round  the  lakes — 

The  bugle  of  the  free. 


ONWAED. 

W.  F.  AARON. 


Now  Freedom  shall  from  wrong's  dark  ruth, 

To  free  for  love  of  Liberty, 
With  clarion  sound  proclaim  the  truth, 

That  shackled  nations  shall  be  free. 

And  Uncle  Sam,  with  scarce  a  rest, 
To  cool  his  guns  pays  Spain  at  sea 

A  debt  that  dates  with  Interest 
Back  to  November  '73! 

From  west  to  east,  from  south  and  north — 
By  war-drum's  roll  and  battle-din 

Confirm'd,  an  edict  has  gone  forth 
To  tell  the  world  that  right  must  win. 

To  tell  that  Freedom's  cause  must  win 
First  place  in  glory's  brilliant  sphere; 

And  how  those  satellites  of  sin 
Shall  pale  beneath  its  holy  glare! 

While  'neath  our  flag  to  conquer  Spain 
Move  heroes  where  it  leads  them  on; 

The  bravest  and  most  humane 
A  wondering  world  has  ever  known: 

Tho'  all  true  hearts  will  sympathize 
With  those  the  slaughterer's  greed  would  slay, 

Tow'rd  other  scenes  are  other  eyes 
Turn'd,  and  may  Heaven  speed  the  day, 

When  wrong's  black  flag  shall  drape,  low-furl'd, 

Some  lonely  spot  a  funeral  nave; 
And  slavery,  curse  of  the  world, 

Find  there  a  dark,  eternal  grave. 
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"REMEMBER    THE    MAINE! " 

CLJF.  ABBOTT. 

"Remember  the  Maine,"  but  not  while  the  battle 

Is  raging  like  tempests  of  darkness  and  death. 
Not  where  the  heart  beats  with  hatred  and  passion, 

But  speak  her  name  softly,  with  tear-laded  breath. 
Go  forth  to  a  duty,  go  nobly  and  bravely, 

For  freedom,  unfettered  by  suff'ring  and  pain, 
Take  peace  and  protection  to  poor  starving  Cuba, 

Bind  up  her  wounds,  and  "Remember  the  Maine." 

"Remember  the  Maine,"  as  a  hero  remembers 

The  grave  of  a  comrade  who  died  in  his  stead, 
And  over  the  ocean  bear  only  this  message: 

Peace  for  the  living  and  tears  for  the  dead. 
Hate  can  not  bring  us  the  lives  we  have  given, 

Blood  can  not  hide  the  dishonor  of  Spain. 
Revenge  has  no  place  on  our  loved  starry  banner, 

But  wherever  it  waves  they'll  "Remember  the  Maine." 

"Remember  the  Maine,"  when  the  garlands  are  woven, 

Sweet  tributes  of  love  for  "Memorial  Day," 
Thank  God  as  you  scatter  the  lilies  and  roses, 

They  blossom  alike  for  the  Blue  and  the  Gray. 
And  under  one  flag,  forever  united — 

That  flag  which  has  never  sought  victory  in  vain — 
Together  we'll  twine  a  wreath  for  our  heroes, 

The  Blue  and  the  Gray,  and  "Remember  the  Maine." 


WAR. 

IRENE  ACKERMAN. 


Oft  have  I  asked  myself  and  thought, 
What  has  on  earth  the  most  good  wrought, 

And  man  raised  up  to  what  we  find  him; 
Free  in  body,  free  in  soul, 
Making  the  heavens  themselves  unroll 

Their  mysteries  before  him. 

I  turned  then  to  history's  page, 
And  there  I  found  in  every  age. 

It  was  war  alone  that  freed  him! 
'Twas  that  which  peace  doth  most  abhor, 
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That  poets  love  and  orator, 
It  was  war  that  freed  him. 

Then  teach  our  youth  the  art  of  war, 
Let  all  the  world  both  near  and  far, 

Look  here  and  see. 
America  doth  ready  stand, 
Ever  prepared  with  sword  in  hand, 

To  flght  for  liberty. 


THE    SOLDIERS'    SAYING. 

FLORENCE  WENTZ  ADAMS. 

Age  11  Years. 

Our  flag  is  near  us, 

Some  brave  hearts  to  cheer  us, 

We  know  that  we  flght  for  the  right. 
Onward  we'll  go, 
Never  fear  the  foe, 

Even  if  we  they  smite. 

Chorus: 

We'll  sing  our  battle  cry, 
Even  when  the  foe  be  nigh, 

With  hope  from  God  on  high, 
We'll  win  the  flght. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  MANILA  BAY. 

GEORGE    C.    ADAMS. 

In  the  waters  of  the  Orient 

A  beauteous,  land  locked  bay, 
Upon  grim  war  and  havoc  bent, 

The  savage  Dons  in  silence  lay. 
Secure  they  rested  in  their  might, 

Contemptuous  of  the  Yankee  foe, 
Who  fain  would  dare  essay  to  flght 

The  offlspring  of  brave  Pelayo. 
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Grand,  magnificent  the  scene, 

Which  welcomed  the*  god  of  day 
To  glisten  upon  fair  Philippine, 

This  immortal  morn  of  May. 
Manila's  city  far  to  the  North, 

While,  through  the  hillside  rents, 
South  and  East,  stern  standing  forth, 

Cavite's  frowning  battlements. 

From  the  waters  of  the  China  Sea, 

Through  the  entrance  to  the  bay, 
The  Yankee  ships  came  sailing  free 

To  where  the  Spaniards  lay. 
Gallant  Dewey  and  brave  commands, 

Prepared  to  do  or  die, 
With  shotted  guns  and  ready  hands, 

The  Stars  and  Stripes  on  high. 

The  silence  that  presages  woe — 

Then  suddenly,  a  mighty  roar, 
Our  guns  belch  forth  upon  the  foe, 

On  Spanish  ships  and  Spanish  shore. 
The  weak  reply  of  rampart,  ship, 

The  horrid  shouts  of  foemen  brave, 
The  sinking  craft  that  downward  slip, 

Then  disappear  beneath  the  wave. 

The  steady  hand  of  Yankee  tar, 

The  quick  command,  the  bated  breath, 
The  love  of  country,  Freedom's  star, 

Precision's  aim,  evoking  death. 
A  wondrous  gallant  naval  fight, 

Courage  and  skill  have  won  the  fray, 
A  Saxon  day,  a  Latin  night, 

The  battle  of  Manila  Bay. 

The  glories  of  a  victory  won, 

Our  Dewey  brave,  thy  name  enrolled 
On  honor's  scroll,  for  work  well  done, 

With  all  thy  Yankee  comrades  bold. 
May  fortune  call  thee  safely  back, 

May  war's  grim  terrors  quickly  cease, 
May  Columbia's  heroes  never  lack, 

"A  grateful  earnest  of  eternal"  peace. 
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THE  JINGO'S  SOLILOQUY. 

JAMES  BARTON  ADAMS. 

To  go  or  not  to  go — that  1b  the  question, 
Whether  'tis  better  that  I  stay  at  home 
And  guard  the  women  from  the  Spanish  hordes, 
Or  to  take  up  arms  against  the  haughty  Dons 
And  help  to  do  them  up.    To  march,  to  fight, 
To  eat  hardtack  and  bacon  handed  down 
From  pre-historic  days,  so  strong  that  It 
Is  fitted  to  bear  arms  against  the  foe, 
And  beans  of  ancient  lineage,  that  long 
Have  served  as  private  residence  for  worms 
And  miscellaneous  bugs. 

To  march,  to  fight, 
To  fight? — perchance  to  stop  the  hissing  flight 
Of  some  impetuous  bullet;  catch  it  where 
Fitzsimmons  landed  on  the  pompadour. 
And  fall  in  awkward,  inartistic  shape, 
With  no  loved  hand  to  close  my  sightless  eyes 
And  tell  reporters  what  a  peach  I  was. 
Aye,  there's  the  rub,  a  hard  one,  too,  at  that, 
For  who  would  care  to  shuff  this  mortal  coil 
And  act  as  filling  for  a  new  dug  grave, 
And  have  his  name  misspelled,  perchance,  upon 
The  telegraphic  list  of  hero  dead? 
And  there's  the  dfead  of  something  after  death, 
The  undiscovered  country  from  whose  burn 
As  far  as  known  no  traveler  returns. 
Is  it  not  best  to  bear  the  ills  I  have 
And  try  to  hustle  three  square  meals  a  day 
Than  fly  to  others  that  1  wot  not  of, 
And  quit  the  job  with  hide  so  punctured  that 
It  would  be  quite  unfit  for  further  use? 
Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all. 
And  thus  the  native  hue  of  patriotism 
Is  somewhat  streaked  with  yellow  up  the  back. 
And,  though  I  howled  for  war  until  my  voice 
Ran  up  a  hefty  bill  for  overtime, 
And  both  my  loyal  lungs  are  quite  inflamed 
From  friction  caused  by  overheated  words 
Shot  through  them  at  the  President's  delay, 
I  think  I'll  play  the  old  rheumatic  dodge, 


42  Spanish- American  War  Songs. 

Or  vermiform  appendicitis,  or — 
Well,  any  old  disease  I  think  will  stick 
And  hush  the  lashings  of  the  scoffers'  tongues, 
And  stay  at  home,  and  through  the  daily  press, 
As  "Veritas"  or  "Truth"  or  "One  Who  Knows," 
Assist  in  pointing  out  the  proper  course 
The  leaders  of  our  armies  should  pursue 
In  ripping  proud  Espana  up  the  back. 


I 


CAMP  SONG  OF  THE  FOURTH  PENNSYLVANIA. 

J.  H.  ADAMS. 

From  Pennsylvania  homes  we  come 

To  mingle  in  the  fray 
Against  old  Spain  with  sword  and  drum, 

With  those  who  wore  the  gray, 
From  east  and  west,  from  south  and  north, 

We're  bound  together  now, 
United  thus  the  gallant  Fourth 

Repeats  the  patriot's  vow. 

CHORUS. 

Hail,  soldiers,  all  from  south  or  north, 

We  meet  In  southern  clime 
On  Chickamauga's  field  the  Fourth 

Is  with  you  every  time. 

Yes,  every  time  to  guard  and  shield 

The  flag  we  all  love  well; 
We  pledge  each  other  on  this  field, 

Where  shaft  and  marble  tell 
The  story  of  brave  hearts  that  sleep 

Beneath  the  southern  sky, 
Aye!  on  this  field  we  swear  to  keep 

"Old  Glory"  floating  high. 

Yes,  every  time  we're  with  you,  boys, 

To  help  the  Cubans  free, 
To  chastise  Spain,  to  heap  the  joys 

Of  glorious  liberty. 
On  suffering  Cuba  lift  the  pall, 

Black,  spread  like  cloud  of  night, 
The  Fourth  is  ready  for  the  call, 

The  Fourth  is  for  the  right. 
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In  Freedom's  name  we  pledge  again 

The  "Keystone"  will  prove  true; 
"Columbia's  Arch"  the  Dons  of  Spain 

Can  never  break  in  two, 
So  shout  our  song  to  home  and  friends, 

Of  east,  west,  south  and  north, 
Close  by  the  flag  until  war  ends 

You'll  find  the  Gallant  Fourth. 


IN  HIS  NAME. 

M.    PARDEE   ADAMS. 

From  Cuba  to  the  Philippines, 

A  cry  for  rescue  came; 
As  Macedonia  of  old: 

"Come!  Help  in  Jesus'  name!" 

To  those  who  sat  in  darkness, 
God  sent  His  own  Great  Light; 

So  we,  the  Lord's  own  freemen, 
May  take  the  message  bright. 

In  bondage  strong  and  cruel; 

God's  blessed  word  withdrawn; 
No  hope  for  earth  or  heaven, 

Nor  light  of  glorious  dawn. 

Tho'  hollow-eyed  and  famished, 
For  earthly  bread  and  cheer, 

Their  need  for  Heavenly  comfort 
Far  greater  doth  appear. 

To  these  "the  least"  who  need  us, 
God  calls,  "My  truth  proclaim." 

Go!  To  the  faint  and  fallen; 
Send  peace  through  Jesus'  name. 

Can  we,  our  best  and  dearest, 
To  Christ  this  offering  make? 

The  love  of  Christ  constraineth. 
We  can,  for  Jesus'  sake. 


i 
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THE  BELL  OF  THE  PRIVATEER. 

RAYMOND  M.  D.  ADAMS. 

I  rang  In  the  ragged,  rifted  race 
Of  wrestling,  wind-spurred  waves, 

I  clanged  in  howling  hurricane, 
Where  storm-rent  ocean  raves! 

I  sounded  sharp  in  the  sleeted  storm, 

I  battled  the  billows'  boom, 
And  trembled  and  tolled  as  the  screaming  stays 

Rode  out  the  roaring  doom! 

I  rested  still  on  sleeping  seas, 

Where  ripples  murmur  low, 
And  burned  my  rim  reflecting  back 

Their  Phosphorescent  glow. 

I  sang  'neath  shining  summer  skies, 

Or,  swinging,  drew  a-near 
Some  goodly  prize  of  my  nation's  need; 

I  rang  from  a  privateer! 

In  Gloucester  bay,  on  ocean  wide, 

Wherever  a  ship  might  be, 
I  called  the  sailors  daring-brave; 

I  rang  to  their  victory! 

I  sang  their  joy  in  captives'  woe; 

And  home  triumphant  swung — 
I  ride  the  sea  no  more,  who  once 

A  nation's  glory  rung! 


OUR  SOLDIERS'   SONG. 

DAVID  GRAHAM  ADEE. 

Singing  "The  Star-Spangled  Banner 

In  the  very  jaws  of  death! 
Singing  our  glorious  Anthem, 

Some  with  their  latest  breath! 
The  strains  of  that  solemn  music 

Through  the  spirit  will  ever  roll, 
Thrilling  with  martial  ardor 

The  depths  of  each  patriot  soul. 
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Hearing  the  hum  of  the  bullets! 

Eager  to  charge  the  foe! 
Bidding  the  call  to  battle, 

Where  crimson  heart  streams  flow! 
Thinking  of  home  and  dear  ones, 

Of  mother,  of  child,  of  wife, 
They  sang  "The  Star-Spangled  Banner" 
i  On  that  field  of  deadly  strife. 

They  sang  with  the  voices  of  heroes, 

In  the  face  of  the  Spanish  guns, 
As  they  leaned  on  their  loaded  rifles, 

With  the  courage  that  never  runs, 
They  sang  to  our  glorious  emblem, 

Upraised  on  that  war  worn  sod, 
As  the  saints  in  the  old  arena 

Sang  a  song  of  praisa  to  God. 


REMEMBERED   THE  MAINE. 

W.   G.  AKERS. 

The  reveille  rolled  softly  out  over  the  wave, 
Reminding  Aurora  of  the  promise  she  gave; 
And  she  came,  and  smiled — the  signal  to  close — 
She  was  wondrously  fair,  in  her  mantle  of  rose. 
And  with  the  daintiest  hand  and  a  little  gold  key, 
She  unlocked  the  great  deeps  of  the  sky  and  the  sea. 

Our  fleet  swam  like  gulls,  as  blithely  and  fair, 
When  the  battle  gauge  rang  out  on  the  air. 
Then  Dewey,  brave  Dewey,  bore  down  on  old  Spain, 
With  the  rage  of  a  Jove — avenging  the  Maine. 
The  roar  of  the  guns,  the  crash  of  the  shell, 
Revealed  to  the  foe  that  their  next  port  was  hell. 

Oh,  never  old  Ocean  such  lineaments  wore! 

Ships  shattered  and  sinking,  sails  spattered  with  gore! 

A  clashing  chaos!  of  the  wreck  and  the  dead, 

And  to  add  to  the  horror  the  waves  were  dyed  red. 

Un-awed,  our  young  heroes  stood,  each  to  his  gun, 

Till  they  saw  through  the  smoke  the  battle  was  won. 

'Midst  the  storm  stood  their  Dewey,  his  flag  waving,  too, 
"Hurrah!  for  our  Chieftain!  and  the  Red,  White  and  Blue." 


46  Spanish' American   War  Songs. 

Cheer  after  cheer  swept  around  the  red  track, 
'Till  old  Neptune  himself,  rose  and  cheered  the  boys  back. 
The  carnage,  though  fearful,  gave  the  victors  no  pain, 
When  their  Admiral  said,  calmly,  "We've  remembered  the 
Maine." 


THE    SPANIARDS'  HOUR   IS   COME. 

JULIA  W.   ALBRIGHT. 

There's  a  sound  of  tribulation  from  a  persecuted  coast; 
There's  a  crying  deed  of  darkness;  there's  a  vain  defiant  boast; 
And  I  hear  the  mighty  verdict  of  a  dreadful  rising  host: 
The  Spaniards'  hour  is  come. 

There  is  lifted  up  a  banner  that  was  never  put  to  shame; 
In  the  sacred  cause  of  justice  there  is  drawn  a  sword  of  flame; 
And  a  battle  cry  is  uttered  in  the  great  Jehovah's  name: 
The  Spaniards'  hour  is  come. 

There's  a  sound  of  troubled  waters  'neath  the  swift,  avenging  keel, 
And  the  voice  of  Rachel  weeping  mingles  with  the  voice  of  steel; 
For  the  righteous  oath  is  taken  that  shall  never  know  repeal: 
The  Spaniards'  hour  is  come. 

By  the  blood  of  trodden  Cuba,  that  so  long  has  flowed  in  vain; 
By  the  stern  accusing  vision  of  the  lorn  and  shattered  Maine; 
By  the  never  dying  memory  of  her  wounded  and  her  slain — 
The  Spaniards'  hour  is  come. 


CUBA. 

MARGARET  H.  ALDEN. 

What  is  their  crime,  these  neighbors  of  ours? 

What  have  they  done  that  they  suffer  and  die? 
That  the  black  cloud  of  war  and  bloodshed  still  lowers 

Over  their  land,  while  in  anguish  they  cry? 
What  have  they  done,  that  we  stand  by,  untoeding 

That  their  patriot  blood  is  running  like  rain? 
What  is  their  crime  that  their  agonized  pleading 

For  justice  and  mercy  is  offered  in  vain? 

What  have  they  done  that  their  women  are  ravished? 
Their  innocent  children  torn  from  their  arms 


\ 


Spanish-American   War  Songs.  47 

And  butchered  like  sheep?    Why  is  this  torture  lavished 
On  Cuba?    Why  do  we  not  all  rise  to  arms? 

What  is  their  crime?    Now  listen!     O  nation, 
Who  calleth  thyself  the  Land  of  the  Free! 

Thou  who  through  struggle  and  much  tribulation 
Flung  thy  flag  aloft  with  the  word  Liberty. 

This  is  the  sin  of  these  suffering  people, 

Striving  to  gain  what  we  value  most  dear, 
This  is  their  crime — tell  it  out  from  the  steeple, 

Cry  it  abroad  that  the  nations  may  hear. 
They  ask  for  freedom  from  cruel  oppression, 

Bowing  them  long  to  the  dust  of  the  earth. 
This  is  the  reason  they  die.    The  confession 

Reads  like  a  page  from  the  book  of  our  birth. 

What  are  you  going  to  do?  is  the  question 

Facing  our  country  and  people  today! 
Stand  by  like  cowards?    Ah,  spurn  the  suggestion 

As  an  insult  to  honor!    But  answer  who  may. 
There  cries  from  the  ground  the  blood  of  our  brother, 

Asking  the  aid  that  so  long  is  withheld. 
Is  American  courage  so  dead  that  another 

Shall  take  up  thy  duty  by  justice  compelled? 

Rise  in  your  might,  O  sons  of  the  sires 

Who  fought  for  their  freedom,  and  gave  to  the  world 
A  land,  on  whose  altars  sweet  liberty's  fires 

Are  quenched  not,  whose  Star-Spangled  Flag  is  unfurled 
To  the  free  winds  of  heaven!     Give  to  brother 

The  freedom  we  claim  for  our  own  as  a  right. 
Let  not  avarice,  greed  or  cowardice  smother 

The  voice  of  stern  duty.    Arise  in  your  might, 
O  sons  of  the  land,  called  the  land  of  the  free, 

Give  to  Cuba  her  blood-bought  right,  Liberty! 


THE  VOLUNTEERS. 

MRS.  G.  ALEXANDER. 

To  arms,  to  arms,  our  volunteers! 

Stand  nobly  by  your  guns, 
Shoulder  to  shoulder,  charge,  my  boys, 

Until  the  fight  is  won! 
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Fight  we  must;  our  cause  is  just; 

In  victory  you  will  win. 
Then  face  the  foe  as  your  fathers  did, 

And  fight  through  thick  and  thin. 

Chorus: 

For  we're  the  boys  that  fear  no  noise, 

We  never  were  known  to  yield; 
But  always  go  to  meet  the  foe 

Upon  the  battlefield. 
•We'll  make  the  foe  surrender, 

And  give  three  Yankee  cheers, 
Hurrah!  Hurrah!  for  the  Stars  and  Stripes, 

And  our  gallant  volunteers. 

We  have  got  as  noble  ships  of  war 

As  ever  plowed  the  waves; 
They're  manned  by  gallant  "hearts  of  oak" 

That  never  can  be  slaves. 
They  say  that  we  lack  discipline; 

But  they'll  think  we  have  enough, 
And  wish  that  they  were  back  in  Spain, 

When  struck  with  "Yankee  stuff." 

Chorus:    Then  we're  the  boys. 

When  we  think  upon  our  gallant  Maine, 

And  our  comrades  in  their  gore, 
Then  our  volunteers  do  long  to  hear 

Our  angry  cannons  roar. 
Charge  after  charge  we'll  give  the  foe, 

And  volleys  not  a  few, 
While  our  fifes  and  drums  play  up  the  tune, 

Of  "Yankee  Doodle  Doo." 

Chorus:     Then  we're  the  boys. 

Our  starry  flag  of  liberty 

How  gaily  sounds  the  boast; 
In  freedom  floats  on  land  and  sea 

Well  guarded  is  our  coast. 
We  will  defy  our  enemies, 

And  protect  our  country,  dear. 
Then  to  your  guns  our  noble  sons! 

No  foeman  do  we  fear. 

Chorus:     Then  we're  the  boys. 
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We'll  go,  we'll  go,  and  meet  the  foe; 

Fight  them  <m  land  and  sea. 
No  tyrant's  feet  shall  ever  tread 

Our  land  of  liberty. 
We'll  take  fair  Cuba  by  the  hand, 

And  burst  her  slavery  chain; 
And  make  the  cowards  wish  that  they 

Had  never  struck  the  Maine. 

Chorus:     Then  we're  the  boys. 


AMERICA    OBEYS. 

WILLIAM  ALLAN. 

Heard  from  the  east  to  the  west, 

Heard  from  the  south  to  the  north, 
Like  trumpet  blown  from  the  great  God's  throne, 

His  call  to  our  sons  goes  forth: 

Ho!  men  who  are  free  and  brave, 

Away  to  the  southern  isle, 
Where  the  death  fiend  stalks  and  the  red  murder  walks 

With  a  cold  and  cruel  smile. 

Hear  ye  the  groans  of  the  starved, 

Hear  ye  the  wails  of  the  reft, 
Go  gaze  on  the  dead  in  their  thousands  spread 

O'er  a  land  that  hope  has  left! 

The  bones  that  bleach  on  the  ground, 

The  tears  dead  mothers  have  shed, 
Are  the  tongues  that  pray  holy  vengeance  may 

Be  poured  on  the  tyrant's  head. 

Away  to  fair  Cuba's  isle! 

Away  with  weapons  of  war! 
America's  sons,  with  God  at  the  guns, 

Shall  triumph  where  foemen  are. 

Away  to  cleanse  the  foul  spot! 
Though  our  blood  may  flow,  we  are  proud  to  know 

'Tis  done  in  the  cause  of  right 

Away  to  shed  hope's  lovelight! 
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OUR    COUNTRY'S  DUTY. 

CLYDE  D.  ALLEN. 

We  love  our  country  fair, 
Its  people  patriotic  and  free, 

And  as  the  Cuban  cause  was  just, 
We  gave  them  our  sympathy. 

For  they  were  a  struggling  people, 
Slaving  under  the  Spanish  decree, 

Till  the  noble  minded  patriots 
Pledged  their  lives  for  Liberty. 

And  then  they  did  to  us  appeal, 
Amid  the  strife  and  toil, 

To  help  them  for  humanity, 
The  Spanish  plans  to  foil. 

We  did  not  want  to  be  hasty, 

And  of  our  importance  boast, 
So  we  sent  down  the  battleship  Maine 
1  To  protect  our  interests  on  the  coast. 

She  was  a  gallant  ship, 

Her  sailors  full  of  glee, 
But  the  Spaniards  blew  her  up, 

And  she  sank  into  the  briny  sea. 

So  now  we  go  forth  to  battle, 
Determined  to  avenge  the  slain, 

The  star  spangled  banner  or  symbol, 
Our  motto,  "Remember  the  Maine." 

And  also  to  free  the  Cubans 
From  the  lawless  rule  of  Spain, 

We  can  forgive  the  Cubans, 
But  we  can't  forget  the  Maine. 


A  MAY-DAY  POEM. 

ROSE   SHELDON  ALLEN. 

I  list  to  martial  music!    I  hear  the  booming  gun! 
But  only  see  the  heroes  of  eighteen  sixty-one; 
And  as  those  youthful  martyrs  march  valiantly  away 
I  know  the  yearning  anguish  my  neighbor  feels  to-day. 
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The  flag  has  been  presented,  at  the  old  church  on  the  hill. 
And  tearfully  accepted  with  patriotic  thrill, 
While  mothers  gave  their  blessing  and  maidens  whispered  aye. 
As  motherhood  and  maidens  have  met  the  call  to-day. 

The  harvest  moon  is  shining  upon  our  homeward  path; 
The  meadows  of  the  valley  are  sweet  with  aftermath. 
I  hear  the  soldier  murmur,  "Remember,  when  I'm  gone, 
The  same  old  moon  is  shining  on  me  in  Washington." 

The  same  old  moon  is  shining  on  islands  of  the  sea; 
The  same  old  flag  is  potent  to  set  the  captive  free. 
And  yet  my  tears  are  falling  for  that  poor,  stricken  one. 
Whose  sacrifice  is  priceless — a  widow's  only  son. 


AMERICA  TO  GREAT  BRITAIN. 

WASHINGTON  ALLSTON. 

All  hail!  Thou  noble  land, 

Our  fathers'  native  soil! 
Oh,  stretch  thy  mighty  hand, 

Gigantic  grown  by  toil, 
O'er  the  vast  Atlantic  wave  to  our  shore! 
For  thou  with  magic  might 
Can'st  reach  to  where  the  light 
Of  Phoebus  travels  bright 
The  world  o'er. 

The  Genius  of  our  clime 

From  his  pine-embattled  steep 
Shall  hail  the  quest  sublime; 

While  the  Tritons  of  the  deep 
With  their  concha  the  kindred  league  shall  proclaim. 
Then  let  the  world  combine — 
O'er  the  main  our  naval  line, 
Like  the  Milky  Way,  shall  shine 
Bright  in  fame. 

Tho'  ages  long  have  passed 

Since  our  fathers  left  their  home, 
Their  pilot  in  the  blast, 

O'er  untraveled  seas  to  roam, 
Tet  lives  the  blood  of  England  in  our  veins! 
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And  shall  we  aot  proclaim 
That  blood  of  honest  fame, 
Which  no  tyranny  can  tame 
By  its  chains. 

While  the  language,  free  and  bold, 
Which  the  Bard  of  Avon  sung, 

In  which  our  Milton  told 
How  the  vault  of  heaven  rung 

When  Satan,  blasted,  fell  with  his  hosts; 

While  this,  with  reverence  meet, 

Ten  thousand  echoes  greet, 

From  rock  to  rock  repeat 

Round  our  coast. 

While  the  manners,  while  the  arts, 

That  hold  a  nation's  soul, 
Still  cling  around  our  hearts, 

Between  let  ocean  roll, 
Our  Joint  communion  streaking  with  the  sun; 
Yet,  still  from  either  beach 
The  voice  of  blood  shall  reach, 
More  audible  than  speech, 
"We  are  one." 


MACEO  AXi)  THE  CUBAN  GIRL. 

CHARLES   F.    ALSOP. 

One  day  a  little  Cuban  girl,  while  rambling  through  the  dell, 
Espied  a  band  of  cavalry,  the  ones  she  loved  so  well. 
And  now  beneath  the  cooling  shade,  without  the  slightest  fear. 
She  went  towards  the  foremost  one,  who  rose  as  she  came  near. 

"What  is  it,  my  pretty  maid,  and  what  can  be  your  quest? 
As  taking  her  within  his  arms  he  clasped  her  to  his  breast. 
The  child  looked  up  into  his  eyes  with  eager,  longing  look, 
And  smiling  in  her  childish  way,  her  tresses  back  she  shook. 

"I've  come  to  see  my  father,  sir,  the  bravest  in  the  land, 
And  next  to  him  comes  Maceo,  the  leader  of  the  band." 
The  smile  fled  from  the  soldier's  face,  'twas  now  a  look  of  awe, 
As  fearfully  he  asked  to  know  the  name  her  father  bore. 

What,  don't  you  know,"  the  child  replied,  "the  bravest  in  the  land? 
Why,  next  to  him  comes  Maceo,  the  leader  of  the  band.' 
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The  soldier  sadly  smiled  and  asked,  "What  does  your  mother  say 
When  speaking  of  your  father,  child,  when  he  Is  far  away?" 

"What  does  she  call  him  when  at  home — in  anger  or  in  joy?" 
"Oh!  Mamma  calls  him  'Papa  Manx'  and  I,  'my  baby  boy/  " 
The  soldier  gave  a  sob  of  pain,  the  tears  gushed  from  his  eyes; 
"Go  tell  your  mother,  little  girl,  he's  gone  beyond  the  skies." 


"He's  gone  to  join  a  heavenly  host,  the  noblest  in  the  land, 
And  I  am  but  his  Maceo,  the  leader' of  the  band." 
That  night  in  tears  a  mother's  form  lay  sobbing  on  her  bed; 
Two  baby  arms  were  round  her  neck  as  fast  her  tears  she  shed. 

Only  a  little  Cuban  girl,  only  a  soldier's  wife; 
The  bravest,  noblest  in  the  land,  only  a  soldier's  life. 
And  this  is  why  our  gallant  boys  are  fighting  o'er  the  sea; 
They've  gone  to  stay  the  tyrant's  hand  and  S2t  old  Cuba  free. 


OUR  ALLIES. 

FLORENCE  MAY  ALT. 

Behold!    A  shadowy  army  marches  with  us, 

By  day  we  hear  the  tramping  of  their  feet; 
By  night  we  see  their  special  campflres  flicker, 

Dim-ringed  with  pallid  faces  strong  and  sweet! 
Whole  legions  rise  from  Gettysburg  and  Shiloh. 

From  mangled  fields  long  healed  by  sun  and  snow; 
Comes  every  hero  from  his  tent  of  grasses 

Who  died  for  love  of  freedom  long  ago. 

No  other  war  would  wake  them  from  their  slumber 

No  other  call  unseal  their  dreaming  ears; 
No  other  cause  would  make  their  still  hearts  quicken, 

Who  held  God's  peace  so  many  silent  years. 
But  since  the  war  we  wage  to-day  is  holy, 

Since  not  a  selfish  triumph  shall  be  won — 
There  fight  for  us,  amid  a  host  of  heroes, 

The  souls  of  Lincoln  and  of  Washington! 

On  every  hill  blue  beacon  lights  burn  seaward, 
By  dead  hands  lit,  by  fadeless  glory  fed; 

They  rise,  they  rise — that  great  unconquered  army, 
In  row  on  row  their  glimmering  tents  are  spread. 

From  Saratoga's  heights  they  hasten  downward; 
From  Charleston's  crimson  furrow  answer  rings; 
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At  midnight  on  the  lakes  range  Perry's  seamen 
In  ghostly  fleets  that  challenge  Queens  and  Kings! 

Thy  sky,  Columbia,  is  rich  with  portents, 

Thy  bow  of  promise  arches  not  in  vain — 
Poor  blackened  isle!     Poor  tarnish'd  gem  of  ocean! 

Thy  task  to  cleanse  it  from  its  bloody  stain. 
From  silent  shoreless  seas  ride  phantom  vessels 

'Neath  viewless  flags,  thy  gallant  ships  beside; 
For  since  the  war  we  wage  to-day  is  holy, 

They  fight  for  us  who  once  for  freedom  died. 


VEKSES. 

RALPH  ALTON. 

Dead!  Dead!  Dead,  dead,  dead! 
To  the  solemn  beat  of  the  last  retreat 

That  falls  like  lead, 
Bear  the  hero  now  to  his  honored  rest 
With  the  badge  of  courage  upon  his  breast, 
While  the  sun  sinks  low  in  the  gleaming  West- 
Dead!    Dead!   Dead! 

Dead!  Dead!  Mourn  the  dead! 
While  the  mournful  notes  of  the  bugles  float 

Across  his  bed, 
And  the  guns  shall  toll  on  the  vibrant  air 
The  knell  of  the  victor  lying  there — 
'Tis  a  fitting  souiftl  for  a  soldier's  prayer — 

Dead!    Dead!    Dead! 

Dead!  Dead!  Dead,  dead,  dead! 
To  the  muffled  beat  of  the  lone  retreat 

And  speeding  lead, 
Lay  the  hero  low  to  his  well-earned  rest, 
In  the  land  he  loved,  on  her  mother  breast, 
While  the  sunlight -dies  in  the  darkening  West — 

Dead!    Dead!    Dead! 


A  WAR  SONG. 

J.    S.    AMMERMAN. 

The  voice  of  war  I  hear  proclaimed 
Throughout  our  Christian  land. 
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If  in  the  sight  of  God  it's  right, 
We're  ready  to  take  a  hand. 

For  when  a  nation  doth  profess 

To  be  of  Christian  race, 
And  act  as  Spain  has  lately  done, 

It  is  a  sad  disgrace. 

And  now  we  ask  what  should  be  done 

With  such  a  class  of  men? 
We've  got  to  bring  them  down  to  terms, 

Or  whip  them  if  we  can. 

We've  borne  more  base  insults  from  Spain, 

Than  any  other  nation; 
And  now  we  think  it's  time  for  them 

To  change  their  calculation. 

They  tried  their  best  with  shot  and  shell 

The  Cubans  to  subdue; 
With  that  they  find  they  can't  succeed, 

And  are  trying  something  new. 

Then  Weyler  was  sent  to  take  the  lead, 

He  being  the  most  treacherous  man, 
He  thought  that  to  starve  them  all  to  death 

Would  be  the  cheapest  plan. 

His  orders  were  to  drive  them  all 

Like  cattle  in  a  yard; 
And  then  surround  them,  night  and  day, 

With  milUary  guard. 

But  Uncle  Sam,  who  always  has 

A  sympathetic  heart, 
Told  Spain  to  stop  such  work  as  that, 

Or  he  would  take  a  part. 

Hurrah  for  Uncle  Sam!  we  cry, 

That's  what  we  like  to  hear! 
Such  treacherous  work  is  quite  to  close 

To  our  own  hemisphere. 


it 
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Come  on,  brave  boys,"  says  Uncle  Sam, 

You've  all  read  my  decree; 
Put  on  your  straps  and  shoulder  arms, 
For  Cuba  shall  be  free!" 
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TO    COLUMBIA. 

LOUIS   S.    AMONSON. 

Then  gird  thy  loins  and  draw  thy  righteous  sword, 
The  solemn  hour  of  vengeance  is  at  hand; 

Thus  reads  the  mandate  of  the  outraged  Lord, 
Thus  roars  the  echo  from  thy  anguished  land. 

A  treacherous  host  has  shown  thee  how  to  sup 
To  the  wild  music  of  thy  children's  groans; 

Up  to  the  brim  the  Spaniards  fill  thy  cup 
With  blood  and  brains  and  bones  that  were  thine  own. 

Swift  to  Havana,  whose  fair,  wonton  lips 
Lulled  thy  brave  sailors  to  a  frightful  sleep; 

Launch  the  first  blow,  and  hurl  thy  battle-ships 
Like  battering  rams  across  the  blood-stained  deep. 

Tear  the  foul  banner  from  the  ancient  forts! 

Drive  the  oppressors  from  the  famished  Isle! 
Rain  the  hot  lightning  o'er  the  perjured  ports, 

And  throttle  the  traitor  on  the  smoking  pile! 

Duty  and  honor  both  command  to  go — 
Dreadful  is  war,  but  worse  a  shameful  peace. 

Almighty  God  stands  back  of  every  blow; 
Strike  for  the  Right;  strike,  that  the  Wrong  may  cease! 


A  SOXG  OF  ?98. 

JENNIE    R.    ANDERSON. 

Our  eyes  have  seen  fair  Cuba  with  four  hundred  thousand  slain, 
We  have  seen  our  slaughtered  seamen,  we  have  seen  the  stricken  Maine, 
And  the  hand  that  wrought  the  ruin,  was  the  dastard  hand  of  Spain, 
Our  host  is  marching  on. 

Our  Eagle,  from  his  eyrie,  sees  the  vulture  down  below, 
He  is  sweeping  from  his  hilltop,  beak  and  talons  toward  the  foe, 
With  the  war-cry  Cuba  Libre!    All  the  Dons  will  have  to  go! 
Our  host  is  marching  on. 

We  have  breathed  the  air  of  freedom  and  our  hearts  are  strong  and  trua, 
We  will  halt  not  till  fair  Cuba  breathes  the  air  of  freedom,  too; 
See!  Our  glorious  banner  floating  o'er  our  solid  ranks  of  blue. 
Our  host  is  marching  on. 
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We  will  bear  the  "stars"  of  freedom  where  the  "star"  of  Cuba  waves, 
Side  by  side  we'll  plant  the  colors,  in  the  land  of  many  graves, 
Till  a  nation,  free,  emerges  from  a  land  of  Spanish  slaves; 
Our  host  is  marching  on. 

With  the  whole  world's  gaze  upon  us,  we  will  meet  the  hordes  of  Spain, 
And  the  blood  of  Cuban  martyrs  shall  no  more  be  shed  in  vain, 
We  will  rear  a  new  republic,  a  memorial  to  the  Maine, 
Our  host  is  marching  on. 

Chorus: 

Forward!   Forward!  Cuba  Libre! 

•  Forward!  Forward!  Cuba  Libre! 

Forward!   Forward!  Cuba  Libre! 

Our  host  is  marching  on. 

Or,  Glory,  glory  hallelujah,  etc. 


AS  THE  SUN  WENT  DOWN. 

WALDRON    W.    ANDERSON. 

Two  soldiers  lay  on  the  battlefield 
At  night  when  the  sun  went  down. 

One  held  a  lock  of  thin  gray  hair 
And  one  held  a  lock  of  brown. 

One  thought  of  the  sweetheart  back  at  home, 

Happy  and  young  and  gay, 
And  one  of  his  mother  left  alone, 

Feeble  and  old  and  gray. 

Each,  in  the  thought  that  a  woman  cared, 

Murmured  a  prayer  to  God, 
Lifting  his  gaze  to  the  blue  above, 

There  on  the  battle  sod. 

Each  in  the  joy  of  a  woman's  love 
Smiled  through  the  pain  of  death, 

Murmured  the  sound  of  a  woman's  name, 
Though  with  his  parting  breath. 

» 

Pale  grew  the  dying  lips  of  each, 

Then,  as  the  sun  went  down, 
One  kissed  a  lock  of  thin  gray  hair, 

And  one  kissed  a  lock  of  brown. 
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THE  PRIVATE'S  SONG. 

i^  ANONYMOUS. 

It's  nothin'  more  or  less  than  the  old,  old  story — 

The  private  does  the  fighting  and  the  general  gets  the  glory! 

But  away 

To  the  fray, 
For  we're  in  it  to  obey — 
r  The  private  does  the  fightin'  and  the  general  draws  the  pay! 

It's  nothin'  more  or  less  than  the  old,  old  story— 

The  private  makes  the  harvest  and  the  general  reaps  the  glory! 

But  I  say, 

Boys,  away! 
For  we're  in  it  to  obey, 

And  we'll  climb  through  twenty  battles  to  the  epaulets  some  day! 
Nothin'  more  or  less  than  the  old,  old  story — 
The  cap'ans  an'  the  colonels  an'  the  generals  get  the  glory! 

All  in  sight; 
For  we're  in  it  for  the  right; 
God  keep  the  generals  hearty  till  the  bugles  blow  "Good  night!" 


SOME  CONVERSATIONS. 

JACK  APPLETON. 

Says  Admiral  Dewey  to  Commodore  Schley, 

"My,  my, 

You're  devilish  S(ch)l(e)y! 

And  as  slick  at  you  job  as  they  make  'em; 
You  follow  the  regular  plan  I  laid  out — 
Smash  'em,  and  burn  'em  and  knock  'em  about 

And  if  any  are  left,  just  take  'em!" 

Says  Admiral  Sampson,  "Whew!  you 

Whatever 

Did  Cervera 

Do? 
Just  when  I  was  busy  at  another  place, 
Dashed  out  of  the  bottle  and  gave  'em  a  race? 

Sure,  I'll  never  forgive  that  Dago-man 

I  only  got  in  at  the  death,  though  I  ran!" 

Says  Lieutenant  Morton:    "The  top  of  the  day- 
Cervera,  I  say! — 
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Tour  sword  if  you  please,  and  that  right  away. 
I'm  sorry  to  trouble — don't  take  it  amiss — 
But  we're  makin'  collections  of  swords  like  this, 
And  the  Admiral  is  anxious  for  words  with  you, 
Will  you  step  in  this  'Yankee'  Pig's  skiff— it'll  dor* 

Says  the  President:     Sampson,  I'm  glad! 

Not  bad, 

My  lad, 
For  a  Fourth  of  July  celebration, 
To  hand  a  whole  fleet  to  a  nation! 

Tis  rather  smashed  up,  but  it's  welcome,  I  think, 

So  a  health  to  your  army  and  navy  we'll  drink!'* 

Says  Cervera  to  Blanco:    "I  tried 

To  hustle  the  Yankees  aside, 

But  they  shot  and  they  shot, 

And  I'm  now  in  their  pot, 
Will  you  send  me  some  clothes  to  put  on  at  fetes? 
I  may  spend  my  vacation  with  friends  in  the  State. 
(Ship  prepaid,  for  the  war  tax  has  raised  express  rates)/* 


OUK    MAKTYKED    DEAD. 

(MRS.)  MALTE  HENDERSON  ARMSTRONG. 

The  sailors  slept.    No  thought 

Nor  dawn  of  treachery,  nor  aught 

Of  cruel  death  disturbed  their  slumbers. 

Such  dreams  come  not  to  haunt 

The  pillows  of  the  brave. 

The  southern  moon  in  anguish 

Hid  her  face  behind  the  mantle 

Of  the  cloud, 

The  black,  still  waters  of  the  harbor  bay 

Were  breathless,  awed,  dismayed, 

For  deed  more  foul  than  any  yet 

That  had  besmirched  the  fame  of  Spain 

This  night  would  shroud 

Two  hundred  souls,  with  two  score  more  and  ten 

Hurled  to  eternity,  by  Spanish  mine, 

Without  one  prayer. 

Twas  like  a  Spaniard,'  who, 

Like  traitorous  viper,  deals 
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THE  PRIVATE'S  SONG. 

*-  ANONYMOUS. 

It's  nothin'  more  or  less  than  the  old,  old  story — 

The  private  does  the  fighting  and  the  general  gets  the  glory! 

But  away 

To  the  fray, 
For  we're  in  it  to  obey — 
r   The  private  does  the  fightin'  and  the  general  draws  the  pay! 

It's  nothin'  more  or  less  than  the  old,  old  story — 

The  private  makes  the  harvest  and  the  general  reaps  the  glory! 

But  I  say, 

Boys,  away! 
For  we're  in  it  to  obey, 

And  we'll  climb  through  twenty  battles  to  the  epaulets  some  day! 
Nothin'  more  or  less  than  the  old,  old  story — 
The  cap'ans  an'  the  colonels  an'  the  generals  get  the  glory! 

All  in  sight; 
For  we're  in  it  for  the  right; 
God  keep  the  generals  hearty  till  the  bugles  blow  "Good  night! 


»» 


SOME  CONVERSATIONS. 

JACK  APPLETON. 

Says  Admiral  Dewey  to  Commodore  Schley, 

"My,  my, 

You're  devilish  S(ch)l(e)y! 

And  as  slick  at  you  job  as  they  make  'em; 
You  follow  the  regular  plan  I  laid  out — 
Smash  'em,  and  burn  'em  and  knock  'em  about 

And  if  any  are  left,  just  take  'em!" 

Says  Admiral  Sampson,  "Whew!  you 

Whatever 

Did  Cervera 

Do? 
Just  when  I  was  busy  at  another  place, 
Dashed  out  of  the  bottle  and  gave  'em  a  race? 

Sure,  I'll  never  forgive  that  Dago-man 

I  only  got  in  at  the  death,  though  I  ran!" 

Says  Lieutenant  Morton:    "The  top  of  the  day- 
Cervera,  I  say! — 
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Your  sword  if  you  please,  and  that  right  away. 
I'm  sorry  to  trouble — don't  take  it  amiss — 
But  we're  makin'  collections  of  swords  like  this, 
And  the  Admiral  is  anxious  for  words  with  you, 
Will  you  step  in  this  'Yankee'  Pig's  skiff— it'll  do?" 

Says  the  President:     Sampson,  I'm  glad! 

Not  bad, 

My  lad, 
For  a  Fourth  of  July  celebration, 
To  hand  a  whole  fleet  to  a  nation! 

'Tis  rather  smashed  up,  but  it's  welcome,  I  think, 

So  a  health  to  your  army  and  navy  we'll  drink!'* 

Says  Cervera  to  Blanco:    "I  tried 

To  hustle  the  Yankees  aside, 

But  they  shot  and  they  shot, 

And  I'm  now  in  their  pot, 
Will  you  send  me  some  clothes  to  put  on  at  fetes? 
I  may  spend  my  vacation  with  friends  in  the  State. 
(Ship  prepaid,  for  the  war  tax  has  raised  express  rates)." 


OUR    MARTYRED    DEAD. 

(MRS.)  MALIE  HENDERSON  ARMSTRONG. 

The  sailors  slept.    No  thought 

Nor  dawn  of  treachery,  nor  aught 

Of  cruel  death  disturbed  their  slumbers. 

Such  dreams  come  not  to  haunt 

The  pillows  of  the  brave. 

The  southern  moon  in  anguish 

Hid  her  face  behind  the  mantle 

Of  the  cloud, 

The  black,  still  waters  of  the  harbor  bay 

Were  breathless,  awed,  dismayed, 

For  deed  more  foul  than  any  yet 

That  had  besmirched  the  fame  of  Spain 

This  night  would  shroud 

Two  hundred  souls,  with  two  score  more  and  ten 

Hurled  to  eternity,  by  Spanish  mine, 

Without  one  prayer. 

'Twas  like  a  Spaniard,'  who, 

Like  traitorous  viper,  deals 


W  Spanish- American    War   Songs. 

The  stroke  of  death  with  not 

A  warning  sound. 

O  men  of  Maine!    Cries  not  your  blood 

For  vengeance? 

Hark  to  the  mothers'  wail  of  anguish! 

Her  boy,  she  bade  goodby  with  smiling  face, 

Now  in  the  waters  of  the  deep,  dark  bay 

Lies  mangled  bruised  and  torn 

Far  from  her  fond  embrace,  while  o'er 

His  wave-swept  tomb,  the  Spaniards'  taunt  of  scorn 

Is  flung  in  reckless  mockery 

Upon  a  nation's  grief! 

God  of  pity!  shall  it  then  be  told 

To  coming  ages  that  America's  proud  flag 

In  helpless  sorrow  drooped  above 

Her  martyred  dead  all  unavengsd? 

Sons  of  Columbia  rise! 

The  cold  dead  faces  of  our  comrades  and 

Their  silent  voices  plead  not  in  vain 

For  justice; 

Dead  heroes  of  the  Maine,  sleep  well! 

Your  country  rises  to  avenge 

Your  cruel  death  and  sound  the  cry 

Down  Spain  for  martyred  Maine. 


GEX.    JOE   WHEELER 

ANDREW  ARMSTRONG. 

Here's  three  times  three  to  "Little  Joe," 
Who  led  our  troops  against  the  foe 
Down  in  the  wilds  of  Santiago, 
For  a  cause  we  think  is  right! 

Here's  to  our  hero,  tried  and  true, 
A  daring  hero,  through  and  through. 
Ours  still,  although  he  wears  the  blue 
For  a  cause  we  know  is  right! 

Here  is  to  Alabama's  pride, 
The  gallant  general,  by  whose  side 
Her  truest  sons  once  fought  and  died 
For  the  cause  we  thought  was  right. 
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UNDER   ONE   FLAG. 

PHIL   H.    ARMSTRONG. 

Oh,  proud  may  ye  be, 

Ye  sons  of  the  free, 
To  fight  as  your  fathers  fought. 

United  ye  are — 

Not  a  rupture  or  jar 
To  loosen  the  bonds  God  hath  wrought! 

Ye  are  standing  as  one, 

While  the  bright  morning  sun 
Seems  to  smile  as  his  glad  beams  burst  forth 

On  the  "flag  of  the  brave"— 

Oh,  long  may  she  wave 
O'er  the  sunny  Southland  and  the  North! 

Oh,  proud  may  ye  be, 

Ye  sons  of  the  free 
As  the  stars  and  the  stripes  ye  defend; 

'Tis  the  emblem  of  Love. 

Like  a  voice  from  above 
Comes  the  echo,  whenever  ye  blend 

Your  voices  in  cries, 

That  reach  to  the  skies 
In  praise  of  one  country — one  flag! 


GOOD  FOR  AN  ELEVEN-YEAR-OLD. 

DWIGHT  R.  ATKINSON, 
Age  11  years. 

Alphonso  is  so  proud 

And  his  mamma  talks  so  loud 
But  Old  Glory  it  will  fly 

On  Morro  Castle. 
The  Spanish  they  won't  do 

When  they  fight  the  boy  in  blue 
For  Old  Glory  it  will  fly 

On  Morro  Castle. 

The  24th  is  black 
But  the  courage  they  don't  lack 
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To  hoist  Old  Glory  high 

On  Monro  Castle. 
Mr.  Shafter  took  his  band 

And  soon  is  going  to  land 
To  see  Old  Glory  fly 

On  Morro  Castle. 

If  I  were  old  enough  to  enlist 

To  go  I  would  insist 
To  see  Old  Glory  fly 

On  Morro  Castle. 
As  it  is  I  cannot  go 

For  I  haven't  any  dough 
To  see  Old  Glory  fly 

On  Morro  Castle. 

We  must  avenge  the  "Maine," 

And  the  lives  that  have  been  slain 
And  Old  Glory  it  will  fly 

On  Morro  Castle. 
Brave  Dewey  is  all  right 

And  shows  that  he  can  fight 
And  Old  Glory  it  will  fly 

On  Morro  Castle. 

Gen.  Miles  is  in  command 
And  will  take  his  force  by  land 
To  plant  Old  Glory  high 

On  Morro  Castle. 
And  to  help  along  the  sport 

Sampson  will  shell  Morro  fort, 
While  he  plants  Old  Glory  high 

On  Morro  Castle, 

And  with  our  modern  gun 

We  will  make  the  Spanish  run, 
While  Old  Glory  it  will  fly 

On  Morro  Castle. 
Then  we  will  give  three  cheers, 

While  the  Spanish  are  in  tears 
To  see  Old  Glory  fly 

On  Morro  Castle. 


* 
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DOMINE,  JTJHDICE  NOS. 

T.  G.  ATKINSON. 

Thou  at  whose  heart  lies  every  man  and  nation, 
Breath  of  free  souls  in  ever  generation, 
Strike,  through  our  arms,  for  Cuba's  liberation, 
Lord  God  of  Hosts! 

Speak  through  the  victims'  passionate  out-sobbing; 
Warn  by  the  tyrants'  internecine  mobbing; 
Shake  out  Thy  message  on  the  war  drums  throbbing 
Through  all  our  coasts! 

Thunder  Thy  will  in  every  gun's  uproarlng; 
Empty  Thy  wrath  in  shot  and  shells'  out-pouring; 
Judge  between  righteous  and  unrighteous  warring; 
Lord  God  of  Hosts! 

Judge  between  us  and  Spain,  the  tyrant  hearted; 
Judge  between  Spain  and  those  whose  backs  have  smarted 
Under  her  thongs.    Our  judgment  is  departed. 
'Tis  she  that  boasts. 

Grant  us  Thy  help,  that  Spain  is  backward  driven; 
Grant  Spain  Thy  grace,  that  she  may  be  forgiven; 
Grant  Cuba  that  for  which  her  sons  have  striven, 
Lord  God  of  Hosts! 


THE  WAIL  OF  THE   CABBAGE. 

E.  L.  AULTMAN. 

Mercy  on  me!  shades  of  Grover! 

Will  my  troubles  ne'er  be  over? 
I  am  tired  of  wearing  labels  not  my  own; 

Ere  this  cruel  war's  beginning, 

I  was  never  forced  to  sinning, 
But  content  to  mix  with  pork  and  beans  alone. 

Now  I'm  used  to  pad  a  "killer" 

And  as  "straight  Havana  filler," 
Tou  will  find  me  in  a  fancy  colored  box; 

While  your  mild  "perfectos"  savor 

Of  my  own  peculiar  flavor, 
Even  though  indorsed  the  choice  of  Delia  Fox. 
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There  are  "mixtures,"  sworn  exotic, 
Sleep  inducing,  mild,  narcotic, 

Tempting  you  with  fragrance  rare  beyond  a  doubt; 
But  when  o'er  your  pipe  you're  dreaming, 
Comes  an  essence  of  the  steaming, 

Piercing,  unctuous  odor  of  old  sauerkraut. 

Dewey,  Sampson,  Wheeler,  Shafter, 

Hurry,  grab  the  land  you're  after, 
Let  the  plains  of  Cuba  yield  again  the  weed; 

I  am  tired  of  this  transition, 

Rather  have  my  old  position, 
Where  the  free  lunch  grabber  takes  his  daily  feed. 


A  HYMN  OF  OUR  ARMIES. 

9 

O.    C.    AURINGER. 

I  hear  the  sound  at  midnight  of  the  tramp  of  many  feet; 
It  rolls  from  country  highways,  it  echoes  from  the  street; 
I  hear  its  murmurs  meet  and  swell  and  surge  like  waters  fleet, 
Marching,  marching,  marching,  marching,  marching  on! 

I  listen  in  the  daybreak  to  the  noise  of  rolling  cars, 
With  their  freight  of  living  valor  sweeping  southward  to  the  wars. 
From  every  commonwealth  beneath  our  country's  flashing  stars, 
Rolling,  rolling,  rolling,  rolling,  rolling  on! 

Through  the  morning  comes  a  wailing  up  from  over  all  the  land, 
Mothers  weeping  for  their  sons  who  pass  among  the  moving  band, 
Wives  mourning  for  the  husbands  they  have  lent  with  loyal  hand 
To  their  country's  risen  legions  marching  on. 

There  are  flashes — not  of  sunrise — from  the  islands  far  a-sea, 
Where  the  mists  are  shot  with  lightnings  of  the  hot  artillery, 
And  the  cloud  of  battle  brightens  with  the  sun  of  victory, 
In  the  eyes  of  many  nations  shining  on. 

And  my  spirit  hears  an  answer  from  the  islands  of  the  South, 
Where  the  Nation's  heart  is  speaking  through  the  cannon's  smoky  mouth; 
'Tis  the  voice  of  burdened  peoples,  from  amid  their  pain  and  drought* 
Shouting  glory  to  the  mighty  marching  on. 
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And  while  I  watch  and  listen,  my  soul  within  is  stirred, 
And  I  catch  a  gladder  message  than  mine  ears  today  have  heard; 
Tla  the  spirit  of  my  country  with  her  everlasting  word, 
Chanting  freedom  to  all  people  drawing  on. 

As  it  was  from  the  beginning,  to  the  end  that  word  shall  be 
God's  light  to  peoples  capt,ve,  God's  life  to  peoples  free, 
Speaking  nearer,  clearer,  dearer,  its  sweet  creed  of  liberty, 
To  the  heights  of  noblest  glory  rolling  on! 


AN  ANGLO-AMERICAN  ENTENTE. 

ALFRED   AUSTIN. 

What  is  the  voice  I  hear 

On  the  wind  of  the  western  sea? 
Sentinel,  listen  from  out  Cape  Clear 

And  say  what  the  voice  may  be. 
Tla  a  proud,  free  people  calling  loud  to  a  people  proud  and  free. 

And  it  aays  to  them,  Kinsman,  hail; 

We  severed  have  been  too  long. 
Now  let  us  have  done  with  a  wornout  tale, 

The  tale  of  an  ancient  wrong; 
And  our  friendship  last  long  as  love  doth  last,  and  be  stronger  than 
death  Is  strong. 

Answer  them,  sons  of  the  self-same  race 

And  blood  of  the  self-same  clan. 
Let  us  speak  with  each  other  face  to  face, 

And  answer  as  man  to  man, 
And  loyally  love  and  trust  each  other  as  none  but  free  men  can. 

Now  fling  them  out  to  the  breeze — 

Shamrock,  thistle  and  rose — 
And  the  star-spangled  banner  unfurl  with  these, 

A  message. to  friends  and  foes, 
Wherever  the  sails  of  peace  are  seen  and  wherever  the  war  wind  blows. 

A  message  to  bond  and  thrall  to  wake; 
For  wherever  we  come,  we  twain, 
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The  throne  of  the  tyrant  shall  rock  and  quake, 

And  his  menace  be  void  and  vain; 
For  you  are  lords  of  a  strong,  young  land  and  we  are  lords  of  the  main. 

Yes,  this  is  the  voice  of  the  bluff  March  gale; 

We  severed  have  been  too  long, 
But  now  we  have  done  with  a  wornout  tale — 

The  tale  of  an  ancient  wrong; 
And  our  friendship  last  long  as  love  doth  last,  and  be  stronger  than 
d*>ath  is  strong. 


THE  GALLANT  THIRD. 

MRS.  JULIA  A.  AVERILL. 

Somebody's  brother  is  going  away; 

Some  mother's  son  may  fall  in  the  fray. 

Somebody's  heart,  it  is  filled  with  dread  woe 

For  the  soldiers  who're  marching  to  meet  the  dark  foe. 

It  may  not  be  your  son,  it  may  not  be  mine; 

But  some  mother's  heart  doth  the  soldier  enshrine. 

And  as  they  march  by  in  warlike  array, 

Her  heart  filled  with  sorrow,  God  keep  you,  she'll  pray. 

For  she  knows  that  our  country  needs  boys  brave  and  true 
To  defend  our  fair  land  and  the  red,  white  and  blue. 
And  though  grief  filled  her  heart  she  bade  him  be  brave, 
To  be  foremost  in  duty  his  country  to  save. 

Remember  a  mother's  prayers  follow  you  e'er, 
And  when  far  away  let  this  your  heart  cheer. 
And  charmed  be  your  life  wherever  you  be, 
My  brave  soldier  boy,  God  spare  you  to  me. 

And  perchance  there  did  march  some  noble  brave  lad, 
Who'd  neither  mother  nor  kind  friend  for  him  to  be  sad; 
But  whose  heart  ever  beats  both  loyal  and  true, 
And  he'll  fight  for  his  country,  for  me  and  for  you. 

God  bless  all  our  brave  boys  as  they  leave  the  town, 
Colonel  Gross,  Majors  Kelsey,  Fleming  and  line  officers  down. 
May  they  ever  defend  the  flag  that  we  gave, 
And  each  of  our  beys  prove  loyal  and  brave. 
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CHICKAMAUGA   RALLY   SONG. 

E.  C.  AVI8. 

We're  on  our  way  to  Cuba,  boys, 

Where  lies  our  noble  Maine — 
We'll  soon  defend  the  honor  of 

Our  men  of  nobler  fame. 
We've  reached  old  Chickamauga, 

Where  fought  the  Blue  and  Gray, 
We're  one  baneath  Old  Glory, 

In  the  battle  of  today. 

Refrain: 

Move  forward,  boys,  with  firm  and  steady  tread, 
Keep  watch!  the  foe!  awaits  us  just  ahead; 
Keep  step!  on  time!  the  cause  we  plead  is  right, 
Forward  to  battle,  we  shall  win  the  fight. 

We  left  our  homes  for  Cuba,  boys, 
And  told  our  friends  good-bye; 

Our  hearts  were  faint  within  is,  how 
The  old  folks  made  us  cry! 

Many  will  fall  in  battle- 
Some  will  in  prison  lie, 

But  we  will  on  to  Cuba, 
There  to  dare  and  do  and  die. 

We'll  teach  proud  Spain  a  lesson,  boys, 

That  she  will  ne'er  forget — 
The  Maine  must  be  remembered,  and 

Our  wrongs  must  too  be  met; 
The  glory  of  our  country,  on 

Her  islands  yet  shall  wave, 
And  Spain  shall  feel  the  power 

Of  our  free  land,  and  our  brave. 

With  Dewey  on  the  Island,  boys, 

Away  across  the  sea — 
And  Schley  at  Santiago,  roused 

And  Sampson  reservee; 
We'll  march  right  on  to  Cuba,  and 

To  Porto  Rico,  too, 
And  o'er  these  Spanish  Isles  shall 

Float,  the  Red,  White  and  the  Blue. 
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THE  RETURN  OF  OUR  BOYS  IN  BROWN. 

H.   B.   BARNEY. 

Hark!     Tis  the  sound  of  the  drum 
And  the  voice  of  the  bugle  clear; 

The  onward  march  of  the  tramping  feet 
And  the  ring  of  that  mighty  chear. 

The  distant  notes  of  the  band 
As  the  echoes  fly  through  the  air; 

The  gallant  forms  of  our  honored  brave, 
The  memory  of  those  not  there. 

We  see  our  colors  afar 
Firmly  borne  by  a  stalwart  hand; 

On.  on  they  come  with  the  nation's  flag, 
The  safeguards  of  liberty's  land! 

Nearer  and  nearer  they  come, 
While  our  loving  hearts  beat  with  pride; 

Some  ranks  are  thin  as  they  pass  along, 
Brave  comrades  we  miss  from  their  side. 

Listen!     There's  a  softer  drum 

And  the  call  of  a  bugle  clear, 
The  forward  march  of  those  steady  feet 

And  the  ring  of  that  heavenly  cheer. 

The  distant  notes  of  their  band 
As  soft  echoes  float  through  the  air; 

The  gallant  forms  of  our  unseen  brave 
In  white  shining  armor  are  there. 

With  gleaming  banners  so  bright 
Borne  aloft  by  a  martyr's  hand, 

On,  on  they  come  with  the  Red  and  Blue, 
Our  heroes  from  the  spirit  land. 

Nearer  and  nearer  they  come, 
With  laurels  they've  recrossed  the  tide; 

Filling  the  ranks  as  they  pass  along 
With  the  boys  they  march  side  by  side. 

The  ringing  tones  of  the  band 
And  the  roll  of  that  softer  drum; 

Sweet  silver  echoes  above  the  ring, 
As  in  full  solid  ranks  they  come. 
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Their  banners  wave  in  the  breeze, 

The  white  in  the  lines  with  the  brown; 
As  the  bugles  sound  the  forward  call 

God's  pure  heavenly  light  shines  down. 

Not  there  in  garments  of  earth, 

No,  not  there  to  our  mortal  eye; 
But  silently  there  those  unseen  forms 

In  bright  shining  armor  pass  by. 


DEWEY   AT   MANILA. 

ALMONT  BARNES. 

Boys,  don't  you  wish,  say,  don't  you,  now, 
You  had  been  where  our  gunboats  plow 
Their  foamy  furrows  of  the  main, 
To  harvest  home  the  fleet  of  Spain? 
Say,  give  it  straight  and  on  the  square, 
Now,  don't  you  wish  you  had  been  there 
When  Dewey  took  Manila? 

Said  Dewey,  "I'll  get  short  of  coal 
Unless  I  hunt  into  his  hole 
Some  Spanish  Admiral  Senor — 
And  he's  the  chap  I'm  looking  for. 
Hong  Kong  has  no  more  coal  to  spare, 
Manila— guess  we'll  find  it  there — 
Up  anchor  for  Manila!" 

Away  they  went,  our  Yankee  fleet, 
Through  shining  seas  and  tropic  heat, 
Away  600  miles  or  more — 
The  notion  of  a  Commodore, 
One  who  had  shell,  not  coal,  to  spare— 
Say,  boys,  don't  you  wish  you'd  been  there 
When  Dewey  took  Manila? 

He  found  the  bay  and  tucked  so  neat 
Within  the  bay  the  Spanish  fleet, 
With  forts  behind,  to  help  them  whip 
The  Yankee  pigs,  ship  after  ship. 
But  Dewey,  well,  he  didn't  care 
So  long  as  they  had  coal  to  spare 
For  shot,  around  Manila. 
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Great  Jumbo!  didn't  Dewey  pour 
Shot  into  ships  and  into  shore, 
Till  Spanish  flags  went  reeling  down, 
And  smitten  forts  could  only  frown! 
Then  silence  held  the  smoke-choked  air, 
And  Spain  had  learned  Dewey  was  there, 
The  master  of  Manila. 

The  Spanish  fleet — there  was  no  fleet, 
Except  where  wave  and  bottom  meet. 
Some  wounded  ships  imprisoned  ride, 
And  some  were  drowned,  of  suicide. 
The  forts  were  beaten  blind  and  bare, 
A  Yankee  sailor  had  been  there 
Two  hours,  before  Manila. 

Give  three  times  three — hip!  hip!  hurrah! 
Spain  gets  just  what  she  bargained  for; 
Havana  harbor  holds  the  Maine 
Manila's,  the  dead  fleet  of  Spain! 
For  every  brave  man  breathe  a  prayer 
When  battle  comes  with  Yankees  there— 
Like  Dewey  at  Manila. 


SHALL  WE  FORGET. 

GEORGE   C.   BUGBEE. 

Think  ye,  years  hence,  when  Destiny  has  wrought 
From  out  life's  complex  skein  a  sovereign  peace; 
And  nations,  weary  with  their  fields  blood-bought, 
Break  every  blade  and  bid  war's  clamor  cease; 
When  Peace  shall  mound  on  each  blood-watered  plain 
Each  gun'ploughed  gutter  with  her  velvet  wreath; 
And  never  more  from  red  decks  heaped  with  slain 
Shall  drip  war's  vintage  to  the  seas  beneath: — 
Think  ye,  I  say,  our  people  will  forget, 
When  these  war  harassed,  dubious  days  shall  end 
Which  now  loom  dark,  with  gravest  doubt  beset, 
How  loyally  stood  Albion  our  friend? 
No,  England!  while  the  powers  halting  stood 
Ye  first  reached  out  a  warm  hand  o'er  the  sea, 
And  dared  uphold  with  quiet  hardihood 
Our  God-born  stand  for  crushed  humanity. 
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THE  WAR. 

ROBERT  BAIN. 

I  sing  of  the  brave  and  the  bold, 
The  English,  the  Irish  and  Scot; 
Whose  motto  is  "Never  say  die" 
When  facing  the  shell  or  the  shot. 
And  if  peradventure  they  fall, 
To  meet  with  that  enemy,  "death," 
'Tis  Victory,  if  able,  they  cry— 
And  that  with  their  last  dying  breath. 

Thus  those  are  the  Boys  who  are  wanted 
To  fight  with  us  Yankees,  we  know— 
And  so  make  the  Spaniards  to  dance, 
Or  jump,  if  you  will,  "Jim  Crow;" 
But  what  am  I  talking  about? 
"Uncle  Sammy"  can  whip  them  alone. 
And  prove  to  the  world  he  never 
Has  ever  the  white  feather  shown. 

So  let  us  go  marching  along, 
We're  ready  by  land  and  by  sea 
Our  lives  to  lay  down,  or  give  up, 
The  Cubans  forever  to  free, — 
As  well  as  the  deaths  to  avenge 
Of  those  who  were  slaughtered  or  slain, 
Without  premonition,  poor  fellows, 
On  board  of  their  vessel,  the  Maine. 


A  BALLAD  OF  THE  ANGLO-SAXONS. 

FRANCES  BARTLETT. 

O  men  of  the  English  speech,  of  the  English  customs  and  race, 

Ye  who  today  guard  the  rock-bound  coasts  that  eastward  their  dark  brows 

face, 
What  your  Fathers  did  ye  can  do  again,  by  the  might  of  Jehovah's  grace. 

Four  yours  is  a  God  of  Battles,  nor  slumbers,  nor  ever  sleeps; 

From  the  birth  of  time  till  the  death  of  time,  the  souls  of  his  own  he 

keeps; 
O'er  whose  troubled  hearts,  in  the  hour  of  need,  the  breath  of  his  courage 

sweeps. 
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Think  ye  now  on  that  day  in  the  springtime  when  the  tidings  to  England 

came, 
That  the  lords  of  the  sea,  of  that  long-past  age,  had  vowed  that  the  Saxon 

name 
*  Should  be  sunk  for  aye,  with  its  faith  and  laws,  'neath  the  keels  of  the 

fleet  of  Spain. 

Well  ye  know  how  she  breathed  forth  her  answer,  this  land  that  was 

"home"  to  your  sires! 
How  it  pulsed  through  the  air  from  the  brazen  throats  that  warned  from 

her  ivied  spires — 
How  it  rose  by  day  in  her  forges'  smoke,  and  by  night  in  her  beacon 

fires. 

Now,  the  ships  of  her  merchants  were  scattered,  and  the  frigates  but 
thirty-four, 

That  rocked  on  the  breast  of  the  crooning  tide,  wooing  ever  the  white- 
cliff  ed  shore; 

But  the  hearts  of  oak  of  her  stalwart  sons  were  worth  hundreds  of  good 
ships  more. 

And  from  Point  of  the  Lizard  to  Frith  of  the  Forth,  from  the  Thames  to 

the  Western  Sea, 
They  sprang  to  the  aid  of  their  land  and  its  queen,  one  race  in  their 

loyalty; 
As  from  North  to  the  South,  yea!  from  East  to  the  West,  ye,  today,  rise, 

that  men  may  be  free. 

So  that  day,  in  the  dawn  of  the  summer,  when  the  warders  looked  o'er  the 

wave, 
And  saw  the  arc  of  the  Spanish  fleet  sweeping  on  o'er  the  sea's  blue 

pave, 
They  put  their  trust  in  Jehovah's  word,  and  His  hand,  that  is  strong  to 

save. 

And  trusting,  they  strove  to  their  utmost,  and  the  valor  has  shown  to 
this  day, 

Of  the  little  fleet  of  the  English  ships  that  sailed  boldly  from  Plymouth 
Bay, 

Out— out— where,  their  white  wings  stretched  seven  miles  wide,  the  gal- 
leons of  Philip  lay. 

And  they  fought  for  St.  George  and  old  England,  and  the  life  of  the  Saxon 

race — 
Of  the  odds  which  lay  'twixt  their  fleet  and  Spain's  they  thought  never  a 

moment's  space — 
Till  the  red  sun  sank  through  a  sky  of  flame  and  the  night-time  came  on 

apace. 
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And  behold!    When  its  shadows  were  vanished  and  the  dawn  through 

the  sea  mists  broke, 
The  high-prowed  ships  of  the  Spanish  fleet  lay  scattered  like  wind-blown 

smoke, 
Dispersed  by  the  breath  of  Almighty  God  and  the  strength  of  the  English 

stroke. 

O,  men  of  the  English  speech,  of  the  English  customs  and  race, 

Te  who  today  guard  these  rock-bound  coasts  that  eastward  their  dark 

brows  face, 
It  is  well  that  ye  cherish  your  fathers'  fame  and  the  tale  of  their  valor 

retrace! 

But  remember,  when  over  the  squadrons  of  Spain  the  flag  of  the  stars 

shall  fly  free, 
And  the  Saxon  honor  and  Saxon  might  be  enthroned  for  a  world  to  see, 
To  ask  God's  mercy  and  show  your  own  in  the  glory  of  victory. 


OUR  FRIEND  ACROSS  THE  SEA. 

W.  R.  BAKER. 

There  came  a  cry  from  north  and  south, 
From  Texas  to  northern  Maine, 

And  fiercely  it  swelled  upon  the  breeze 
For  vengeance  unto  Spain. 

And  when  war  had  been  declared, 
'Mid  both  rejoicing  and  falling  tear, 

Some  of  the  older  nations 
Thought  they  would  interfere. 

Then  there  came  another  louder  voice, 
"Stand  back,  you're  forgetting  me," 

That  was  the  warning  of  old  John  Bull, 
Our  friend  across  the  sea. 

The  Spaniards  looked  up  in  surprise 
At  what  was  "coming  apast," 

But  there  was  no  changing  sides; 
John  Bull's  our  friend  at  last. 

And  when  this  war  is  over, 

As  all  wars  are  sure  to  be, 
We'll  send  our  best  respects  to 

"Our  friend  across  the  sea." 
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THE   SPIKIT  MAINE. 

H.  E.  BARNEY. 

"Remember  the  Maine!"    How  the  echoes  fly 
From  North  to  South,  from  East  to  West! 

The  dogs  of  war  resound  the  cry 
And  call  to  battle  the  bravest  and  best. 

Old  Glory  waves  o'er  glittering  steel 
As  battleships  fly  through  the  ocean's  foam; 

The  call  to  arms  is  heaven's  appeal, 
It  promises  peace  to  a  Cuban  home. 

The  power  that  leads  is  still  unseen; 

The  air  is  filled  with  the  bugle's  call; 
That  murderous  hand  God  will  not  screen — 

The  kingdom  of  Spain  in  its  sin  must  fall. 

The  spirit  form  of  the  gallant  Maine 
Is  clearly  seen  by  the  sailor's  eye; 

And  the  vision  of  those  by  treachery  slain 
In  our  country's  memory  will  never  die. 

Unfurl  to  the  world  our  flag  so  grand! 

Its  stars  are  a  gift  from  the  heavenly  dome, 
The  colors  are  tints  from  the  spirit  land 

Where  our  honored  sailors  have  found  a  home. 

The  spirit  Maine  shall  lead  the  way 
With  her  snow-white  prow  across  the  sea, 

And  herald  the  dawn  of  a  brighter  day — 
The  island  of  Cuba  shall  now  be  free. 

No  blood-stained  hand  shall  touch  those  stars 
That  float  from  the  mast  of  the  spirit  Maine; 

The  angel  guards  are  her  noble  tars, 
And  the  tyrant's  hand  is  raised  in  vain. 

Her  sister  ships  shall  cross  the  sea 
In  the  foaming  wake  of  the  spirit  Maine, 

To  answer  the  call  of  humanity 
And  free  the  Cubans  from  the  yoke  of  Spain. 

The  awful  roar  from  the  cannon's  throat 
That  speaks  for  a  nation  whose  cause  is  right, 

Re-echoes  with  heaven's  crashing  note 
And  judgment  speeds  with  the  flashing  light. 
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• 
The  shadow  of  Justice  on  the  wall 

Points  to  the  crimes  of  the  Spanish  throne — 
The  Maine,  the  blackest  deed  of  all 
Ever  in  memory  of  nations  known. 

The  Stars  and  Stripes  shall  ever  wave 

Over  noble  sons  and  daughters  fair, 
In  memory  of  our  martyrs  brave 

The  world  unites  in  silent  prayer. 

America  stands  for  humanity's  cause; 

Our  great  peacemakers  shall  guard  the  sea; 
Her  sons  will  defend  our  land  and  laws; 

And  thine,  0  Lord,  shall  the  glory  be. 


THE  "STOKE"  AT  THE  FURNACE  DOOR. 

GEORGE   C.   BUGBEE. 

Not  alone  in  conning  tower,  by  gun  ports  with  bated  breath, 

Or  where  fighting  tops  down  shower  savagely  their  rain  of  death, 

But  down  where  the  furnace  smothers  the  pant  of  the  fire-room  crew, 

Loyal  to  duty  stand  others — devoted,  daring  and  true. 

When  with  broad  deck  cleared  for  action  and  each  battle-hatch  sealed 

on — 
While. men  balance  to  a  fraction,  death's  equations,  ton  for  ton; 
While  each  great  war  engine  mutters  a  deep  plaint,  suppressed  and  low, 
And  a  seething  flame-blast  gutters  with  red  welts  the  gloom  below; 
Friend!  come  stand  where  the  huge  boilers 
Wall  with  steel  the  cramped  stoke-hole, 
And  learn  there  how  humble  toilers  grimly  fill  a  hero's  role. 
Here,  well  down  beside  the  keelson,  twenty  foot  beneath  the  sea, 
Serve  as  stanch  as  Drake  or  Nelson  an  ungartered  chivalry. 
Cloak  thy  sneer  if  false  conception  urge  thee  lay  thy  error  bare, 

And  a  casual  inspection  sees  scant  heroism  there. 

Commonplace?  the  word  is  fashioned  even  now  upon  thy  lip: 

Friend!  see  you  no  thought  impassioned  on  yon  wrinkled  face  a-drip? 

Mark  ye  then  no  purpose  loyal  in  that  bent  and  knotted  frame; 

Nothing  either  grand  or  royal  in  this  stern  bout  with  the  flame? 

And  ye  cannot?    Then  is  missing  from  thy  heart  the  gift  to  see; 

For  before  yon  hot  port  hissing,  sterling  worth  stands  dauntlessly. 

With  each  hungry  valve  wide  open — oh,  how  slow  yon  bubble  mounts! 

Will  this  stiff  drain  ne'er  be  broken?  'tis  the  last  five  pound  that  counts. 

Barely  moving — aye!  scarce  thirty — says  the  cold-faced  dial-plate; 
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Well  he  knows  his  fire  is  dirty  and  he  dare  no  longer  wait: — 
Quickly  toward  the  guage  he  glances,  then  he  grips  the  long  slice  bar, 
Savagely  the  mass  he  lances,  down  the  fluxed  white  embers  jar; 
Back  and  forth  its  length  he  plunges,  God!  had  ever  blaze  such  weight? 
One  last  jab  and  down  he  plunges,  dead  before  the  furnace-grate. 
As  his  limp  form  by  the  fellows  is  borne  from  the  melting  gleam, 
From  the  tube  a  hoarse  voice  bellows  a  stern,  quick  demand  for  "steam!" 
Steam?  God  knows  ye  gave,  brave  mortal,  to  the  hot  pulse  of  this  strife, 
Willingly,  at  yonder  portal,  all  the  bravest  could — a  life: 
Gave  It,  too,  not  as  elated,  plaudit-quickened  souls  embark, 
But  as  one  who,  consecrated,  does  his  grapple  in  the  dark. 
It  is  one  thing  to  do  fairly  with  the  whole  world  looking  on, 
And  stern  issues  to  face  squarely  with  none  near  to  say  "well  done!" 
Friend!  when  deeds  of  lofty  daring  ye  rehearse  years  hence  with  pride, 
Pray  recall  our  stoker,  baring  his  breast  at  the  furnace  side: 
Stouter  heart  the  "bloody  angle"  of  our  Gettysburg  ne'er  knew, 
Nor  that  other  red  death  tangle,  the  masked  trench  at  Waterloo; 
Braver  soul  sword  never  knighted  than  he  in  the  stake's  hot  den; 
And  no  epic,  o'er  indited,  fitter  subject  had  for  pen. 


I 


THE  HEROES  OF  THE  DAY. 

C.  B.  BOTSFORD. 

Toss  hat  and  whoop  for  Dewey, 

For  Sampson  and  for  Schley, 
For  all  the  naval  heroes 

Who  dare  to  do  or  die. 
Heroic  their  achievements; 

The  naughty  pride  of  Spain 
And  all  her  vaunted  valor 

Were  dashed  beneath  the  main! 

What  potent  deeds  of  daring 

That  wrecked  Cervera's  fleet! 
Alas!  deluded  Spaniards 

Who  death  or  capture  meet! 
A  Hobson  and  a  Wainwright, 

A  Philip,  Evans,  Clark 
Are  moved  to  deeds  of  valor 

In  daylight  and  in  dark. 

A  host  with  faith  and  courage 
Whose  names  we  may  not  know 
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Contribute  to  the  marvel 

And  equal  valor  show. 
On  sea  and  land  our  forces 

In  lasting  honor  share; 
Mid  smoke  and  flame  and  carnage 

Our  starry  banner  bear. 

Entwining  all  the  ages 

God's  purpose  still  prevails, 
Inspiring  heroes,  sages, 

While  Right  the  Wrong  assails. 
O  God  of  Nations,  keep  us 

From  evil  and  from  pride, 
In  humble  recognition, 

To  righteousness  allied. 

Our  Father,  King  Immortal, 

To  thee  our  thanks  belong, 
Our  victory  Is  thy  triumph, 

Thy  triumph  is  our  song. 
America!   protect  her; 

Her  shield  and  guidance  be, 
Her  mission  be  Thy  message 

To  make  all  people  free. 


OUR  PRESIDENT. 

GEORGE  C.   BUGBEE. 

Oft  have  we  marked  on  breaker-beaten  coasts 
k  lone  rock  buttressing  some  little  bay; 
Which  stern,  unyielding,  ever  meets  the  fray 
Of  the  great  comers'  white  and  warring  hosts. 
The  one  frail  beacon  that  the  harbor  boasts — 
The  tiny  fleets,  which  at  their  moorings  sway- 
Had  doubtless  long  since  to  the  sea  been  prey 
But  for  the  iron  front  which  stayed  their  jousts. 
Screened  by  the  crag's  stern  walled  integrity, 
The  eager  fleet  thus  rocking  on  the  tide 
Secure  may  view  the  breaker's  baffled  line 
Vent  its  mad  fury  and  burst  helplessly. 
Thus,  fearless  man!  proud  and  content  should  bide 
Our  nation's  hope  behind  a  heart  like  thine. 
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MAY    DAY    AT    MANILA. 

N.   L.   F.   BLACKMAN. 

The  purpled  sea  wore  a  wrinkled  frown, 
And  the  Spanish  forts  from  the  hills  looked  down 
On  Manila's  land-locked  bay  and  town, 
That  May  day  Sunday  morning. 

The  sky  was  blue  and  the  dawn  was  gray, 
And  a  waste  of  waters  rolled  away, 
Between  where  the  hostile  warships  lay 
That  sacred  Sunday  morning. 

And,  as  Dewey  bridles  impatient  will, 
He  glanced  at  his  fleet — all  silent  still — 
And  watched  with  his  glass  each  bastioned  hill 
That  silent  Sunday  morning. 

In  front,  'mid  the  ocean's  pulsing  swell, 
Lay  Corregidor's  island  citadel — 
A  Cerberus  guarding  the  gates  of  hell — 
That  peaceful  Sunday  morning. 

To  the  right,  lit  up  by  the  sun's  first  ray, 
Frown  the  bulwarks  of  Fort  Cavite, 
Where  lightnings  of  war  will  flash  and  play, 
That  fateful  Sunday  morning. 

On  come  our  warships — side  by  side — 
On,  through  the  portals  of  Death  ope  wide; 
On,  like  a  lover  to  greet  his  bride, 
That  daring  Sunday  morning. 

All  is  hushed,  as  when  the  hawk  takes  wing, 
The  birds  of  the  forest  cease  to  sing; 
Save  a  murmur  like  bells  that  have  ceased  to  ring, 
Some  tranquil  Sunday  morning. 

With  battle  flag  at  the  masthead  set, 
At  the  commodore's  cautious  command,  "Not  yet!" 
The  gunners  stand  by  their  guns  and  fret, 
That  anxious  Sunday  morning. 

Then  up,  like  the  wraiths  of  comrades  slain, 
The  signal  shot— "Remember  the  Maine!" — 
God  pity  the  stricken  mothers  whose  sons  were  slain- 
Bereft  that  Sunday  morning. 
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A  hundred  guns  the  silence  broke! 
A  hundred  guns  in  concert  spoke, 
And  wreathed  our  flag  in  battle  smoke, 
That  bravest  Sunday  morning! 

Its  ships  all  sunk — its  flag  shot  down — 
Grim  Death  then  stalked  Manila  town, 
And  mocked  the  blood-stained  Spanish  crown 
That  tearful  Sunday  morning. 

In  old  Madrid,  now  mothers  weep, 
For  slaughtered  sons  and  sires  who  sleep, 
Beneath  that  far  off  crimsoned  deep, 
This  vengeful  Sunday  morning! 

Hail,  Dewey!    And  your  comrades  there! 
Though  slow  to  strike  and  swift  to  spare, 
God  keep  you  in  His  watchful  care, 
Till  His  great  Sunday  morning! 


THE  EOLL  OF  THE  DRUM. 

J.  A.   BOYD. 
THE  STOKERS. 

You  may  talk  about  your  armor  plate 

And  guns  both  big  and  strong 
And  on  the  "rapid  fires"  dilate 

In  story  and  in  song, 
But  when  it  comes  to  "getting  there" 

The  men  we  should  extol 
Are  the  men  below  the  water  line 

Who  shovel  in  the  coal. 

The  boys  behind  the  guns  do  well 

And  earn  their  need  of  praise, 
And  in  the  "fighting  tops"  they  tell 

Of  heroes  true  and  brave, 
But  down  below  the  water  line 

The  stokers,  too,  I  ween, 
Are  worthy  of  the  poet's  rhyme 

For  keeping  up  the  steam. 

On  deck  the  fighters  bravely  work 
Mid  bursting  shot  and  shell, 
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And  down  below  no  stokers  shirk, 
But  do  their  duty  well. 

The  boatswain  and  the  midshipmate, 
Each  has  his  duty,  'tis  seen, 

And  the  stokers,  too,  the  battle  fight 
By  keeping  up  the  steam. 

The  admirals  and  commodores 

And  captains,  too,  are  brave, 
And  on  our  ships  men  by  the  scores 

Would  die  their  land  to  save, 
But  don't  forget  the  men  below 

Who  work  with  heart  and  soul 
To  keep  the  furnace  fires  aglow 

By  shoveling  in  the  coal. 
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THE  SOLDIER'S  FAREWELL. 

LILLIAN  BARKER. 

The  gallant  volunteer  thus  sings  his  farewell, 
"Now  soon  on  the  deck  of  the  ship  dear, 

Amid  shot  and  shell,  One  who  can  foretell 
If  ever  we  shall  meet  here  again,  dear. 

Chorus — 

"Pray,  darling  pray,  when  I  am  far  away, 

And  sailing  upon  the  sea,  dear, 
God  up  above  keep  watch  with  His  love, 

And  bring  me  back  to  home  and  to  thee,  dear. 

"My  country's  call  I  hear,  and  hearing  obey, 
Thus  true  to  my  country  and  love,  dear, 

Though  love  bids  me  stay  and  weeps  in  dismay, 
I  know  thy  heart  is  loyal  and  brave,  dear. 

"Our  battle  cry  rings  clear,  'Remember  the  Maine, 
We  hear  Cuba's  wail  o'er  the  sea,  dear, 

The  tyrants  of  Spain  we'll  drive  home  again, 
Columbia  will  champion  right,  dear. 

"Our  parting  is  near,  one  more  fond  embrace, 
And  tell  me  again  you'll  be  true,  dear, 

Time  ne'er  can  efface  thy  sweet  form  and  grace 
That  love  and  memory  stamp  on  my  heart,  dear. 


M 
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FORESHADOWING. 

FRANK  ROB  BATCHELDER. 

Shine  soft,  as  if  men  slept  at  ease, 

O  stars  above  Havana  town; 
Soothe,  for  the  time,  the  hostile  seas; 

And  lighten  Monro  Castle's  frown. 

For  soon  beneath  your  tender  light 

Will  lie  the  horrid  spoil  of  war, 
And  ye  shall  shrink  from  such  a  sight 

As  angels  and  mankind  abhor. 

Watch  o'er  the  dearly-loved  we  send, 

To  cheer  them,  if  you  may  not  save, 
Ere  they  shall  find  the  sudden  end 

Of  glory's  pathway  In  the  grave. 

They  go  with  smiling  lips  and  eyes 

Bravely  to  meet  the  foeman's  ruth 
And  die  beneath  your  tropic  skies 

In  the  first  ardor  of  their  youth. 

Look  down  with  pitying  gaze  on  those 

Whose  ghastly  faces  turn  to  you 
Red  with  the  carmine  of  the  rose, 

Wet  with  the  falling  of  the  dew. 

Here,  in  some  pleasant,  tidy  street, 
Sweet  now  with  prescience  otthe  spring, 

Fond  hearts  with  new-found  fear  will  beat 
Lest  one  blithe  voice  hath  ceased  to  sing. 

0  mother,  with  the  silvered  head, 
That  sent  him  forth  with  yearning  kiss, 

Who  shall  have  heart  to  whisper  "Dead!" 
And  spoil  thy  waning  life  of  bliss? 

0  father,  with  the  palsied  hand 

That  trembles  down  the  list  of  slain, 
He  lies  in  silence  vast  and  grand, 

And  it  is  thou  must  bear  the  pain. 

He  died  with  victory  on  his  breath 

While  round  him  hail  of  Iron  swept; 
Pure  and  devoted  in  his  death, 

Honor— all  but  his  life — he  kept. 
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Shine  tenderly  on  that  poor  clod 
That  wears  the  hero's  war-worn  crown, 

And  light  his  young  soul  up  to  God, 
O  stars  above  Havana  town. 


"AT  BUOY  SIX." 

GEORGE  C.  BUGBEE. 

9  P.  M. 

Not  one  battle  lantern  glimmered 

O'er  Havana's  tides  that  night; 
Not  one  flash  of  menace  shimmered 

From  our  good  ship's  bulwarks  white; 
When,  ports  sealed  and  gangways  open; 

Her  death  engines  Inboard  swung; 
In  good  faith  with  troth  unbroken, 

At  her  buoy,  tide-rasped,  ehe  hung. 
In  the  quiet  of  their  quarters 

As  the  long  watch  ebbed  away; 
Cradled  by  the  bay's  black  waters 

Thrice  a  hundred  brave  men  lay, 
Lay  and  slumbered.    Lord!  was  Pity 

Stricken  dumb  or  palsied  then, 
That  no  voice  from  that  thronged  city 

Might  awake  those  flame-doomed  men? 

10  P.  M. 

When  night's  sable  slaves  had  rounded 

One  more  shackle  in  her  chain, 
'Mid  their  task  they  paused  dumbfounded 

At  the  hour's  work  of  bane: 
E'en  the  sentries  on  El  Moro, 

Bitter  though  their  hearts  might  be, 
From  those  ramparts  gazed  in  sorrow 

At  this  scene  of  agony. 
Sleep,  ye  loyal  souls — our  nation 

Now  a  radiant  shaft  uprears; 
Garlanded  with  Grief's  ovation, 

Crystallzed  from  her  own  tears. 
In  plain  sight,  from  gulf  to  ocean, 

With  chilled  hand  but  throbbing  vein, 
Does  Columbia  write  "Devotion" 

O'er  the  martyrs  of  the  Maine. 


i 


Spanish- American   War  Songs.  88 

"THE  FIEST  AGONY  OVEE  THE  FIKST  SHOT." 

J.  R.  BARBOUR. 

At  last  we  dared — 

And  firm  declared — 

That  Spain  must  Cuba  leave, 

Our  boys  had  waited 

To  kill  the  hated 

Spaniards,  so  did  not  grieve. 

The  sailors,  too, 

No  more  feel  blue, 

But  quickly  ground  their  sabers, 

And  swabbed  the  guns — 

The  sons-o'-guns — 

And  each  ship  rang 

As  they  lustily  sang 

And  whistled  at  their  labors. 

Then  away  they  sailed 

And  quickly  hailed 

Each  ship  they  saw  afar; 

The  first  to  spy 

A  Spaniard  nigh 

Was  a  keen-eyed  Nashville  tar; 

Then  what  a  noise — 

"Six-pounder  boys." 

The  captain  trumps  with  glee, 

And  soon  some  hell 

In  a  six-pounder  shell 

Goes  humming  o'er  the  sea. 

One  shot's  enough, 

The  Spaniards  luff, 

Haul  in  their  sails  and  wait, 

While  our  brawny  "Jacks" 

Nearly  crack  their  backs 

Pulling  so  fast  and  straight. 

"A  load  of  mules"— 

They  yell— "and  fools," 

And  quick  start  for  Key  West. 

And  on  the  way — 

They  quietly  say — 

They  gave  the  mules  no  rest, 

But  made  'em  scurry 

In  a  hurry 
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Up  and  down  the  deck, 

A  Spaniard  on  each. 

Lard!  hear  'em  screech 

Till  each  was  quite  a  wreck; 

And  weren't  they  proud 

When,  with  cheering  loud, 

The  glad  Key  Westers  hailed  'em! 

Our  soldiers  took  the  mules, 

And  the  people  took  the  fools, 

And  to  a  gibbet  nailed  'em! 
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"YANKEE    DEWEY." 

M.  P.  BISHOP. 

Yankee  Dewey  Crossed  the  seas 
With  shot,  and  shell,  and  powder, 

The  Spanish  guns,  they  thundered  loud, 
But  Dewey's  thundered  louder. 

Chorus. 

Yankee  Dewey's  sailor  boys 
Are  brave,  and  true,  and  handy. 

Hurrah!  Hurrah  for  Uncle  Sam 
And  Yankee  Dewey  dandy. 

Quoth  Dewey  surely  there's  a  way 
Wherever  there's  a  will-ah, 

In  spite  of  all  the  Spanish  fleet 
We  soon  will  take  Manila. 

Chorus. — Yankee  Dewey's  sailor  boys,  etc. 

A  glorious  battle  then  was  fought. 

We  did  a  victory  gain -ah! 
And  many  a  Spanish  battleship 

Went  down  to  join  the  Maine-ah! 

Chorus. — Yankee  Dewey's  sailor  boys,  etc. 

To  proud  hidalgoes  send  the  news, 

To  Cortes  and  Regina. 
To  any  nation  of  the  earth 

Dew-we  own  Philippina. 

Chorus — Yankee  Dewey's  sailor  boys,  etc. 
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HOBSON'S  CHOICE. 

FAITH  BALDWIN. 

Whether  to  rest  content 
With  what  plain  duty  meant, 

Or  heed  the  voice 
Of  patriotic  seal, 
Casting  his  woes  and  weal 
On  Fortune's  fickle  reel; 

"Twas  Hobson's  choice. 

There  was  enough  to  do 

For  the  Red,  White  and  Blue; 

But  Hobson  chose 
To  play  the  desperate  game, 
Win  instant  deathless  fame, 
Even  the  loud  acclaim 

Of  bitter  foes. 

He  could  not  wait  to  win 
Glory  in  battle  din, 

But  made  his  cruise 
When  death  lurked  everywhere— 
In  ship  and  sea  and  air. 
What  man  could  do  or  dare 

Hobson  would  choose. 

Fortune  could  only  smile 
On  such  a  hero,  while 

Fame  must  rejoice. 
Bravely  he  chose  and  well, 
Rode  safely  through  a  hell 
Of  hurtling  shot  and  shell; 

'Twas  Hobson's  choice. 
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THE  MAEINER'S  LIFE. 

THOMAS    BLAKE. 

O,  the  mariner's  life  is  the  life  for  me 
Floating  along  on  the  changeful  sea; 
•Where  storms  are  raging,  and  winds  are  high, 
Then  from  billow  to  billow  we  quickly  fly. 
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And  when  all  is  still  on  the  ocean's  breast, 
We  lay  to  sleep  while  the  billows  rest, 
And  dream  not  of  perils  and  danger  past, 
On  the  raging  sea  'mid  the  stormy  blast. 

And  tho'  far  away  we  are  doomed  to  roam 
From  all  that  we  love  in  our  distant  home, 
Yet  we  whisper  to  every  passing  wind, 
A  prayer  for  those  we  have  left  behind. 

And  when  our  perils  and  dangers  are  o'er, 
At  last  we  tread  on  our  native  shore: 
Our  grateful  thanks  shall  ascend  on  high, 
Till  life's  voyage  is  o'er,  and  then  happy  die! 


COME  HOME. 

WILLIAM  WHITTLESEY  BADGER. 

Now,  boys,  come  home  from  Dixie; 

Gome  home!     Come  home! 
You  broke  the  necks  and  cleared  the  wrecks 
Of  all  the  Dons  in  Dixie. 

Come  home!     Come  home! 
From  way  down  South  in  Dixie. 

The  starry  flag  rules  Dixie; 

Come  home!    Come  home! 
The  jack-pots  in,  the  darkies  grin, 
To  see  you  home  from  Dixie. 

Come  home!    Come  home! 
From  way  down  South  in  Dixie. 

Now  Uncle  Sam  owns  Dixie, 

Come  home!    Come  home! 
The  tricks  all  won,  the  game  is  done, 
And  all  is  safe  in  Dixie. 

Come  home!    Come  home! 
From  way  down  South  in  Dixie. 

The  "jokers"  won  in  Dixie. 

Come  home!    Come  home! 
No  bowers  seen,  no  king  or  queen; 
The  ace  is  high  in  Dixie. 

Come  home!    Come  home! 
The  Lone  Star  waves  in  Dixie! 


k 


Spanish- American   War  Songs.  67 

REMEMBER   THE   MAINE. 

MARY  I.  BAILY. 

God  of  the  sea  and  sky, 

Of  mountain,  vale  and  plain, 
On  Thy  great  judgment  throne  on  high 

Remember  Thou  the  Maine! 

Calm  was  the  moonlit  sea, 

Soft  breathed  the  balmy  air, 
The  stars  looked  down  upon  a  scene 

Bright,  beautiful  and  fair. 

Upon  the  heaving  wave, 

A  brave  ship  floated  high, 
Her  flag  just  lifted  to  the  breeze 

Which  sung  her  lullaby. 

Not  there  to  gender  strife, 

Though  a  battleship  was  she, 
Bearing  full  many  a  heavy  gun — 

A  queen  upon  the  sea. 

Upon  her  lofty  deck, 

Stood  many  a  manly  form, 
Smiling  with  pleasant  mirthfulness 

Unfearing  aught  of  harm. 

They  gazed  upon  the  stars 

So  bright  in  heaven  above, 
They  spoke  of  homes  in  other  lands, 

Of  gentle  looks  of  love. 

They  spoke  in  softer  tones, 

Of  mothers  who  would  pray 
Asking  that  God  in  heaven  protect, 

The  loved  so  far  away. 

They  knew  not  that  a  foe 

With  treacherous  heart  was  nigh, 
And  though  on  peaceful  errand  come, 

They  yet  were  doomed  to  die. 

Oh  Thou  who  fill  est  the  skies! 

Whose  eyes  are  everywhere! 
Whose  hand  omnipotent  to  save, 

Could'st  Thou  not  see,  and  spare? 
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Hark!  'tis  a  fearful  sound, 

A  flash  of  fire  and  blood, 
A  cry  of  mortal  agony, 

la  rising  o'er  the  flood. 

Waa  it  the  thunderbolt? 

The  earthquake's  fearful  sound? 
Which  lifted  high  the  mighty  ship 

Then  sunk  in  silence  round! 

Was  it  Jehovah's  hand 
Which  swept  in  mighty  wrath, 

And  over  all  the  sea,  and  land, 
Spread  the  dark  veil  of  death? 

Ah  no,  from  out  the  pit 
Of  Satin's  depths  so  dire, 

Base,  treacherous  men  of  Spanish  race 
Flung  forth  the  bolt  of  fire. 

And  In  the  silent  night, 
Unwarned  by  word,  or  breath, 

Near  thrice  one  hundred  noble  men 
Were  sent  to  meet  their  death. 

God  of  the  mighty  deep! 

Of  sky,  of  earth,  of  sea, 
Canst  Thou  behold  such  fearful  deeds 

And  is  it  naught  to  Thee 

That  souls  Thou  died  to  save 

Perish  by  treachery; 
And  hands  unstained  with  foeman's  blood, 

By  treacherous  foemen  die! 

Wilt  Thou  not  hear  their  blood— 
Which  cries  from  Cuba's  plain, 

And  stretch  Thy  right  hand  to  avenge 
The  murdered  of  the  Maine? 

By  the  low  mournful  cry, 

Of  widows  sad,  and  lone, 
By  tears  of  orphans  seen  on  high, 

By  every  blighted  home, 
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By  every  broken  tie, 
By  every  grief  and  pain, 
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Oh  God  in  judgment  from  on  high 
Remember  Thou  the  Maine! 

God  of  the  sea  and  sky, 

With  Thy  all  powerful  hand — 
From  Thy  great  judgment  seat  on  high, 

Sweep  from  both  sea  and  land 

This  nation  cruel  and  fierce. 

Mete  Thou  to  treacherous  Spain, 
The  measure  which  with  direful  hand 

She  meted  to  the  Maine. 

Te  who  have  pledged  your  swords, 

To  fight  this  cruel  foe; 
Remember  ye  the  noble  men 

Who  died  without  a  blow. 

And  as  ye  meet  the  hosts, 

Of  base  and  cruel  Spain, 
Let  this  be  e'er  your  battle  cry, 

Remember  ye  the  Maine! 

Search  well  where  History's  pen, 

Records  upon  her  page, 
And  see  if  e'er  such  treacherous  deed. 

Is  told  of  any  age. 

Written  in  human  blood, 

Is  this  base  act  of  Spain, 
And  age  to  age  will  e'er  repeat 

The  story  of  the  Maine. 


GOOD-BYE,  BOYS. 

MART  H.  BASSETT. 

When  Johnny  goes  marching  off  to  fight, 

Hurrah!     Hurrah! 
In  glorious  armor  for  the  Right, 

Hurrah!     Hurrah! 
Our  hearts  beat  high,  but  eyes  grow  dim, 
At  thoughts  of  warfare's  horrors,  grim — 
But  Glory's  calling  loud  to  him, 

When  Johnny  goes  off  to  fight. 
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The  bugles  sound,  the  loud  drums  roar, 

Hurrah!    Hurrah! 
The  slumb'ring  eagle  wakes  to  soar, 

Hurrah!    Hurrah! 
But  mother's  tears  and  sweetheart's  sigh 
Is  the  darling  soldier  boy's  goodbye; 
Still  with  firmer  tread  and  flashing  eye 

Does  Johnny  march  off  to  fight 

The  darkling  blood  of  haughty  Spain, 

Hurrah!    Hurrah! 
Must  flow  in  vengeance  for  the  Maine, 

Hurrah!    Hurrah! 
The  bayonet's  gleam,  the  sabre's  flash, 
The  wound  and  scar  of  battle's  clash, 
Must  free  poor  Cuba  from  the  lash, 

For  Johnny's  marched  off  to  fight. 

'Mid  hottest  strife  of  battle  fray, 

Hurrah!     Hurrah! 
We'll  find  the  boys  of  Company  A, 

Hurrah!     Hurrah! 
Where  caissons  roll  and  cannons  blow, 
The  boys  of  Company  A  will  go, 
Led  by  Major  Ed  and  Captain  Joe — 

And  Johnny's  marched  out  to  fight. 

So  Godspeed  to  the  noble  lads, 

Hurrah!     Hurrah! 
They're  worthy  sons  of  valiant  dads, 

Hurrah!    Hurrah! 
With  Uncle  Sam,  for  freedom  sweet, 
For  cause  that  never  knows  retreat, 
And  can  not,  will  not,  stand  defeat 

Has  Johnny  marched  off  to  fight 

"When  Johnny  comes  marching  home  again, 

Hurrah!     Hurrah! 
We'll  give  him  a  royal  welcome  then, 

Hurrah!     Hurrah! 
The  girls  will  cheer,  the  boys  will  shout 
The  ladles  then  will  all  turn  out, 
And  we'll  all  feel  gay, 

When  Johnny  comes  marching  home." 
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EIGHT   VOLUNTEERS. 

LANSING  C.  BAILEY. 

Eight  volunteers!  on  an  errand  of  death! 

Eight  men!    Who  speaks? 
Eight  men  to  go  where  the  cannon's  hot  breath 

Burns  black  the  cheeks. 
Eight  men  to  man  the  old  Merrlmac's  hulk; 
Eight  men  to  sink  the  old  steamer's  black  bulk, 
Blockade  the  channel  where  Spanish  ships  skulk — 

Eight  men!    Who  speaks? 

"Eight  volunteers!"  said  the  Admiral's  flag! 

Eight  men!    Who  speaks? 
Who  will  sail  under  El  Morro's  black  crags — 

Sure  death  he  seeks? 
Who  is  there  willing  to  offer  his  life? 
Willing  to  march  to  this  music  of  strife — 
Cannon  for  drum  and  torpedo  for  fife? 

Eight  men!    Who  speaks? 

Eight  volunteers!  on  an  errand  of  death! 

Eight  men!    Who  speaks? 
Was  there  a  man  who  in  fear  held  his  breath? 

With  fear-paled  cheeks? 
From  ev'ry  warship  ascended  a  cheer! 
Prom  ev'ry  sailor's  lips  burst  the  word  "Here!" 
Four  thousand  heroes  their  lives  volunteer! 

Eight  men!     Who  speaks? 


UNDER  THE  STARRY  FLAG. 

ARTHUR  KING  BARNES. 

Under  the  starry  flag 

Are  the  boys  of  the  blue  and  gray, 
From  valley,  hill  and  plain 

They  are  coming  through  all  the  day; 
To  the  land  of  death  and  pain 

They  are  marching,  and  none  may  lag, 
Onward  the  march  to  save 

Under  the  starry  flag. 

Under  the  starry  flag, 
Though  death  may  meet  them  there, 
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Beneath  its  silken  folds, 
Marching  through  storm  and  pain; 

Far  from  the  homes  they  love, 
To  meet  the  enemy's  brag, 

Onward  with  faces  stern, 
Under  the  starry  flag. 

Under  the  starry  flag, 

Through  battles  fierce  and  long, 
Our  boys  are  bravely  fighting 

To  stop  the  reign  of  wrong; 
God  grant  them  help  in  battle, 

And  may  they  never  lag, 
Until  victorious  they  stand 

Under  the  starry  flag. 
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HAD   NOTHING   TO   SAY. 

FRANK  TARK1NGTON  BAKER. 

Tou  want  to  be  a  soldier,  Jim?    Well,  I  don't  blame  you,  lad. 
The  fever  that  has  hit  you  now  once  monkeyed  with  your  dad. 
I  know  exactly  how  you  feel,  you're  achin'  fur  a  scrap, 
An'  want  to  go  an'  help  to  wipe  or  Spain  clean  off  the  map. 
When  I  was  young  an'  full  o'  nerve  in  eighteen  sixty-one, 
I  wasn't  half  content  till  I  was  coupled  to  a  gun, 
An'  now  that  you're  a  feel  In'  in  that  same  ol'  hostile  way, 
An'  want  to  emulate  your  dad,  I've  not  a  word  to  say. 

I  hope  you've  reckoned  up  the  cost,  an'  counted  it  up  well. 
Fur  war,  as  Oen'ral  Sherman  said,  ain't  fur  removed  from  hell! 
You'll  find  it  ain't  no  picnic,  Jim;  you'll  soon  find  out  that  you 
Won't  have  a  bit  o  'nerve  too  much  in  pullin'  of  you  through. 
It  ain't  no  circus  day  affair  when  shells  begin  to  bust, 
An'  comrades  lay  in  blood  an'  pain  a-writhin'  in  the  dust, 
An'  bullets,  jes'  like  maddened  bees,  zip  past  in  fiendish  way; 
But  if  you  have  a  mind  to  go,  I've  not  a  word  to  say. 

I  guess  yer  mother  won't  object;  I  heered  her  say  last  night 
She  wished  she  only  was  a  man  so  she  could  go  an'  fight 
'T'll  be  an'  orful  trial,  though,  fur  her  to  see  ye  start, 
An'  one  that's  mighty  apt  to  break  her  pore  old  mother's  heart, 
Jes'  tell  her  in  a  manly  way  that  you  are  bound  to  go. 
That  you're  true  blood  American  from  top  clean  down  to  toe, 
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An'  if  she  asks  you  what  I  think,  jes'  tell  her  that's  O.  K., 
That  we  have  had  a  talk  an'  I  have  nothin*  more  to  say. 

I  want  to  tell  you,  honest,  boy,  that  this  ain't  no  surprise; 
I've  seen  the  sparks  of  loyal  pride  a-dancin'  in  your  eyes, 
An'  I've  been  waiting  fur  a  week  to  hear  you  make  your  talk, 
An'  show  your  daddy  that  you  come  of  good  ol'  fighting  stock. 
An'  now,  to  close  the  matter  up,  I'll  tell  you,  further,  Jim, 
Your  daddy  would  have  knocked  you  out  or  you'd  'a  walloped  him, 
If,  when  you'd  heard  yer  country  call,  you'd  made  a  coward  play — 
I'm  proud  o'  you!  God  bless  you,  boy!     That's  all  I've  got  to  say! 


THE  LAST   MESSAGE. 

MAY  BLACK. 

"Harry,  if  I  fall  in  battle 
And  you  live  once  more  to  see 
All  the  dear  ones  that  I  long  for 
Tell  them  please,  these  words  for  me. 

"That  my  country  ne'er  was  dearer 
Than  when  facing  her  stern  foes 

And  the  old  flag  never  grander 

Than  when  shading  death's  repose. 

"That  I  do  my  duty,  knowing 

All  the  dangers  I  must  face, 
There's  but  one  thing  that  I  shrink  from 

That  to  earn  a  coward's  place. 


*t 


*» 


No,  there's  safety  in  the  battle 
Safety  knowing  if  I  fall 

Others  for  their  country's  honor 
Quick  will  answer  to  her  call. 

How  I  love  her  swelling  prairies 
How  I  love  her  lakes  and  dells 

And  each  drop  of  blood  within  me 
'Gainst  her  enemy,  rebels. 


"Harry,  last  night  I  was  dreaming 
And  I  thought  that  one  was  near 

Whom  I  kissed  and  left  behind  me 
Grieving  though  without  a  tear. 
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"For  she  knew  that  duty  called  me 
And  she  said  'Dear  I'll  be  true 
To  my  love  as  you  to  freedom — 
See,  I  wear  this  knot  of  blue! 

"  Tis  my  talisman  in  battle 
For  she  placed  it  there  for  me 
Saying,  you  must  wear  my  colors 
In  that  land  across  the  sea/ 

"Hark!  the  cannon's  voice  is  looming 
And  It  calls  us  to  the  fray 
Live  the  stars  and  stripes  for  ever! 
God  be  with  us  all  to-day!" 


This  is  the  message  that  a  letter 
Written  by  a  comrade's  hand, 

Brought  to  one  who  waited  daily 
For  the  news  from  foreign  land. 

Just  a  little  knot  of  ribbon 
Stained  with  life  blood,  dully  red; 

And  within  the  lists  of  battle, 
One  name  numbered  with  the  dead. 


THE    SPANIAEDS. 

JAMES  BABCOCK. 

They  were  the  Spaniards  who  feared  to  speak, 
Because  their  nation  was  by  far  too  weak, 
To  proclaim  their  right  of  barbarism, 
By  keeping  the  Americans  in  prison. 

They  are  the  Spaniards  who  are  cruel, 

Because  they  like  to  torture  and  rule 

The  people  of  their  dominions  by  acts  of  barbarism, 

Such  as  keeping  them  in  prison. 

They  are  the  Spaniards  who  think  they  can  fight, 
But  when  their  enemies  are  in  sight 
They  quickly  take  to  flight, 
By  the  nearest  route  in  sight. 
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OUR   OWN   FORTY-FIRST. 

S.  T.  BETTS. 

The  battle  cry  has  sounded, 
Away  to  the  front  we'll  go, 
Our  hearts  are  full  of  patriot  fire, 
To  meet  the  Spanish  foe. 

We  are  waiting  for  the  bugle, 
With  its  clear  and  warlike  charms, 
To  warn  us  of  impending  strife, 
And  call  us  to  our  arms. 

We  will  buckle  on  our  armor, 
And  be  ready  for  the  fray; 
We'll  show  what  stuff  we're  made  of 
When  wo  are  far  away. 

The  "Maine"  we  will  remember, 
We'll  not  forget  the  crew; 
Who  in  Havana  harbor  died, 
For  a  cause  both  just  and  true. 

With  Sampson,  Lee  and  Roosevelt, 
And  patriots  by  the  score; 
We'll  march  to  the  Martial  Music, 
With  over  a  million  more. 

We'll  show  the  world  our  colors, 
And  fight  for  the  Stars  and  Stripes; 
'Till  death  shall  end  the  struggle 
Or  restore  to  us  our  rights. 

There  never  was  a  cause  more  true, 
A  nation's  love  more  grand; 
Than  that  to  set  poor  Cuba  free, 
And  help  our  fellow-man. 

Then  friends,  put  off  your  weeping, 
And  help  us  with  your  smiles, 
To  leave  our  homes  and  those  we  love, 
To  Join  the  gallant  "Miles." 

He  will  lead  us  unto  victory, 
Bring  glory  out  of  fears; 
Our  history's  page  will  proudly  shine, 
For  more  than  a  thousand  years. 
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The  Battle  Cry  has  sounded, 
We  have  heard  our  President's  call; 
We  are  waiting  for  the  pass-word, 
To  the  front— both  one  and  all. 


THE  UNSUNG  HERO. 

REBA  GREGORY  BARKLEY. 

Oh!  cheer  for  all  the  admirals 

That  bravely  meet  the  foe, 
And  shout  for  all  the  volunteers — 

Prepared  to  "up  and  go," 
Cheer  loud  for  all  the  sailor  lad3, 

That  wear  the  navy  blue, 
But  don't  forget  the  engineers, 

For  they  are  heroes,  too. 

The  men  that  make  the  wheels  go  round, 

That  toil  below  the  light, 
Who  only  hear  the  cannon's  roar, 

But  cannot  see  the  fight; 
Who  know  not  if  the  vessel  fares 

To  victory  or  to  wreck — 
Brave  men  that  fire  the  boilers  up 

When  firing's  on  the  deck. 

Oh!   cheer  the  stokers  in  the  pen, 

For  they  have  naught  to  cheer; 
No  "pomp  and  circumstance  of  war," 

But  only  noise  and  fear, 
If  triumph  comes,  no  Congress  thanks, 

Nor  gives  reward  and  gold; 
And  in  defeat  they  can  but  sink 

And  die  within  the  hold. 

So  cheer  for  all  the  admirals 

That  wear  the  navy  blue. 
And  cheer  for  all  the  soldier  lads, 

For  they  are  brave  and  true. 
While  upon  cheering  don't  forget, 

That  unseen  gallant  crew — 
The  stokers  and  the  engineers, 

For  they  are  heroes,  too. 
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WAR 

GRACE  DUFFIE  BOYLAN. 

A  sparkle  from  the  bugle  horn 

Of  scattered  notes — the  reveille!  # 

A  shout  sent  up  to  greet  the  morn 

From  millions'  throats  for  liberty 
And  lo!  the  earth  is  thrilled  to  meet 
The  tramp  and  tread  of  marching  feet. 

A  blare  of  bugles  through  the  land 

"To  horse!"  the  call,  'tis  full  and  clear, 
A  loosening  of  hand  from  hand; 

A  teardrop's  fall;  a  kiss  so  dear! 
A  father's  clasp,  a  mother's  prayer, 
A  rose  hid  in  the  knapsack  there. 

A  brazen  boom  of  jarring  guns; 

To  arms!  Huzza!  the  echoes  wake! 
For  peace  hath  raised  up  fighting  sons 

To  break  her  law  for  freedom's  sake, 
A  flag  undimmed  of  stripe  or  star 
Above  a  host    This,  this  is  war! 


THE  ASIATIC   SQUADRON. 

C.  A.  BURTON. 
Tune:   "The  Battle  Cry  of  Freedom." 

When  Dewey  went  to  Asia 
With  a  fleet  of  Yankee  boats, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  freedom. 

The  Spanish  never  dreamt 
That  he'd  have  them  by  the  throats, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  freedom. 

Chorus: 

Hurrah  for  Captain  Dewey, 

He's  the  man  for  me, 
And  all  his  Yankee  sailors 

Beneath  the  flag  so  free, 
For  he  knew  he'd  send  the  Spaniards 

To  the  bottom  of  the  sea, 
Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  freedom. 
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He  sailed  Into  Manila 

Without  a  single  shot. 
Hurrah  for  the  Asiatic  squadron! 
And  very  shortly  afterward 

He  made  It  very  hot 
Hurrah  for  the  Asiatic  squadron! 

Chorus: 

We  know  the  flag  of  freedom 
Is  safe  when  in  his  hands, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  freedom. 

And  Spain  will  have  to  bow  her  knee 
And  yield  to  his  demands, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  freedom. 

Chorus: 


"  IKDIANI "  TO  THE  FRONT. 

A.  M.  BRUNER. 

Dogwood  blossoms,  snowy  white, 

In  the  sun  a-shinin'; 
Red  birds  whistlin'  sweet  and  clear, 

Vine  the  oak  tree  climbin'. 
Redbud  bushes  by  the  crick 

Bright  as  new  bandanna, 
Qlist'nin'  fresh  with  mornin'  dew, 

Down  in  Indian!. 

People  talkln'  'bout  the  war 

And  of  freein'  Cuby; 
Roys  a-marchin'  to  the  front— 

Llge  and  Josh  and  Rhuby; 
Mother  cryln'  all  the  time, 

Same  with  Sister  Annie. 
Father  cussin'  Spanish  Dons, 

All  in  Indian!. 

Time  the  corn  was  in  the  ground; 

Weeds  are  all  a-startin'. 
"Let  'em  grow;  we're  fightin'  Spain 

Now,"  says  Uncle  Martin; 
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"Git  a  gun,  we've  got  a  job, 

And  it's  no  banana 
Fritter  that  we're  dishin'  up 

Here  in  Indian!!" 

Land  o'  Goshin,  let  us  fight 

And  saw  off  talkin'. 
Git  the  Spanish  on  a  run 

While  we  do  the  walkln'. 
For  when  troops  are  marchin'  down 

Streets  of  old  Havana 
Bet  your  life  right  at  the  front 

Marches  Indian!. 


THE  CAPTAIN'S  GIG. 

JAMBS  BARNES. 

If  you  pull  an  oar  in  the  captain's  gig, 

Tou  must  mind  how  you  behave; 
Tou  must  shift  to  your  cleanest  white  or  blue, 

And  you  mustn't  want  for  a  shave. 
For  you're  under  the  old  man's  eye, 

And  the  ladies  watch  you,  too; 
So  put  on  your  Sunday  morning  face 

And  your  cleanest  suit  of  blue. 

Oh,  the  lads  that  pull  in  the  captain's  gig, 

They  must  mind  their  p's  and  q's; 
They've  got  to  go  light  on  a  juicy  quid 

And  mind  that  they  black  their  shoes. 
They  must  watch  their  stroke  like  a  racing  crew, 

And  keep  their  eyes  in  the  boat; 
They  must  do  their  mile  in  the  proper  style 

From  the  ship  to  the  government  float. 

Oh,  the  lads  who  pull  in  the  captain's  gig, 

They  hears  a  lot  of  talk; 
They  learns  what  the  officers  say  to  the  girls 

That  they  meets  on  the  yacht  club  walk. 
They  must  wait  all  day  in  the  broilin'  sun 

While  the  old  man  goes  ashore. 
They  takes  a  cargo  of  calico  out 

And  then  goes  back  for  more. 
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DEWEY   AT   MANILA. 

ARTHUR  C.  BUTTS. 

At  Manila 
Spain's  flotilla 

Proudly  anchored  in  the  bay, 
At  the  breaking  of  the  day 
Brave  Dewey's  fleet  first  sighted; 
But  the  Spaniards,  not  affrighted, 
Every  deck  for  action  cleared; 
Not  a  Don  was  there  who  feared 
The  issue  of  the  fray — 
Tor  their  guns  on  sea  and  shore, 
Would  destroy,  forever  more, 
The  pride  of  Yankee  seamen, 
At  Manila. 

It  was  on  the  first  of  May 
That  our  ships  in  proud  array, 
At  the  breaking  of  the  day, 
Sailed  up  Manila  Bay; 
Past  the  Island  of  Caballo, 
Past  bold,  rocky  Corregidor, 
Past  the  ramparts  of  Cavite, 
Sailed  the  Olympia,  Baltimore; 
The  Raleigh  and  the  Petrel, 
The  Concord  and  the  Boston, 
With  brave  Dewey  in  command — 
Past  the  batteries  on  the  shore, 
O'er  torpedoes  and  o'er  mine, 
Sailed  to  glory,  ever  more, 
All  our  ships  in  battle  line, 
With  brave  Dewey  in  command, 
At  Manila. 

There  was  silence  on  the  waters; 
'Twas  a  glorious  Sunday  morn, 
When  our  tars  were  piped  to  quarters, 
As  the  day  began  to  dawn. 
"Keep  cool — obey  your  orders" — 
Flashed  the  battle  cry  that  day 
From  Dewey  on  his  flagship. 
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Stripped  our  sailors  for  the  fray, 

From  Commodore 

To  humblest  tar, 

In  that  fight  with  bloody  Spain 

Passed  on  every  ship 

From  Up  to  lip, 

"Remember,  boys,  the  Maine." 

With  brave  Dewey  at  Manila, 
When  he  conquered  Spain's  flotilla, 
Was  his  gallant  old  commander, 

Farragut. 
There  was  Perry  and  McDonough, 
There  was  Jones  and  Lawrence,  too, 
But  he  gave  the  post  of  honor 
To  his  comrade  and  commander, 

Farragut. 
Side  by  side  with  Nelson's  star, 
That  has  shone  since  Trafalgar, 
Blazes  now  the  star  of  Dewey, 

Of  Manila. 

Hark!  the  cannons  now  are  roaring! 
See!  the  guns  their  shots  are  pouring! 
Pouring  like  great  drops  of  iron  rain; 

Fire  and  hell! 

Shot  and  shell! 
O'er  our  ships  are  deadly  soaring, 
Giving  answer  to  the  pouring 

Of  our  guns. 
But  the  bloodshot  eye  of  Spain, 
Dazzled  by  our  glorious  stars, 
And  the  nerveless  arm  of  Spain, 
Once  so  mighty  in  her  wars — 
All  their  fire  and  vigor  lost, 
For  the  sword  of  right  they  crossed— 
Harmless  fell 
Their  shot  and  shell 

At  Manila. 
But  brave  Dewey  and  his  fleet, 
Girded  for  the  battle,  meet 
The  fleet  of  haughty  Spain 

At  Manila, 
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And  Spain's  bravest  men  were  there; 
Aye!  they  fought  with  brave  despair, 
Braving  well  the  battle's  shock, 
While  their  warships  keel  and  rock, 
Helpless  in  the  bloody  waves, 
Ebbing  o'er  brave  sailors'  graves, 
While  each  gun  their  requiem  raves 

At  Manila. 
But  our  cannons  still  are  roaring 
Her  Quiros  and  Ouero 
Isle  de  Cuba  and  Ulloa, 
On  that  ever  hateful  day, 
On  that  glorious  first  of  May, 
Were  forever  swept  away, 
By  brave  Dewey  and  his  tars, 
Fighting  'neath  the  Stripes  and  Stars, 

At  Manila. 

Round  the  walls  of  proud  Alhambra, 
'Neath  the  towers  of  fair  Seville, 
'Neath  the  bowers  of  Andalusia, 
And  the  groves  of  sweet  Castile, 

There  is  weeping, 

There  is  wailing, 

For  the  dead — 
For  the  dead  who  died  in  vain. 
And  our  guns  their  shots  are  pouring, 
Pouring  like  great  drops  of  iron  rain; 
Every  shot  and  shell  is  telling 
And  our  tars  are  "Victory"  yelling, 
As  like  toys  Spain's  ships  are  scattered, 
As  like  hulks  Spain's  ships  are  battered, 
'Till  their  cruisers  are  afire, 
And  the  flames  creep  higher  and  higher, 
Illuming  thy  just  downfall, 

Bloody  Spain. 

From  the  Reina  Christina 
Bursts  forth  tongues  of  lurid  flame; 
Droops  the  flag  of  proud  Montojo, 
And  an  humbled  nation's  shame, 
Wept  aloud  when  her  Castilla, 
Her  Don  Juan  de  Austria, 
Her  Lezox  and  her  Luzon, 
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For  the  brave  who  died  for  Spain; 
For  the  sailors  who  are  sleeping 
'Neath  the  wall  of  victory's  knell, 
For  brave  sailors  who  are  sleeping, 
But  who  fought  and  bravely  fell. 

Not  a  sailor  brave  we  mourn; 
Not  a  star  was  battle  torn 

At  Manila. 
Admiral  Dewey,  here's  to  thee 
And  our  sailors  three  times  three, 
For  the  hero  and  the  heroes 

Of  Manila. 


BATTLE  OF  SANTIAGO. 

MRS.  E.  Q.  BUCK. 

Hark!    What  is  that  distant  booming,  floating  up  on  the  breeze  from  the 

south? 
Does  it  come  from  the  heaven's  artillery,  or  proceed  from  a  cannon's 

mouth? 
I  scan  the  heavens  in  wonder;  I  hear  it  again  and  again. 
Ah!     It's  Commodore  Schley's  squadron;  he's  just  feeling  the  pulse  of 

Spain. 
He's  watched  at  the  mouth  of  the  harbor,  in  the  shimmering  heat  of 

noon; 
By  the  flash  of  the*  searchlight  dazzling  bright,  he  has  watched  in  the 

midnight  gloom; 
And  he's  tired  at  last  of  waiting  for  a  sight  of  the  skulking  foe; 
And  our  banner  fair  gave  the  signal  there  that  to  battle  he  would  go. 
Then  boldly  the  Massachusetts,  like  the  pilgrims  in  days  of  yore, 
Steamed  slowly  out,  turned  half  about,  and  down  on  the  harbor  bore. 
'Twas  a  fiend  incarnate  planned  it,  the  destruction  of  the  Maine; 
But  the  coward  plan  and  the  starving  clan  are  the  methods  used  by 

Spain; 
They  rely  on  the  lurking  fever  and  the  heat  from  the  torrid  zone, 
To  thin  our  ranks,  but  to  God  give  thanks;  He  can  guard  and  protect 

His  own. 
We  are  proud  to  be  boys  of  a  nation  that  stands  for  the  truth  and  right, 
And  Uncle  Sam,  when  I  am  a  man,  will  find  that  I  can  fight; 
And  we'll  build  near  Morro  Castle  in  memory  of  their  fame, 
A  monument  high,  that  w|l)  reach  the  sky,  for  the  heroes  of  the  Maine. 
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HARK,  HAKK,  I  HEAR  A  TRUMPET! 

H.  E.  BOLLES. 

Hark!  hark!  I  hear  a  trumpet 

That  is  blown  above  the  sky, 
And  I  hear  the  voice  of  Michael 

Raised  above  the  Cuban's  cry! 
For,  the  God  of  all  creation, 

In  the  justness  of  his  might, 
Has  determined  that  no  longer 

Wrong  shall  triumph  over  Right. 
Arise!   arise!   and  answer  him 

With  cannon  and  with  sword. 
Let  the  feet  of  Godly  armies 

March  to  music  of  the  Lord! 
As  they  who  at  Havana 

Were  given  to  the  sea. 
Have  answered  to  the  trumpet 

That  shall  set  the  Cuban  free. 

Hark!  do  I  hear  some  Christian — 

God  pardon  such  as  he — 
Say  "I'm  sorry  for  the  Cubans, 

But  what  are  they  to  me?" 
Tear  from  the  flag  above  him 

The  mockery  he  flies, 
Those  stars  he  waves  to  Heaven 

Are  an  insult  to  the  skies. 
Stand  up  as  stood  our  fathers — 

'Till  tyrants  shall  retreat, 
Be  cowards  found  upon  their  knees 

And  Christians  on  their  feet — 
And  show  the  world  this  nation 

Was  builded  on  the  plan, 
That  men  have  got  a  brother 

Wherever  there's  a  man. 

Not  for  the  pride  of  conquest, 
Not  for  the  love  of  gain, 

Our  hills  are  big  with  armies, 
Our  ships  go  down  the  main, 

Filled  with  the  freight  of  Freedom- 
Freight  the  ocean  never  bore— 


t 


Spanish- American   War  Songs.  105 

And  with  the  love  of  human  hearts 

That  beat  from  shore  to  shore. 
Not  for  the  sake  of  vengeance, 

But,  for  our  conscience  sake, 
And  for  the  tears  of  women 

And  for  brave  hearts  that  break, 
So  that  we  unto  others 

As  we  should  they  do  again, 
Our  hills  are  big  with  armies 

And  our  ships  go  down  the  main. 

Hark!  I  hear  the  trumpets 

That  are  blown  above  the  skies 
And  the  voice  of  Michael  shouting 

Through  the  dying  Cuban's  cries: 
"Let  the  bells  of  Freedom 

Ring  from  every  spire, 
And  from  hill  to  hill-top 

Flash  the  signal  fire; 
And  let  all  the  Peoples 

Encircled  by  the  sun, 
Swell  the  hallelujah, 

The  battle  is  begun. 
The  Hand  that  rolls  the  planets, 

The  Palm  that  lifts  the  sea, 
Is  raised  against  the  tyrant 

And  Cuba  shall  be  free." 


THE   OLD   FLAG. 

H.   C.   BUNNBR. 


Off  with  your  hat  as  the  flag  goes  by! 

And  let  the  heart  have  its  say; 
You're  man  enough  for  a  tear  in  your  eye 

That  you  will  not  wipe  away. 

You're  man  enough  for  a  thrill  that  goes 

To  your  very  finger  tips — 
Ay!  the  lump  just  then  in  your  throat  that  rose 

Spoke  more  than  your  parted  lips. 

Lift  the  boy  on  your  shoulder,  high, 
And  show  him  the  faded  shred— 
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Those  stripes  would  be  red  as  the  sunset  sky 
If  Death  could  have  dyed  them  red. 

The  man  that  bore  it  with  Death  has  lain 
This  twenty  years  and  more — 

He  died  that  the  work  should  not  be  vain 
Of  the  men  who  bore  it  before. 

The  man  that  bears  it  is  bent  and  old, 
And  ragged  his  beard  and  gray — 

But  look  at  his  eye  fire  young  and  bold, 
At  the  tune  that  he  hears  them  play. 

The  old  tune  thunders  through  all  the  air,  - 
And  strikes  right  into  the  heart; 

If  ever  it  calls  for  you,  boy,  be  there! 
Be  there  and  ready  to  start. 

Off  with  your  hat  as  the  flag  goes  by! 

Uncover  the  youngster's  head! 
Teach  him  to  hold  it  holy  and  high, 

For  the  sake  of  its  sacred  dead. 
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OUK    VICTORY. 

MAURICE  BURNMASTBR. 
Aged  Nino  Years. 

Oh,  Spain!  oh,  Spain!  cowardly  Spain! 
Why  did  you  blow  up  our  battleship  Maine? 

It's  enough  that  you  torture  the  mothers  and  babes, 
And  poor,  starving  Cuba,  you  made  them  your  slaves. 

The  freedom  bells  are  a-ringing 
And  America  is  a-singing. 

Oh,  Spain!  oh,  Spain!    How  big  will  America  be, 
Oh,  Spain,  you  are  not  master  of  the  sea; 

It's  a  pity  for  the  Maine — 
Who  did  it  but  cowardly  Spain? 

Our  soldiers  are  ready  to  stand  brave  and  true, 
To  live  or  to  die  for  the  red,  white  and  blue. 
Revenge  for  the  sailors  who  died  on  the  Maine, 
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ISABELLA. 

H.   BUTTERWORTH. 

There  was  weeping  in  Granada  on  that  eventful  day, 
"One  king  of  triumph  entered  in,  one  vanquished  rode  away." 
Down  from  the  Alhambra's  minarets  was  every  crescent  flung. 
And  the  cry  of  "Santiago!"  through  the  jeweled  palace  rung. 

And  singing,  singing,  singing, 

Were  the  nightingales  of  Spain. 

But  the  Moorish  monarch,  lonely, 

The  cadences  heard  only. 

'They  sadly  sing,"  said  he, 

'They  sadly  sing  to  me." 

And  through  the  groves  melodious 

He  rode  toward  the  sea. 

There  was  joy  in  old  Granada,  on  that  eventful  day, 
"One  king  in  triumph  entered  in,  one  slowly  rode  away." 
Up  the  Alcala  singing  marched  the  gay  cavaliers — 
Gained  was  the  Moslem  Empire  of  twice  three  hundred  years. 

And  singing,  singing,  singing, 

Were  the  nightingales  of  Spain. 

But  the  Moorish  monarch,  lonely, 

The  cadences  heard  only. 

"They  sing  sadly,"  said  he, 

"They  sing  sadly  to  me, 

Andalusia  is  sighing!" 

And  he  rode  toward  the  sea. 

Through  the  groves  of  Alpuzarrus,  on  that  eventful  day, 
The  vanquished  King  rode  slowly  and  tearfully  away. 
He  paused  upon  the  Xenil,  and  saw  Granada  fair 
Wreathed  with  the  sunset's  roses  in  palpitating  air. 

And  singing,  singing,  singing, 

Were  the  nightingales  of  Spain. 

But  the  Moorish  monarch,  lonely, 

The  cadences  heard  only. 

"They  sadly  sing,"  said  he, 

"They  sadly  sing  to  me; 

Andalusia  is  sighing!" 

He  rode  toward  the  sea. 

The  Verga  heaped  with  flowers  below  the  city  lay, 
And  faded  In  the  sunset,  as  he  slowly  rode  away, 
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And  he  paused  again  a  moment  amid  the  cavaliers, 

And  saw  the  golden  palace  shine  through  the  mist  of  tears. 

And  singing,  singing,  singing, 

Were  the  nightingales  of  Spain. 

But  the  Moorish  monarch,  lonely, 

The  cadences  heard  only. 
'They  sadly  sing,"  said  he, 
'They  sadly  sing  to  me; 

Andalusia  is  sighing!" 

And  he  rode  toward  the  sea. 

Past  the  gardens  of  Granada  rode  Isabella  fair, 

As  twilight's  parting  roses  fell  on  the  sea  of  air; 

She  heard  the  lisping  fountains,  and  not  the  Moslem's  sighs, 

She  saw  the  sun-crowned  mountains,  and  not  the  tear-wet  eyes. 

"Sing  on,"  she  said,  "forever, 

Oy  nightingales  of  Spain; 

Guadalquivir  nor  Xenil 

Will  he  ne'er  see  again. 

Ye  sweetly  sing,"  said  she, 

"Ye  sweetly  sing  to  me." 

She  rode  toward  the  palace, 

He  rode  toward  the  sea. 

"I  see  above  yon  palace,  your  pinnacles  of  gems, 
The  banners  of  the  chalice,  the  dual  diadems; 
It  fills  my  heart  with  rapture,  as  from  a  smile  divine, 
I  feel  the  will  to  bless  it,  if  all  the  world  were  mine." 

"Sing  on,"  she  said,  "forever, 

O,  nightingales  of  Spain; 

Gaudalquivir  and  Xenil 

Ye  joyful  make  again, 

Ye  sweetly  sing,"  said  she, 

"Ye  sweetly  sing  to  me." 

She  rode  toward  the  capital, 

He  rode  toward  the  sea. 


SOTTO  VOCE. 

ARCHIE  BELT,. 
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Bold  rhapsodies  on  each  cyclonic  gust, 

Wing  high  their  flights,  and  melt 

In  rolling  thunder  o'er  the  fields  of  earth. 
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Lov'st  thou  the  motif  weird? 

If  so,  go  forth  in  forest  dense, 

And  drink  the  magic  splendor  of  the  time. 

If  such  please  not  thine  ear, 
Come  thou  to  me  at  even  on  the  strand, 
Where  Brie's  waves,  relieved  of  days'  unrest. 
Pour  forth  the  gentle  heart-throbs  of  the  deep, 
I  heard  the  nocturne  first  in  youthful  hours 
And  since  that  time,  have  nightly  gone  afar, 
That  I  might  watch  the  billows  murmuring 
And  clinging  'round  the  mother's  anxious  breast; 
That  I  might  hear  their  vesper  melodies, 
Therefrom  deriving  life  for  another  day. 


THE  YANKEE  VOLUNTEER 

MABEL  HAUGHTON  BROWN. 

Aye,  boast,  old  England,  if  you  will, 

Of  valor  fierce  and  wild, 
And  flaunt  the  emblem  of  your  king, 

On  whom  the  War  God  smiled. 
With  you,  we  take  the  goblet  up, 

And  toss  it  off  with  cheer — 
You  name  your  monarch — glass  to  glass, 

We  name  Our  Volunteer! 

All  hail!  a  Nation's  proud  applause 

Shall  spur  him  to  his  goal — 
The  blood  of  patriots  is  his, 

And  freedom  thrills  his  soul. 
No  drafted  braggart  he  to  turn, 

Or  feel  a  coward's  fear — 
The  pillar  of  our  Nation's  strength 

Is  he — Our  Volunteer. 

Wherever  dark  oppression  rules — 

Tls  there  he  takes  his  stand — 
And  "Liberty  or  death,"  his  cry, 

Has  wrung  from  land  to  land. 
Proud  England,  take  your  goblet  up, 

Your  monarch  loud  we  cheer; 
Now,  drink  with  us  a  double  health — 

"The  Yankee  Volunteer!" 
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THE  FALL  OF  MANILA. 

WILLIAM  J.    BURKE. 

Tis  night,  'neath  fair  Manila's  skies 
The  Spanish  fleet  at  anchor  lies; 
Her  ships  are  trimmed  for  deadly  strife, 
Pledged  to  each  man  to  yield  his  life 
To  save  thy  faded  honor,  Spain, 
Thou  once  proud  mistress  of  the  main, 
Whose  flag  had  waved  in  every  breeze, 
»     Whose  ships,  triumphant,  rode  the  seas, 
Whose  prowess  once  the  world  did  own, 
But  now,  undone,  a  tottering  throne, 
To  which  no  nations  succor  bring 
To  cheer  thy  regent  and  boy  king; 
Will  fate  now  stay  thy  threatened  fall, 
Or  neutral  power,  or  friendly  Gaul, 
Avail  thee  in  the  coming  strife, 
On  which  depends  thy  throne,  thy  life? 
No,  those  alone  whom  thou  had'st  spurned 
In  pity  now  to  thee  are  turned; 
E'en  now,  in  this  thy  trying  hour, 
When  fortune  flies  thy  waning  power; 
E'en  now  for  thee,  by  thee  oppressed, 
Upon  their  guns  thy  yeoman  rest, 
Cheered  by  traditions  of  the  past, 
They'll  face  thy  foe,  perchance  their  last, 
Flanked  by  two  forts  that  guard  the  bay, 
They  calmly  wait  the  coming  fray. 

Before  the  rising  of  the  sun 
They  hear  a  distant,  random  gun; 
The  watch  peers  forth  into  the  gloom, 
Tet  scarce  discerns  the  ships  that  loom 
In  the  gray  dawn,  nor  can  descry 
Or  friends  or  foes,  or  flag  they  fly. 
As  dawn  breaks  slowly  o'er  the  seas 
The  mist  is  lifting  with  the  breeze, 
And  now  o'er  ocean's  shady  green 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  are  dimly  seen. 
The  proud  Olympia  leads  the  way, 
Nor  stands  without  the  inner  bay, 
Though  fleet  and  mines  and  forts  present 
A  formidable  armament; 
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Still  on  she  sails,  as  if  no  foe 
Awaited  there  to  strike  the  blow, 
Nor  slackened  pace  till  well  abreast 
The  Spanish  fleet,  then  signals  "rest," 
Maneuvred  now  to  left  or  right 
Her  fleet  awaits  the  coming  fight 

Montejo  eyes  them  while  they  form, 
And  gives  command:    "Lay  siege  and  storm 
The  Yankee  fleet,  by  fort  and  ship, 
The  wings  of  her  proud  eagle  clip." 
Their  guns  flash  out,  a  dreadful  roar 
Re-echoes  round  the  distant  shore; 
Their  shell  and  shot,  like  showers  of  sleet, 
Fall  harmless  'mong  the  Yankee  fleet. 
Undaunted  stand  those  Yankee  tars; 
Though  few  are  marked  with  battle's  scars 
They  wait  the  sign.    It  comes,  it  runs, 
"Stand  by,  lay  to  and  man  the  guns." 
This  Dewey  signalled,  then  he  said: 
"Yon  flag  that  streams  above  my  head 
Tonight  in  triumph  still  will  wave 
Or  trail  above  my  watery  grave. 
Let  go!"    A  broadside  now  she  pours. 
Terrific  o'er  the  sea  it  roars; 
Well  ranged,  it  makes  the  foeman  reel. 
'Mid  bursting  bombs  and  piercing  steel, 
The  Spaniards,  roused  by  this  surprise, 
With  vigor  now  their  force  applies; 
Their  cannonading  rends  the  skies, 
Their  shot  and  shell  like  lightning  flies. 
Cavite  joins,  with  deadly  hail 
It  tries  to  pierce  the  iron  mail 
That  wraps  the  bold  Olympiad  side, 
But  still,  unscathed,  she  rides  the  tide. 
Both  fleets  entire  are  now  engaged, 
And  fiercely  is  the  battle  waged; 
The  lightning  flash  from  either  side 
Reveals  the  troubled,  sanguine  tide. 
Prom  both  sides  now  the  cannons  roar. 
And  deadly  contents  outward  pour 
On  ships  and  men  who  take  the  blow, 
And  neither  crave  nor  spare  the  foe. 
Brave  Dewey's  flagship,  at  the  front, 
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Still  bravely  bears  the  battle's  brunt; 
Her  panting  engines  force  the  tide 
And  wheel  her  for  each  fresh  broadside. 
Her  ponderous  guns  in  every  breath 
Belch  forth  a  messenger  of  death, 
That  leaves  destruction  in  its  trail 
And  terrifies  the  Spanish  sail. 

They  pause  to  strike  their  flag;  but  no, 

Again  they  face  the  Yankee  foe 

And  battle  still,  nor  would  resign 

The  glory,  Spain,  that  once  was  thine. 

Still  on  they  fight,  but  weaker  grow 

The  shots  they  fire,  and  less  they  throw. 

In  dire  alarm  Monte  jo  views 

His  battered  fleet,  and  broken  crews, 

Who  rally  not  at  his  behest, 

So  harassed,  wounded  and  distressed. 

Disaster  pales  the  Spaniard's  brow, 
Sad  thoughts  oppress  his  bosom  now; 
If  he  had  fallen  by  foes  opposed, 
And  o'er  his  form  the  ocean  closed, 
It  might  be  said  of  him,  he  gave 
What  none  could  more,  his  life,  to  save 
His  country  from  the  dreadful  blow 
That  threatens  now  her  overthrow. 

Bewildered,  now,  like  one  he  seems 

Who  labors  in  affrighted  dreams; 

His  gunners  bleed,  his  captains  slain, 

His  ships  are  burning  on  the  main, 

Or  blown,  or  sunk,  or  in  retreat — 

Annihilated  is  his  fleet 

The  forts  are  dumb,  their  shattered  walls 

In  crumbled  ruins  smoke,  and  palls 

The  forms  of  those  within  who  died 

Defending  royalty  and  pride. 

Tie  noon,  'neath  fair  Manila's  skies, 

The  Stars  and  Stripes  in  glory  flies, 

A.nd  Dewey  lives,  the  glory's  his, 

Manila  is  his  Salamis. 
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THE  DAY  OF  WKATH. 

S.  P.  BUTLER. 

Die,  thou  Ishmael  of  nations,  false  and  foul  from  foot* to  crown! 
On  the  crimson  tide  of  slaughter  floats  thy  ship  of  conquest  down! 
In  thy  red  and  yellow  standard  is  the  truth  in  color  told, 
For  never  Spaniard  faltered  where  the  prize  was  blood  or  gold. 
See  the  pale  and  spectral  legions,  marshaled  ghostly  to  the  view, 
Haunt  the  Aztec's  silvered  valleys,  guard  the  gateways  of  Peru. 
Shades  they  come,  in  phantom  muster,  on  Cholula's  silent  square; 
Throng  the  halls  of  Caxamalca  with  a  fixed  and  stony  stare, 
bonder  stalks  the  Montezuma,  fadeless  spots  upon  his  robe, 
And  the  proud  and  martyred  Inca,  through  his  golden-domed  abode. 

Ripened  grain  before  thy  sickle  fell  the  harmless  Caribs  down, 
4£<1  they  file  before  thee  nightly  in  an  army  worn  and  brown. 
8wept  from  earth  as  with  a  besom — wails  of  anguish  freight  the  air, 
^*  thy  dogs  of  carnage  rend  them  in  their  isles  so  green  and  fair. 
Gstrnivals  of  blood  and  plunder,  mad  debauch  of  sword  and  flame, 
^•**st  and  godless  desecration — in  the  gentle  Savior's  name! 
^^Ycy's  holy  cross  uplifted,  as  thy  demon  legions  smote; 
**  Prey's  mild  evangel  thundered  from  the  cannon's  deadly  throat. 

^ll  thy  skies,  O  Spain!  are  reddened  with  the  Auto's  hell-born  glare, 
^^liile  the  torture  chorus  rises  from  thy  dungeons  of  despair. 
^**~lpping  shambles  were  the  altars  where  a  God  of  Love  was  preached; 

^ns  of  death,  the  fields  of  Europe  where  the  bones  of  martyrs  bleached. 
c*>tirtly  Egmont,  rising  headless  from  the  crime-stained  Brussels  block, 
**~^llant  Horn,  erect  and  guiltless,  facing  murder  like  a  rock. 
^°ln  the  hosts  by  Alva  slaughtered,  with  this  verdict  in  their  groan — 

^fcight  forever  on  thy  scaffold — wrong  forever  on  thy  throne." 

£*!«,  thou  Ismael  of  nations;  granite  heart  and  soul  of  steel! 
^Tien  didst  thou,  for  human  sorrow,  once  the  dint  of  pity  feel? 
^Hen  did  e'er  the  cup  of  kindness  in  thy  mailed  hand  appear? 
^~hen  did  Justice  find  a  refuge  in  thy  Forum  grim  and  drear? 

"Death,"  the  one  unfailing  sentence  which  thy  savage  councils  gave; 

**ones  and  ruin  line  thy  pathway  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 

God  of  Vengeance,  Thou  art  coming  in  the  whirlwind  of  the  storm; 
^ou  art  marching  with  the  armies  on  the  Cuban  hills  that  form; 
A*d  the  Hand  that  sank  Armada  comes  to  ransom  the  oppressed, 
^here,  in  lilied  robes  of  Mercy,  Christ  has  risen  in  the  west 
Peace  on  earth  by  sword  and  battle;  let  the  trodden  isles  rejoice! 
For  the  thunder  boom  of  squadrons,  Lord  of  Judgment,  is  Thy  voice! 
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PEOPLE   THAT  DELIGHT   IN  WAR. 

CHRISTIAN    BURKE. 

Glitter  of  steel  along  the  sunny  street, 
A  strain  of  martial  music  clear  and  loud, 
The  stream  of  scarlet  flowing  like  a  tide, 
'Mid  the  wild  cheering  of  the  eager  crowd, 
The  blazoned  banners  floating  far  and  wide, 
And  sounding  over  all  the  measured  beat — 
Like  rolling  drums — of  those  exultant  feet 
That  march  to  death  or  glory  side  by  side. 
Thus  they  go  forth  who  never  may  return, 
t  A  deadly  fever  fills  the  nation's  veins, 

The  fires  of  passion  fierce  and  fiercer  burn, 
•Till — as  some  captive  panther  burst  its  chains — 
Men  stand  amazed  at  the  tremendous  sight, 
Empire  'gainst  empire  arming  in  its  might. 

This  is  the  pride  of  War.    Ah!  who  shall  tell 
The  story's  issue?    Tis  that  redd'ning  field 
Across  whose  length  a  thirsty  river  runs, 
Fed  with  their  blood  who  know  not  how  to  yield; 
Who  died  'mid  cannon's  roar  and  smoke  of  guns. 
And  tramping  hosts  that  crushed  them  as  they  fell; 
'Mid  strife  that  turns  the  fair  earth  into  hell, 
Whilst  Rachel's  voice  laments  her  glorious  sons! 
The  death-wail  sobs  above  the  victor-song; 
Such  tears  might  tarnish  even  Honor's  prize, 
And  our  sick  hearts  cry  out,  "How  long!  How  long!" 
Lord  God  of  Battles?    When  wilt  Thou  arise? 
When  shall  Thy  kingdom  come — Thy  Righteous  law, 
Healing  the  nations  from  the  wounds  of  war?" 


HER   PAPA. 

MARY  NORTON  BRADFORD. 

My  papa's  all  dressed  up  today; 

He  never  looked  so  fine; 
I  thought  when  I  first  looked  at  him 

My  papa  wasn't  mine. 
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He's  got  a  beautiful  new  suit — 

The  old  one  was  so  old — 
It's  blue,  with  buttons  oh,  so  bright, 

I  guess  they  must  be  gold. 

And  papa's  sort  o'  glad  and  sort 

O'  sad — I  wonder  why; 
And  ev'ry  time  she  looks  at  him 

It  makes  my  mamma  cry. 

Who's  Uncle  Sam?    My  papa  says 

That  he  belongs  to  him; 
But  papa's  joking,  'cause  he  knows 

My  uncle's  name  is  Jim. 

My  papa  just  belongs  to  me 

And  mamma.    And  I  guess 
The  folks  are  blind  who  cannot  see 

His  buttons  marked  U.  S. 

U.  S.  spells  Us.    He's  ours — and  yet 

My  mamma  can't  help  cry, 
And  papa  tries  to  smile  at  me, 

And  can't — I  wonder  why. 


OUR  ARMY  IN   CUBA. 

JOHN    BURT,    JR. 

We  are  bully  boys  from  Yankeedom, 

And  are  not  here  for  fun; 
We  have  brought  our  ammunition, 

And  each  man  has  a  gun. 
So  just  stand  back,  you  Spanish  Dons, 

Pray  God  to  save  your  souls, 
We  mean  to  do  some  fighting  here, 

And  fill  you  full  of  holes. 

You  have  called  us  pigs  and  cowards, 

When  we  were  far  away; 
You  talked  as  if  you  meant  it,  too, 

While  here  you  held  your  sway. 
Our  presence  here  has  changed  your  tune, 

You  don't  cry  out  so  loud; 
You  do  not  stand  so  quite  erect, 

Nor  yet  appear  so  proud — 
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As  when  we  were  in  Yankeedom, 

Some  miles  across  the  sea; 
And  you  had  sunk  the  goodly  Maine, 

And  tried  to  kill  our  Lee. 
So  get  you  up,  and  hie  away, 

To  your  own  homes  again, 
We've  had  enough  of  cut-throats,  thieves 

And  the  hellish  sons  of  Spain. 

This  isle  has  run  with  freemen's  blood 

It's  dripping  from  your  knives; 
And  full  an  hundred  thousand  men 

Have  here  lain  down  their  lives, 
In  Freedom's  cause,  for  Liberty, 

But  not  in  War's  proud  name; 
They  were  victims  of  the  assassin's  blade — 

We  speak  it  to  your  shame! 

But  w#  have  come  in  Freedom's  name, 

From  our  homes  across  the  sea; 
We  are  bully  boys  from  Tankeedom, 

And  this  is  our  decree — 
"Not  another  Spaniard  in  this  land 

After  today's  sun's  set; 
So  hustle  now,  my  Spanish  Dons, 

You  just  get  up  and  get." 


WAE   SONG. 

LOUIS  M.  BRIAND. 


Uncle  Sam's  good  boys  in  blue, 
They  are  fearless,  brave  and  true; 

Their  plucky  traits  are  known  the  world  around. 
And  we'll  ne'er  forget  the  Maine 
When  we  drive  out  cruel  Spain 

From  the  isle  she  tries  to  hold  down  by  a  crown. 

Chorus: 

Then  fight,  fight,  fight  with  all  your  might,  boys; 
Do  not  let  your  spirits  fall. 

And  we'll  show  those  Spanish  Dons 

How  we  treat  poor  Cuba's  sons 
When  we  drive  the  Spanish  from  old  Cuba's  soil. 
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Uncle  Sam  will  back  us  all, 
With  a  gun  or  cannon  ball, 

To  drive  the  Spanish  out  of  Cuban  soil; 
And  to  let  the  Cubans  be, 
Who  have  won  by  chivalry, 

Fly  the  flag  of  freedom  o'er  their  noble  isle. 

Uncle  Sam's  good  cause  is  plain — 
To  the  world  he  did  explain, 

The  reason  why  such  steps  he  had  to  take 
To  stop  this  cruel  war, 
That  has  lowered  Spanish  lore, 

And  to  let  the  dawn  of  freedom  soon  awake. 

Uncle  Sam,  that  good  old  man, 
Across  the  seas  has  boldly  gone 

To  set  a  poor,  downtrodden  people  free; 
And  to  raise  the  Cuban  flag, 
And  tear  down  that  Spanish  rag, 

When  they  cry  out,  "Oh,  God!"  'tis  liberty. 

Let  us  all  join  in  and  sing 
When  the  bells  of  freedom  ring 

The  tidings  to  those  brave  Cuban  sons, 
And  we  free  a  people  brave, 
Who  from  tyranny  we  save, 

And  give  them  what  they  fought  for,  one  by  one. 


THE  DAUNTLESS   COMMODOKE. 

C.    B.    BOTSFORD. 

Toss  hat  and  whoop  for  Dewey, 

The  hero  of  the  day, 
Whose  brilliant  exploit  haloes 

Now  famed  Manila  bay. 
He  sailed  the  bay  in  darkness 

As  safely  as  in  the  light, 
The  very  God  of  Battles 

HU  guidance,  shield  and  might 

Toss  hat  and  whoop  for  Dewey, 

The  dauntless  commodore, 
Whose  dazzling  swift  achievement 

Was  never  matched  before. 
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Sagacious,  cool  and  fearless 
He  from  the  jaws  of  death 

Has  wrested  living  triumph— 
A  stroke  that  takes  one's  breath! 

Then  whoop  and  hat  for  Dewey, 


Rear- Admiral  Is  he;  , 

But  In  the  rank  the  foremost 

His  stars  shall  ever  be. 
This  modest  loyal  patriot 

For  peace  has  mastered  war; 
Results  he  seeks  of  duty, 

The  means  he  must  abhor. 

He  bears  our  starry  banner 

In  triumph  o'er  the  sea, 
Humanity  its  message 

Its  spirit  liberty.  % 

Then  whoop  and  hat  for  Dewey, 

The  sailor  brave  and  true 
Who  bears  aloft  in  triumph 

The  red,  the  white  and  blue. 


A   WAR-TIME   MEMORIAL  DAY. 

T.  H.  BOICE. 

The  land  is  filled  with  the  clamor 

Of  nations  in  deadly  strife; 
The  bugles  are  calling  heroes 

From  peaceful  pursuits  of  life. 
The  smoke  of  the  camp-fires  rises 

From  tent-covered  fields  afar; 
The  hearts  of  the  watching  millions 

Are  thrilled  by  the  shock  of  war. 
The  tread  of  the  marching  armies 

Is  echoed  across  the  land; 
The  flag  that  they  love  is  floating 

Above  each  heroic  band. 
And  Fame,  with  her  smile  of  glory 

Points  onward  to  conquests  new, 
And  places  her  wreaths  of  laurel 

On  brows  of  the  brave  and  true. 


t 


Spanish- American  War  Songs.  119 

Tet  up  through  the  noise  of  battle. 

And  flounda  of  the  armies'  tread, 
Float  strains  of  the  nation's  tribute 

To  hosts  of  heroic  dead — 
The  heroes  who  heard  the  summons 

In  earlier  days  of  strife, 
And  fell  at  their  country's  altar 

While  saving  the  nation's  life. 
The  flag  that  they  loved  is  floating 

Above  each  untroubled  breast, 
But  dim  are  the  eyes  reviewing 

The  army  that  lies  at  rest. 
Tet  Fame,  with  her  smile  of  glory, 

Keeps  vigil  above  each  grave, 
And  sweet  are  the  flowers  she's  strewing 

Where  slumber  the  true  and  brave. 

Ah!  strong  are  the  fond  emotions 

That  in  every  heart  hold  sway, 
When  tribute  is  paid  to  heroes 

On  war-time's  Memorial  Day. 
The  cheers  and  the  tears  are  mingling, 

The  garlands  of  Fame  are  spread — 
Bright  laurels  for  heroes  living, 

Sweet  flowers  for  heroes  dead. 


«« 
<< 


BREAKING  CAMP. 

E.   V.   BONDINOT. 

Good-bye,"  we  hear,  "God  bless  you!" 
Good-bye,"  returns  again, 
Ah,  yes!  we're  going  to  Cuba 
To  fight,  and  not  in  vain." 


Cuba  shall  be  free  at  last," 
"We'll  not  forget  the  Maine." 
"God  speed  you  boys!  God  speed  you!" 

The  mothers  say  again. 


«• 


But  remember,  boys,  remember, 
To  write  to  us  at  home! 
We'll  wait  with  eager  longing, 
The  letters,  'til  they  come!" 

"You  have  gone  at  country's  bidding 
And  under  heaven's  wide  dome 
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No  one  could  do  more  nobly, 
Than  go  as  you  have  gone." 

"Keep,  always  this  in  mind,  boys! 
You're  fighting  for  the  right! 
For  your  country's  honor,  boys, 
To  show  the  world  her  might." 

"Keep  clean  and  pure  your  records,  boys, 
Through  every  day  and  night, 
Remember,  God  is  everywhere! 
You're  always  in  His  sight!" 
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"Our  prayers  are  offered  for  you,  boys, 

Every  minute  of  each  day," 
"I  need  them!"  "Yes  and  I  too," 

We  hear  young  voices  say. 

"A  last  good-bye!"    "We're  going  now!" 

Ah,  yes!     We're  off  today!" 
"Well,  then,. God  bless  and  keep  you,  boys, 

While  you  are  far  away." 


"My  boy  Is  gone! 
Oh!  God  in  Heaven! 
How  can  I  give  him  up?" 
He  was  my  life!  my  very  all, 
Oh!   the  bitter  in  this  cup! 

But  God  in  Heaven  can  keep  him! 
My  boy!  My  hero  brave! 
If  here  no  more  I  see  him, 
We  shall  meet  beyond  the  grave! 

For  God's  ways  are  mysterious, 
His  wonders  to  perform, 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea 
And  rides  upon  the  storm." 


THE  BATTLE  OF  MANILA. 

AMELIA  BURR. 

Out  of  the  deep,  O  Lord, 
Thy  Spirit  moves,  and  passes,  and  none  knows 
The  Sovereign  Will  directing  where  it  goes 
Save  only  Thou,  O  Lord!  . 
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Thy  ways  are  mystery.    Oft,  while  Thou  dost  sit 

With  folded  hands  and  deep  eyes  brooding  o'er 

The  wrong  and  anguish  of  this  world  of  sin, 

We  count  Thee  blind,  and,  vaunting  our  own  wit, 

Build  the  frail  loom  wherewith  we  think  to  spin 

The  tapestry  of  Fate.    Above  the  roar 

And  tumult  of  the  little  race  of  men 

Anon  Thou  dost  unsheath  Thy  mighty  sword 

In  awful  stillness,  and  Thou  dost  let  fall 

A  blow  that  shakes  the  world.    The  nations  all 

Fall  prostrate,  awed,  and  recollect  once  more 

That  over  all,  invincible,  supreme, 

Strong  beyond  our  imagination,  great 

Beyond  the  picturing  of  a  prophet's  dream. 

Thou  rulest,  Arbiter  of  Human  Fate! 

'Twas  in  Thy  Name  we  bade  the  war  drum  sound. 

We  rose,  full-armed,  as  for  a  new  crusade. 

We  trusted  to  Thy  strength  to  compass  round 

Our  forces  that  are  naught  without  Thine  aid. 

And  not  in  vain  did  we  our  trust  repose. 

Thine  ancient  promises  Thou  still  dost  keep. 

Thine  angel  came  and  led  us  to  our  foes 

Over  the  silent  deep. 

Our  ships  went  forth  upon  the  shaken  sea, 

Terrible  as  Leviathan.    Thy  hand 

Was  strong  to  shelter  those  who  fought  for  Thee, 

Thy  voice  was  clear  to  comfort  and  command. 

Through  the  blue  mist  of  battle  didst  Thou  lead 

The  champions  of  Thy  cause.  The  flaming  shower 

Of  shot  and  shell  that  roared  from  fort  and  ship 

Could  not  dismay  the  souls  that  in  Thy  power 

Had  faith,  nor  feared  dark  Azrael's  chill  grip. 

They  felt,  with  peace,  that  Thou  were  Lord  Indeed. 

Ah!  as  of  old  we  know 

Thine  overshadowing  hand  is  stretched  out  still. 

As  smitten  by  Thine  angel  fell  the  foe 

And  could  not  work  us  ill. 

Supernal  hands,  as  in  the  olden  days, 

Did  from  its  path  the  flaming  missile  bend, 

Wherefore  to  Thee,  O  Lord,  we  lift  our  praise 

That  cannot  know  an  end. 

Like  vengeful  spirits  on  the  thoughtless  foe 
Swept  down  our  ships — then  the  still  air  awoke 
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To  shattering  sound,  and  furious  crashing  blow 

Of  shell  on  steel — the  screaming  fire-birds  broke 

Through  the  gray  fog  of  smoke 

And  flew  in  deadly  flocks  across  the  sea 

As  if  the  demons  held  high  jubilee. 

Thick-thronging  in  the  awful  mist,  the  eye 

Could  almost  seem  to  spy 

The  phantom  figure  of  our  Nation's  dead, 

Called  from  the  tomb  by  the  fierce  battle-cry. 

From  their  stern  lips  a  soundless  cheer  arose 

For  him  who  led 

Our  Nation's  strength  against  our  Nation's  foes, 

Heroic  Dewey!    Through  the  fearful  hours 

He  strove,  courageous,  till  the  strife  was  crowned 

With  glorious  victory  and  the  day  was  ours. 

From  her  long  servitude  at  last  unbound, 

Manila,  Princes  of  the  Philippines, 

Beautiful  tropic  queens, 

Stood  proudly  gazing  on  the  wreck-strewn  flood, 

Baptized  to  freedom  with  her  tyrant's  blood. 

Hail  to  the  hero!    He  has  earned  his  place 
Among  the  laureled  leaders  of  our  race! 
Perry  his  kinship  owns, 
Farragut,  Porter,  and  the  Brave  Paul  Jones, 
The  patriot  privateer. 
Columbia's  dead  and  living  swell  the  cheer 
That  hails  brave  Dewey.    When  this  war  shall  cease, 
Still  amid  kindly  peace 
His  land  shall  hold  her  noble  warrior  dear. 
The  envious  hand  of  time  shall  not  efface 
This  victory  from  the  archives  of  our  race, 
The  battle  in  the  cause  of  Truth  and  Right 
Wherein,  through  God's  great  might, 
The  triumph  cost  not  one  devoted  life 
Of  those  who  faced  the  strife 
Beneath  our  banner  floating  fair  and  bright 

Lord,  in  our  memory  be  Thy  goodness  set! 

Let  us  not,  in  ingratitude,  forget 

The  mighty  deeds  which  Thou  for  us  has  done! 

The  battle  over  and  the  victory  won 

We  bow  the  knee  in  praise,  and  lift  again 

Our  eyes  to  Thee.    So  be  it  aye!     Amen. 
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"  BRAVE    COMRADE,  ANSWER  !  " 

GEORGE   HENRY  BOKER. 

Brave  comrade,  answer!    When  you  joined  the  war, 

What  left  you?    "Wife  and  children,  wealth  and  friend? 

A  storied  home  whose  ancient  roof-tree  bends 
Above  such  thoughts  as  love  tells  o'er  and  o'er." 
Had  you  no  pang  or  struggle?    "Yes;  I  bore 

Such  pain  on  parting  as  at  hell's  gate  rends 

The  entering  soul,  when  from  its  grasp  ascends 
The  last  faint  virtue  which  on  earth  it  wore." 

You  loved  your  home,  your  kindred,  children,  wife; 

You  loathed  yet  plunged  into  war's  bloody  whirl! — 
What  urged  you?    "Duty!    Something  more  than  life. 
That  which  made  Abraham  bare  the  priestly  knife, 

And  Isaac  kneel,  or  that  young  Hebrew  girl 
Who  sought  her  father  coming  from  the  strife." 


OUR  LITTLE  SISTER  CUBA. 

LESTER  A.  BUSHNELL. 

Our  little  Sister  Cuba 

Rebelled  against  old  Spain; 
That  treacherous  old  tyrant 

Blew  up  the  warship  Maine. 
The  little  dark-eyed  fairy 

Has  laid  a  secret  plan, 
She  may  elopt  and  marry 

Long-legged  Uncle  Sam. 

Chorus. 

Our  little  Sister  Cuba 

Appeals  to  us  for  aid, 
And  Uncle  Sam  should  be  a  man 

And  draw  his  trusty  blade — 
In  name  of  God  and  freedom, 

Strike  down  the  tyrant  Spain — 
Avenge  our  gallant  seamen 

Who  went  down  with  the  Maine. 

Our  starving,  bleeding  sister, 
So  near  to  freedom's  shore, 

Appeals  to  us  for  succor — 
She  cries  aloud  once  more. 
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"Whoever  would  deny  her 
Is  either  knave  or  fool — 

Down — down  with  cruel  monarchs, 
And  let  the  people  rule. 

[Chorus.] 

Our  little  Sister  Cuba 
Should  not  appeal  in  vain, 

Our  duty  is  to  aid  her— 
Her  liberty  to  gain; 

Draw  up  in  line  of  battle — 
Bring  out  the  longest  gun — 

We'll  make  their  dry  bones  rattle- 
Old  Spain  must  fight  or  run. 

[Chorus.] 

Then  will  our  starry  banner 

Wave  over  landvand  sea — 
The  eagle  perched  above  her — 

Emblem  of  liberty. 
Our  little  Sister  Cu6a 

Will  find  sweet  peace  again, 
When  every  Spanish  tryant 

Is  numbered  with  the  slain. 
[Chorus.] 


+ 

THE  DEMOfr  WAR 

C.  B.  BOTSFORD. 

When  demon  war  with  brooding  wings 

Has  risen  from  the  pit, 
What  imps  into  the  windows  look, 

And  on  the  threshold  sit! 
Within  the  soldier's  lonely  home 

Like  bats  at  night  they  come, 
Turn  martial  music  into  fear, 

The  bugle  and  the  drum. 

They  fill  the  night  with  troubled  dreams, 

And  all  the  day  with  dread; 
Portend  the  battle  from  afar, 

The  wounded  and  the  dead. 
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How  sad  and  terrible  is  war 

With  all  its  evil  train! 
It  is  earth's  minor  strain  of  woe 

With  sorrow's  deep  refrain. 

The  dismal,  burdened,  foodless  march. 

The  blind,  compulsive  tread, 
The  path  ensnared,  the  rugged  climb, 

The  bivouac  of  the  dead. 
The  saber,  sword  and  bayonet, 

The  shot  and  bursting  shell 
Among  the  ranks  of  living  men 

Seem  instruments  of  hell! 

But  language  in  her  effort  fails 

With  labored  breath  to  tell 
The  anguish  deep,  the  wail  of  woe 

To  heaven  despairing  swell, 
When  brutal  and  destructive  war 

The  town  and  home  assail, 
When  sack  and  sword  and  passions  fierce 

O'er  innocence  prevail! 

Alas!  the  blight  and  wounds  of  soul, 

That  demon  war  inflicts! 
Alas!  the  vices  and  the  woes 

Of  which  truth  war  convicts! 
Of  character  a  test  severe 

Ie  camp  and  battlefield, 
Temptations  strong  are  multiplied, 

Alas!  that  men  will  yield! 

As  on  the  battlefield  of  life 

The  stealthy  foe  unseen, 
The  simple  and  unwary  soul 

Smites  harness  joints  between 
Heaven  pity  those  who  strive  in  war 

And  those  they  leave  behind, 
Their  grief  assuage — with  love  displace 

The  hatred  of  mankind. 

O  holy  peace,  serene,  divine, 

Descended  from  above, 
Come,  reign  in  all  the  hearts  of  men, 

Supremely  reign,  O  Love! 
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THE   EIVER   FIGHT. 

II.   H.   BROWNELL. 

Would  you  hear  of  the  river  light? 
It  was  two  of  a  soft  Spring  night 
God's  stars  looked  down  on  all; 
And  all  was  clear  and  bright 
But  the  low  fog's  clinging  breath; 
Up  the  River  of  Death 
Sailed  the  great  Admiral. 


The  way  to  our  work  was  plain. 
Caldwell  had  broken  the  chain 
(Two  hulks  swung  down  amain 
Soon  as  'twas  sundered) 
Under  the  night's  dark  blue, 
Steering  steady  and  true, 
Ship  after  ship  went  through, 
Till,  as  we  have  in  view, 
"Jackson"  out- thundered! 

Back  echoed  "Philip!"  ah!  then 

Could  you  have  seen  our  men. 

How  they  sprung  in  the  dim  night  haze, 

To  their  work  of  toll  and  clamor! 

How  the  boarders,  t|th  sponge  and  rammer, 

And  their  captains,  with  cord  and  hammer, 

Kept  every  muzzle  ablaze. 

How  the  guns,  as  with  cheer  and  shout 

Our  tackle-men  hurled  them  out 

Brought  up  on  the  water  ways! 


But,  as  we  worked  along  higher, 
Just  where  the  river  enlarges, 
Down  came  a  pyramid  of  fire — 
It  was  one  of  your  long  coal  barges. 
(We  had  often  had  the  like  before.) 
'Twas  coming  down  on  us  to  larboard, 
Well  in  with  the  eastern  shore; 
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And  our  pilot,  to  let  it  pass  round, 
(Tou  may  guess  we  never  stopped  to  sound) 
Giving  us  a  rank  sheer  to  starboard, 
Ran  the  Flag  hard  and  fast  aground! 

'Twas  nigh  abreast  the  Upper  Fort, 
And  straight  away  a  rascal  ram 
(She  was  shaped  like  the  Devil's  dam) 
Puffed  away  for  us,  with  a  snort, 
And  shoved  it,  with  spiteful  strength, 
Right  alongside  of  us  to  port 
It  was  all  of  our  ship's  length — 
A  huge,  crackling  Cradle  of  the  Pit! 
Pitch-pine  knots  to  the  brim, 
Belching  flame  red  and  grim, 
What  a  roar  came  up  from  it! 

Well,  for  a  little  it  looked  bad; 

But  these  things  are,  somehow,  shorter 

In  the  acting  than  In  the  telling; 

There  was  no  singing  out  or  yelling, 

Or  any  fussing  or  fretting, 

No  stampede,  in  short; 

But  there  were,  my  lad, 

All  afire  on  our  port  quarter, 

Hammocks  ablaze  in  the  netting, 

Flames  spouting  out  at  every  port, 

Our  fourth  cutter  burning  at  the  davit 

(No  chance  to  lower  away  and  save  it). 

In  a  twinkling,  the  flames  had  risen 

Half-way  to  the  maintop  and  mizen, 

Darting  up  the  shrouds  like  snakes! 

Ah,  how  we  clanked  at  the  brakes. 

And  the  deep,  steaming  pumps  throbbed  under, 

Sending  a  ceaseless  flow. 

Our  topmen,  a  dauntless  crowd, 

Swarmed  in  the  rigging  and  shroud; 

There  ('twas  a  wonder!) 

The  burning  ratlines  and  strands 

They  quenched  with  their  bare,  hard  hands; 

But  the  great  guns  below 

Never  silenced  their  thunder. 
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WHEN   THE  FLAG   GOES  BY. 

JAMES  BUCKHAM. 

When  the  flag  goes  by  on  its  gilder  staff, 
And  its  silken  folds  in  the  sunshine  laugh, 
I  think  of  those  other  flags  that  lie, 
Faded  and  torn,  in  the  armory. 
I  think  of  the  nation's  glorified  dead; 
I  lift  my  heart,  but  I  bow  my  head! 

How,  when  the  clarion  summons  rang, 
Forth  to  the  nation's  aid  they  sprang! 
Red  are  yon  bars,  in  the  sunlight  tossed — 
Crimsoned  deeper  the  blood  they  cost! 
Drop  your  wreaths  where  the  heroes  He, 
And  think  of  them  when  the  flag  goes  by. 

How  brief  the  time  while  the  eyes  are  wet! 
We  weep,  we  praise,  but  we  soon  forget. 
We  think  of  the  glory  of  to-day, 
And  the  past  is  folded  and  laid  away — 
The  tattered  flag  with  its  blood-stained  fold, 
And  the  soldier  sleeping  beneath  the  mold. 

O  let  no  blazonry  of  pride 
Efface  the  tablet  of  those  who  died! 
God  help  us  ever  sincere  and  sweet 
To  hold  the  tribute  that  we  repeat, 
And  out  of  our  heart  of  hearts  reply 
To  the  solemn  dirge,  as  the  flag  goes  by! 


WHAT    SHALL   TO-MORROW    SAY? 

G.  H.  BARBOUR. 

Our  ways  are  peaceful  rays, 
Our  pathway  leads  where  labor  treads, 

Our  days  are  working  days; 
Yet  at  the  call  of  freedom  all 

The  Western  land  arrays. 

From  east  to  western  strand, 
One  flag  above  all  flags  we  love; 

One  people  and  one  land, 
One  God  we  pray  and  strive  alway 

To  heed  His  high  command. 
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What  shall  to-morrow  say? 
Will  we  forget  the  guide  posts  set 

In  our  forefathers'  day? 
In  this  dread  hour  of  conscious  power 

Well  may  the  Nation  pray: 

"Lord  cleanse  our  hearts  of  pride; 
Set  lust  of  gain  and  of  domain 

And  battle  lust  aside; 
If  we  must  on,  Thy  will  be  done; 

Be  Thou  our  steadfast  guide." 


THE  BIVOUAC  OF  THE  DEAD. 

HOMER  BASSFORD. 

Below  the  city, 
Where  the  green,  new  soldiers  come 
And  shock  the  air  with  sound  of  frequent  drum 
And  pitch  their  tents  upon  the  spring's  first  sod, 
There  rests  another  army — with  its  God. 

Beyond  the  hills, 
Along  the  slope  that  shades  the  river's  deep, 
At  rest  in  leveled  graves  ten  thousand  sleep, 
And  some  are  named,  and  some  are  marked  unknown, 
Each  has  his  number  and  his  year  in  stone. 

Within  the  tents 
The  living  soldiers  dream  of  honor's  field, 
Of  men  who  fl$ht,  who  die,  but  never  yield. 
He  sees  his  face  within  a  sculptured  niche; 
He  dreams  of  title  fine;  he  dreams  that  he  Is  rich. 

An  age  ago 
These  rotting  soldiers  had  their  dreams  like  this. 
With  eyes  that  gleamed  and  lips  that  loved  to  kiss 
They  marched  beneath  the  flag  they  would  defend, 
And  now  they  lie  unknown — a  bitter  end. 

We  pass  along 
The  seried  ranks  of  white  and  spring's  first  green, 
With  room  enough  for  kneeling  place  between, 
The  heart  is  full;  the  eyes  are  brimming  wells; 
The  hero's  pay — the  homage  fame  compels. 


i 
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TWO   FLAGS. 

JOHN  BROGAN. 

Old  flag  of  the  "far  flung  battle  line," 

New  flag  of  the  "noble,  free;" 
Twain  in  stress  of  a  vanishing  time, 

One  in  the  glory  to  be. 

The  same  tints  stream  from  your  gleaming  folds. 

Your  symbols  alike  ye  drew 
Whence  meteors  flash,  and  planet  holds 

High  court  in  the  vaulted  blue. 

Over  the  same  proud  race  unfurled; 

Race  of  the  stern  shibboleth; 
Ever  tyranny  hellward  be  hurled, 

Liberty  give  us,  or  death! 

Where  Freedom  beckons  on  foam  or  field, 

Alike  ye  flame  in  the  van; 
And  cross  or  star  on  each  azure  shield 

Flash  signals  of  hope  to  man. 

Entwine,  and  peace  comes  to  the  ages, 

Light  to  the  regions  of  gloom, 
The  triumph  of  hopes  of  the  sages — 

Deserts  turned  gardens  of  bloom. 

Dark  counsels  be  banished  forever, 

Where  mouthing  malice  is  rife, 
Be  palsied  the  hand  that  would  sever 

Or  dash  thee  together  in  strife. 


Hail,  flag  of  the  "far  flung  battle  line, 
Hail,  flag  of  the  "noble  free!" 

Twain  in  stress  of  a  vanishing  time 
One  in  the  glory  to  be. 


« 


UNDER  ONE  FLAG. 

ELLA  HOWARD   BRYAN. 

Not  fronting,  long  line  against  line  in  the  van, 
Not  pierced  with  the  lust  of  a  brother's  best  blood; 

Not  flushed  with  the  currents  of  hate,  that  once  ran 
Like  a  river,  upholding  each  terrible  mood — 
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But  shoulder  to  shoulder  each  day  through  the  heat, 
Each'  sharing  the  burden,  the  song  or  the  jest; 

At  night,  when  sleep  cometh  as  guerdon  most  sweet, 
Side  by  side,  in  the  light  of  the  white  moon,  they  rest. 

Ah,  fearful  appeal  to  the  wild  force  of  arms, 
It  is  well  that  thou  bearest  some  fruit  that  is  fair! 

Lo!  beneath  the  old  flag,  now  renewing  its  charms, 
Massachusetts  and  Georgia  lie  peacefully  there. 

God  holdeth  the  end,  but  the  beautiful  star, 

Reconciling  our  hearts,  is  ascendant  above. 
And  out  of  the  dust  and  the  mire  of  war 

There  springeth  the  wonderful  lilies  of  Love. 


UNDER  THE   RED   CROSS. 

WILLIAM   JAMES   BAKER. 

We  have  heard  the  tramp  of  marching 

To  the  firm  pulse  of  the  drum, 
To  the  bold  tongue  of  the  trumpet 

And  the  frantic  scream  of  fife! 
Though  the  martial  music  thrilled  us 

To  its  unison,  "Come!  Come!" 
Yet  our  souls  were  sick  with  visions 

Of  the  ruthless  rage  of  strife. 

We  have  seen  the  long  lines  swinging 

To  the  fury  of  the  drum, 
While  the  muskets  flashed  the  sunlight, 

Dazzling  eager,  tearful  eyes! 
Though  we  smiled  and  waved  our  heroes, 

Who  obeyed  the  Come!  Come!  Come! 
Tet  our  hearts  were  faint  for  anguish 

That  must  fall  'neath  far-off  skies. 

Ah,  though  trumpet  tones  may  prove  us, 

Yet  beneath  the  doomful  drum 
Thrills  a  softer  song  than  glories, 

To  the  grace  our  souls  are  fain! 
For  where  men  flinch  not  from  battle 

Pleads  the  sobbing  come,  come,  come, 
Come  and  shrine,  O  tears  of  mercy, 

Earth  that  sacred  life-stream's  stain. 
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MEMORIAL  POEM. 

CORA   C.    BASS. 

•  * 

Sweet  is  the  breath  of  the  springtime,  when  the  sound  of  the  bugle  ia 

heard, 
Its  soul  thrilling  paeans  swift  ecbo  the  clear,  ringing  notes  of  a  bird; 
And  bright  is  the  face  of  the  hillside  for  summer's  own  coming  arrayed, 
The  voice  of  the  singer  must  falter,  the  beautiful  flowers  must  fade. 

Precious  and  far  more  enduring  than  the  blessings  kind  nature  bestows, 
Is  Liberty,  firmly  abiding,  a  peerless  memorial  of  those 
Who  turned  from  their  calm  avocations  to  cheerfully  hurry  away; 
For  a  grateful  people  preserving  the  freedom  we  cherish  today. 

We  see  them,  lo,  here  is  a  father,  a  brother,  a  lover,  a  friend, 

They  are  marching,  and  marching,  and  marching,   till   their  kindred 

forces  blend; 
And  boldly  they  strive  to  press  forward,  unawed  by  the  battle's  dread 

din, 
So  ready  to  struggle  and  suffer,  to  struggle  and  suffer  and  win. 

Steadfast,  and  faithful,  and  fearless,  though  every  advantage  they  gain, 
Is  a  legacy,  cruel,  of  sorrow,  to  the  loved  ones  of  the  slain. 
Hark!  to  the  booming  of  cannon,  to  the  shrill,  piercing  scream  of  a  shell, 
And  yonder  poor  widow  is  weeping  a  lad  who  at  Gettysburg  fell. 

Leaden  hail  raining  around  him,  at  the  head  of  the  column  he  stood, 

Determined  if  needs  be  to  die  there,  as  only  a  patriot  could; 

And  fighting  as  biave  as  a  lion,  ay,  brave  as  a  lion  at  bay, 

He  shouted:  "The  Union  forever!"  and  sank  in  the  midst  of  the  fray. 

Then  holy,  thrice  holy,  the  record,  the  blood  written  record  of  deeds, 
Which  proves,  by  the  fruit  of  his  effort,  the  work  of  the  martyr  suc- 
ceeds. 
And  fitting  it  is  that  the  blossoms  should  ever  be  destined  to  shed, 
A  shower  of  delicate  perfume  o'er  the  hallowed  graves  of  the  dead. 

Blessed  it  is  to  do  homage,  to  the  men  who  would  willingly  give, 
The  promises  fair  of  the  future,  that  we  as  a  nation  might  live; 
And  whether  they  fell  in  the  conflict,  or  wounded  and  weary  returned, 
May  theirs  be  the  glorious  tribute  the  true  hearted  heroes  have  earned. 

Sweet  is  the  voice  of  the  springtime,  when  the  soldiers  assemble  as 

one, 
To  eulogize  those  who  have  fallen  in  the  wake  of  service  well  done. 
Many  are  quietly  sleeping  'neath  the  blush  of  the  warm  southern  sky, 
But  the  lilies  are  blooming  above  them,  and  the  old  flag  floats  on  high. 
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They  have  bivouacked  oft  In  the  southland,  the  enemy  fully  In  view, 
With  cities  and  armies  to  conquer,  herculean  duties  to  do; 
With  the  earth  Itself  for  a  pillow,  their  shelter  the  heaven's  blue  dome. 
But  now,  all  too  swiftly  and  surely,  the  comrades  are  gathering  home. 

Into  the  Guardian  Presence  neither  peril  nor  passion  intrude, 
When,  low  at  the  feet  of  the  Saviour,  the  fountain  of  life  is  renewed; 
Am  long  as  our  country  shall  prosper,  as  long  as  our  banner  shall  wave, 
Sever  the  bonds  of  oppression  as  they  severed  the  bonds  of  the  slave. 


THE  BABY  IX  BATTLE. 

A  TRUE  STORY. 
D.  G.  BICKERY. 

The  "Rebels"  round  old  Richmond  ranged  in  rugged  lined  array, 

And  fiercely  on  the  facing  front  the  Federal  foeman  lay; 

A  solemn  siege  of  silence  lured  its  lingering  length  along, 

The  nigh  unnatural  calm  foretold  a  tempest  stern  and  strong. 

Then  up  the  height  'gainst  Union  might  the  southern  charge  was  made, 
And  down  the  slope  the  fated  fire  of  Federal  f  usilade 
^  fall  and  furious;  fiercely  fought  the  rebels,  righted — reeled — 
Tfcn  staggered — steadied — stumbled,  stood  and  gained  the  open  field. 

Tta  batteries  belched  from  blue-manned  mounds,  and  mowed  the  gray- 
clad  grain, 
And  answering  pieces  pierced  the  air  with  shrapnel's  shrill  refrain, 
^hen  sudden  silence  strangely  fell  on  battery,  blue  and  gray, 
And  o'er  the  blast  of  battle  breathed  a  wonderous  spell  that  day. 

**°*eright  between  the  living  lines  a  child  with  golden  hair, 
And  frightened  face  and  fragile  form,  none  knew  how  came  it  there; 
A  charging  captain  dropped  his  piece,  and  seized  the  babe  in  arms, 
®nn*  facing  full  his  stalwart  form  spoke  out  no  loud  alarms. 

The  gunner  held  his  match  aloft,  the  rifle  lost  its  range, 

And  men  stood  in  their  tracks  like  stones  who  saw  the  scenes  so  strange, 

Nor  sound  nor  motion  threatened  ill  a  hair  of  that  young  head 

TIN  safe  beyond  the  battle  line  the  man  and  child  had  fled. 

Then  wildly  waged  the  fight  again,  the  captain  re-appeared, 
Andsonthron8  sadly  lost  the  field  as  evening's  shadows  neared; 
But  to  this  day,  not  one  forgets  who  saw  the  tender  sight. 
How  one  wee  toddler,  curly  haired  and  frightened,  stopped  the  fight 
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A  SONG  FOR  CUBA. 

JOHN  E.  BARRETT. 

The  nations  of  Europe,  all  girded  in  greed, 
Behold  thee,  O  Cuba,  and  heed  not  thy  cries; 

Had  they  hearts  thou  hadst  long  since  been  happily  freed; 
Thou  hadst  liberty  long  since  if  they  had  but  eyes. 

They  call  themselves  Christians,  yet  prey  on  the  weak; 

They  fawn  on  the  Turk  and  they  tolerate  Spain; 
They  worship  the  strong,  and  they  scoff  at  the  meek, 

They  are  worse  than  the  vultures  that  feed  on  the  slain. 

But  Cuba,  the  dawn  of  thy  freedom  is  near; 

Already  its  sunburst  is  seen  in  the  east; 
The  heart  of  thy  truant  is  quaking  with  fear, 

And  the  vulture  in  terror  forsakes  his  grim  feast. 

The  eagles  of  war  are  abroad  in  their  might; 

The  rush  of  their  wings  drowns  the  roar  of  the  seas; 
They  are  seeking  thy  foe,  he  will  soon  be  in  flight, 

For  the  star-spangled  banner  is  flung  to  the  breeze.     . 

We  have  kindled  our  crucibles  white  with  the  steel 
That  shall  free  thee;  our  forges  are  red  as  thy  wrongs; 

They  are  shaping  new  weapons  of  war  for  thy  weal, 
Whilst,  for  thee,  our  great  furnaces  sing  Freedom's  songs. 

O!  Thank  God!  for  the  manhood  that  speaks  in  this  hour; 

For  the  hearts  that  respond  to  thy  pitiful  story; 
For  the  spirit,  O  Cuba!  that  fears  not  the  pow'r 

Of  thy  foe;  and  thank  God  for  our  banner,  Old  Glory! 


MEMORIAL  DAY. 

JOEL  BENTON. 

Memories  far  off,  sad  and  gray, 
Wakened  by  this  morning's  sun, 
Come  to  us  of  honors  won — 
Come  of  heroes  passed  away. 

What  shall  we  who  still  remain 
Do  for  those  in  battle  slain — 
And  those  whose  honored  ashes  lie 
A  martyred  pledge  to  liberty? 
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Build  some  arch  superb  and  high, 
Let  tall  turrets  upward  tower; 
Throw  the  flag  against  the  sky — 
For  this  is  freedom's  sacred  hour. 

All  the  flowers  of  croft  and  wood, 
Garden  wreaths  in  multitude, 
Lilac-bloom,  and  violet 
In  the  turf  so  sweetly  set; 

Blood-root  and  anemone — 
Every  charm  of  vine  and  tree — 
All  that  crowns  the  green  of  May, 
Scatter  on  their  graves  to-day. 

Let  the  south  wind's  fragrant  breath 
Wafted  from  the  corralled  seas, 
Join  in  the  sad  threnodies 
That  so  befit  the  soldier's  death. 

In  war's  hard  task,  with  gun  and  blade 
His  country's  call  he  well  obeyed; 
Listened  not  to  craven  fear, 
Faltered  not,  though  life  was  dear; 

But  broke  the  lines  against  him  drawn 
As  sunrise  breaks  the  night  at  dawn; 
Till  all  his  foes  were  put  to  route, 
And  freedom's  new,  auspicious  birth 
Was  made  secure  for  all  the  earth. 

Let  the  mournful  bugles  blow 
By  his  last  long  bivouac, 
Whence  no  mortal  wanders  back, 
But  whither  all  alive  must  go; 

Let  the  speaker's  eloquence 

Pour  its  balm  above  each  grave 

Of  the  brave  dead  whose  green-robed  tents 

Here  rise — who  died  their  land  to  save. 

Unfurl  the  flag — your  flowers  strew — 
Join  the  Red  and  White  and  Blue — 
And  on  the  gleaming  crest  of  May 
Hallow  once  more  Memorial  Day. 
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Open,  too,  the  martial  strain 
For  those  upon  the  shore  or  sea 
Embarked  to  make  fair  Cuba  free 
And  break  the  tyrannous  clutch  of  Spain. 

Boldly,  without  doubt  or  fear, 
We  have  said  no  more  shall  be 
Upon  the  Western  Hemisphere 
Spain's  dark  and  medieval  reign. 
And  they  shall  share  this  victory 
Who  died,  for  home  and  country  dear, 
The  martyred  heroes  of  the  Maine! 


OUR  FLAG. 

WILLIS  BROWN. 

Float  on  the  breeze 

O'er  freemen  brave; 
Float  o'er  the  leas, 

Float  o'er  the  wave; 
Float  o'er  our  homes, 

O'er  church  spires  tall, 
O'er  oity  domes, 

Float  over  all — 
Our  flag!   Our  flag! 

[Chorus.] 

The  emblem  of  our  land  so  free, 
We  shout  whene'er  its  folds  we  see; 
We  give  our  praise,  great  God  to  thee 
For  thi3,  our  flag  of  liberty. 

In  other  lands, 

'Neath  tyrant's  might, 
Float  where  the  bands 

For  freedom  fight; 
Protect  the  weak, 

Give  strength  to  fear; 
Bid  all  who  seek 

Find  safety  near — 
Our  flag!   Our  flag! 
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O,  God,  we  raise 

To  Thee  our  voice; 
We  sing  Thy  praise 

For  freemen's  choice. 
Red,  white  and  blue, 

Float  all  our  days; 
Our  banner  true, 

Lead  all  our  ways — 
Our  flag!   Our  flag! 


OUR   VOLUNTEERS. 

ELLA  BENTLEY,  SR.  AND  JR. 

From  teeming  North  to  Southern  sky 

The  slogan  sped:     "The  Maine!     The  Maine!" 
Till  youthful  hearts  took  up  the  cry, 

And  veteran  hearts  grew  young  again, 
Throbbing  alike  all  brave  and  true, 

For  mother-country's  every  good, 
Together  march — the  gray,  the  blue, 

United  in  one  brotherhood. 

With  faltering  lips  and  aching  heart, 

Oh!  dear,  brave  boys,  we  bid  you  go, 
And  though  in  bitter  grief  we  part 

'Tis  yet  a  joy  to  proudly  know 
You'll  fight  for  country's  honored  dust, 

For  tortured  souls  that  cry  to  you, 
And  will  uphold  with  loving  trust 

Columbia's  red  and  white  and  blue. 

Upon  our  hearts  we  will  engrave, 

With  proud,  though  sadly  falling  tears, 
The  record  bright  of  those  that  gave 

Their  all  and  went  as  "volunteers" 
To  fight  for  honor  and  for  fame, 

To  set  oppressed  martyrs  free; 
In  our  escutcheon's  shining  frame 

Your  deeds  will  gold-emblazoned  be. 

Let  every  noble  townsman  raise 
A  cheer  for  each  brave  boy,  and  pray 

That  there  might  ring  eternal  praise 
For  those  who  said  farewell  to-day. 
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Farewell?    Ah,  no,  the  father  hand 

That  planted  in  our  souls  this  pain 
Will  bring  our  honored  patriot  band 
To  home  and  loved  ones  once  again. 

And  though  our  grieving  hearts  are  bowed 
With  all  the  future's  doubts  and  fears, 

We  know  fame's  bells  will  ring  aloud 
The  glory  of  our  volunteers. 


UNCLE    SAM   SPEAKS   PLAIN. 

P.    A.    BEMI8. 

"In  general  I  am  a  mild-mannered  man,"  says  old  Uncle  Sam,  says  he; 
"But  I  must  own  that  matters  of  late  have  been  sort  of  too  much  for 

me, 
They  have  forced  me  to  speak  rather  plain  by  land  and  especial  plain  by 

sea 


« 


«i 


«< 


There's  a  good  many  words  that  I've  heard  'em  use  these  days  In  some 

furrin  sense, 
At  any  rate  they  ain't  got  the  meanin's  they  have  our  side  of  the 

fence, 
And  somehow  they  won't  go  down  with  me  by  no  manner  of  pretense. 

One  of  these  words  is  gentlemen,  which  the  Dons  they  claim  to  be, 

But  gentlemen  do  some  curious  things  these  days,  it  seems  to  me. 

It  may  be  the  difference  in  bringin'  up,  but  it's  pretty  plain  to  see. 

There's  nothin'  so  cheap  and  easy  as  callin'  an  enemy  names, 

But  I've  noticed  it  ain't  no  particular  help  when  your  ships  are  all  ia 

flames, 
And  it  don't  reflect  no  credit  on  them  that  make  such  a  lot  of  claims. 

"And  another  word  is  honor,  which  lately  has  been  so  desprit  used 
That  the  very  dictionary's  on  end  to  see  how  it's  been  abused. 
And  I'm  a-thinkin'  it's  past  the  stage  fer  a  feller  to  be  amused. 

If  folks  call  it  honor  to  starve  other  folks  to  death, 
And  fire  after  they've  surrendered,  and  lie  with  their  latest  breath, 
Why,  there's  a  place  for  such  folks  as  them  at  least,  so  the  Good  Boost 
saith. 


«< 


« 


Oh,  usually  I  am  a  peaceable  man,"  says  old  Uncle  Sam,  says  he; 
But  matters  of  late  are  a-bearin'  me  out  in  what  seems  right  to  me, 
And  I  rather  intend  to  keep  speakin'  plain  to  the  Spanish,  by  land  and 


sea." 
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THE  AMERICAN  BIRD. 

JOHN  L.   BARNES. 

I  am  the  American  eagle, 
And  my  wings  flap  together; 
Likewise,  I  roost  high, 
And  I  eat  Spaniards  raw. 
Rome  may  sit  on  her 
Seven  hills  and  howl 
But  she  cannot 
Sit  on  me! 

Will  she  please  put  that 
In  her  organ  and  grind  it? 
I  am  mostly  a  bird  of  peace 
And  I  was  born  without  teeth, 
But  I've  got  talons 
That  reach  from  the  storm- 
Beaten  coasts  of  the  Atlantic 
To  the  golden  shores  of  the 
Placid  Pacific, 

And  I  use  the  Rocky  Mountains 
As  the  whetstone 
To  sharpen  them  on. 
I  never  cackle  until  I 
Lay  an  egg, 
And  I  point  with  pride 
To  the  eggs  I've  laid 
In  the  last  hundred  years  or  so. 
I'm  game  from 
The  point  of  my  beak 
To  the  star-spangled  tip 
Of  my  tail  feathers, 
And  when  I  begin 
To  scratch  gravel 
Mind  your  eyes! 
I'm  the  cock  of  the  walk, 
And  the  henbird  of  the 
Goddess  of  Liberty, 
The  only  gallinaceous 
E  pluribus  unum 
On  record, 

I'm  an  eagle  from  Eaglesville, 
With  a  scream  on  me 
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That  makes  thunder  sound 

Like  dropping  cotton 

On  a  still  morning, 

And  my  present  address  Is 

Hail  Columbia, 

U.  S.  A.!  ! 

See! 


SCOTTY'S  ADDRESS   TO   SPAIN. 

J.   W.   BENGOUGH. 

Oh,  aye,  I  gar  my  engine  shine, 
An'  industry  wi'  brains  combine, 
My  wages — aye,  they  suit  me  fine — 

The  job's  a*  richt; 
But,  Maister  Spain,  I  draw  the  line 

At  wham  I  ficht! 

A'll  stay  an'  dae  hail-hearted  wark 
'Gainst  Roosian,  Gaerman,  French,  or  Turk, 
An'  nae  stern  duty  wull  a'  shirk 

To  gar  Spain  win; 
But  in  my  breist  saft  feelln's  lurk 

For  my  ain  kin. 

'Tis  true  the  Yankee  mayna'  be 

A  Presbyterian,  lik*  me, 

Nor  diz  he  speak  so  paarfeckly 

Oor  mither  tongue; 
But  ficht  wi*  him — I  canna  dee 

A  thing  sae  wrang! 

There's  maybe  p'ints  a'  dinna  lo'e, 
An*  ithers  that  fair  gar  me  grue 
Aboot  his  Government,  it's  true — 

Things  far  frae  guid; 
But  then,  ye  ken,  there's  ithers,  too, 

That  show  his  bluid. 

His  flag  is  no  juist  like  oor  ain — 

A'  mean  the  Breetish,  Maister  Spain — 

No'  juist  sae  simple-like,  an'  plain, 

Wi'  'ts  stripes  and  stairs; 
But  wi'  oor  Jock,  for  Richts  o'  Men, 

The  breeze  it  shares! 
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Na,  na,  a'  see  the  day's  at  han' 
When  Saxons  maun  thegither  stan' 
In  Leeberty'8  maist  holy  ban* 

'Gainst  banded  foe; 
An'  there,  thegither  in  the  van, 

Thae  flags  maun  flow! 

Sae,  Malster  Spain,  a'll  need  tae  gang 
Frae  this  auld  Ian'  o'  dance  an'  sang, 
An'  drop  the  job  a've  had  sae  lang, 

A'm  greatly  fearin'; 
T'er  ain  folk  maun  juist  get  the  hang 

O'cnginecrin'. 


AN  AMERICAN  BATTLE  HYMN. 

HARRY  C.   BURNS. 

Awake  from  your  slumbers,  ye  sons  of  the  free, 
From  Northland  to  Southland,  from  sea  unto  sea, 
Drive  back  the  invaders  who  threaten  your  shores. 
Let  the  bold  foeman  know  that  thy  eagle  still  soars. 
Let  thy  symbols  of  might  flash  from  'Frisco  to  Maine, 
Through  the  Northlands,  the  Southlands,  again  and  again; 
Show  thy  strength  and  thy  glory,  bright  flag  of  the  free, 
While  true  glory  to  God  and  our  country  give  we. 

Let  our  bright  banners  gleam  from  the  peaks  like  a  star, 
Like  a  bulwark  of  glory,  emblazoned  in  war; 
Plant  the  ark  of  our  strength  full  on  Liberty's  wall, 
Where  the  whole  world  can  read  "here  is  freedom  for  all." 
Let  the  long  roll  be  sounded,  the  millions  "fall  in," 
And  whatever  the  contest  our  legions  must  win. 
God  will  bless  our  dear  flag  on  the  land,  on  the  sea, 
While  all  glory  to  God  and  our  country  give  we. 

Then,  step  onward  ye  men  from  the  land  of  the  free, 
"On  to  victory,  forward!"  our  motto  will  be; 
With  our  colors  protected  by  hearts  brave  and  true, 
Not  a  star  can  e'er  fall  from  its  fair  field  of  blue. 
Every  freeman's  heart  rises,  his  eyes  shine  with  love, 
As  he  views  our  proud  ensign  there  floating  above. 
Then  may  God  bless  our  flag  on  the  land,  on  the  sea, 
While  true  glory  to  God  and  our  country  give  we. 
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THE  FLAG  GOES   BY. 

H.  H.  BENNETT. 

Hats  Off! 
Along  the  street  there  comes 
A  blare  of  bugles,  a  ruffle  of  drums, 
A  flash  of  color  beneath  the  sky. 

Hats  off! 
The  flag  Is  passing  by! 

Blue  and  crimson  and  white  it  shines 
Oyer  the  steel  tipped,  ordered  lines. 

Hats  off! 
The  colors  before  us  fly, 
But  more  than  the  flag  is  passing  by. 

Sea  fights  and  land  fights,  grim  and  great, 
Fought  to  make  and  to  save  the  state; 
Weary  marches  and  sinking  ships, 
Cheers  of  victory  on  dying  lips. 

Days  of  plenty  and  years  of  peace, 
March  of  a  strong  land's  swift  increase, 
Equal  justice,  right  and  law, 
Stately  honor  and  reverend  awe. 

Sign  of  a  nation  great  and  strong, 
To  ward  her  people  from  foreign  wrong; 
Pride  and  glory  and  honor — all 
Live  in  the  colors  to  stand  or  fall. 

Hats  off! 
Along  the  street  there  comes 
A  blare  of  bugles,  a  ruffle  of  drums, 
And  loyal  hearts  are  beating  high. 

Hats  off! 
The  flag  is  passing  by! 


WHEN  THE  TRATN  GOES  'ROUND  THE  BEND. 

ARTHUR  J.  BURDICK. 

We  are  ordered  to  the  front,  dear, 

I  have  come  to  say  good-bye; 
Courage,  darling,  let  no  tear-drop 

Dim  the  soldier's  sweetheart's  eye. 
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Stand  here  by  the  open  window 

Where  the  railroad  you  can  view, 
Let  my  last  look  as  I'm  leaving, 

Be  a  vision,  dear,  of  you. 

Good-bye,  Nellie,  darling, 

Sweetest,  truest  friend; 
Wave  your  hand,  love,  from  the  window 

As  the  train  goes  'round  the  bend. 
I  will  stand  upon  the  platform 

For  one  farewell  glimpse  of  you; 
Wave  your  hand  to  me  in  token 

That  you'll  aye  be  fond  and  true. 

When  the  shot  and  shell  are  flying, 

And  the  men  are  falling  fast, 
I  will  think  of  you,  my  darling, 

Where  I  saw  you  standing  last; 
And  I  know  that  you'll  be  watching 

From  the  window,  dearest  friend, 
Till  the  train  that  brings  me  to  you 

Comes  in  sight  around  the  bend. 

Good-bye,  Nellie,  darling, 

Sweetest,  truest  friend; 
Wave  your  hand,  love,  from  the  window 

As  the  train  goes  'round  the  bend. 
I  will  stand  upon  the  platform 

For  one  farewell  glimpse  of  you; 
Wave  your  hand  to  me  in  token 

That  you'll  aye  be  fond  and  true. 


THE  VOICE   OF  THE   OEEGOK 

H.   J.    D.   BROWNE. 

~Yoa  have  called  to  me,  my  brothers,  from  your  far  off  eastern  sea, 
To  join  with  my  brothers,  to  set  a  prostrate  people  free. 
You  have  called  to  me,  my  brothers,  to  join  to  yours  my  might, 
The  slaughterers  of  our  brethren  with  our  armored  hands  to  smite. 

We  have  never  met,  my  brothers,  we  mailed  knights  of  the  sea: 
But  there  are  no  strangers,  brothers,  'neath  the  Banner  of  the  Free: 
And  though  half  a  world's  between  us  and  ten  thousand  leagues  divide 
Oar  souls  are  intermingled  and  our  hearts  are  side  by  side. 
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Did  you  fail  to  call  me,  brothers,  'twere  a  fault  without  atone. 
'Twas  but  Just  to  me,  my  brothers,  you  should  not  strike  alone. 
The  brethren  In  the  slaughter  were  no  more  thine  than  mine, 
And  the  blows  that  visit  vengeance  must  be  mine  as  well  as  thine. 

Through  days  of  placid  beauty  and  nights  when  tempests  toss, 

I  follow  down  the  billow  my  guide,  the  Southern  Cross; 

Past  lands  of  quiet  splendor,  where  pleasant  waters  lave; 

Past  lands  whose  mountain  ramparts  fling  back  the  crashing  wave. 

But  I  see  no  land  of  splendor  and  I  see  no  land  of  wrath; 
I  see  before  me  only  the  ocean's  heaving  path. 
And  I  plunge  along  that  pathway  like  a  giant  to  the  fray, 
Who  hath  no  stomach  in  him  for  aught  that  might  delay. 

I  am  nearing  you,  my  brothers,  for  the  western  sea's  afar, 

And  the  ray  that  lights  my  course  now  is  the  gleaming  Northern  Star. 

I  pray  you  wait,  my  brothers,  for  the  air  with  war  is  rife, 

And  in  courtesy  of  knighthood  I  claim  to  share  the  strife. 

In  the  winds  that  blow  about  me  the  voices  of  the  dead 

Are  calling  to  me  brothers,  to  urge  my  topmost  speed. 

In  the  foam  that's  upward  flying  in  whirling  wreathes  of  white 

The  wraths  of  murdered  brothers  beckon  onward  to  the  fight. 

I  am  coming  to  you,  brothers,  wait  but  a  little  while, 

And  on  the  thunders  of  our  greeting  shall  the  God  of  Vengeance  smile; 

And  in  the  flashing  and  the  crashing  the  universe  shall  see 

How  we  pay  our  debts  of  honor,  we  mailed  knights  of  the  sea. 


THE   MAINE. 

HERBERT  C.  BROWN. 


The  Maine,  deprived  of  her  glory,  lies 

Sunk  in  a  Southern  Sea; 
But  her  noble  "Stars  and  Stripes"  still  wave 

As  an  emblem  of  the  free. 

"If  sunk  by  Spanish  treachery," 

Said  a  Yankee,  boiling  hot, 
"God  may  forgive  the  guilty  ones, 

The  United  States  will  not." 

The  lives  of  these  men  were  priceless; 

And  he  whose  bloody  hand 
Tore  them  from  wives  and  children, 

Should  be  cursed  in  every  land. 
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SPAIN. 

J.   F.  BYRNES. 

Curse  of  Moor,  and  curse  of  pagan, 

Curse  of  Christian,  curse  of  Jew; 
Foe  to  freedom — slave  to  tyrant, 

Only  to  oppression  true." 

Glut  with  spoils  of  feeble  people, 

Ravaged  by  unsparing  hands; 
Blasted  were  earth's  fairest  portions, 

Touched  by  her  rude  hands. 

Gorged  with  gold  and  sacred  treasure, 

Wrested  from  some  weaker  power, 
Until  drunken  beyond  measure 

In  her  Saturnalian  hour. 

Deemed  herself,  the  while,  the  master 

Spirit  of  the  waking  earth; 
Crushing  with  the  storm's  disaster 

Those  who  sought  the  newer  birth. 

Mad  with  pride  of  wealth  and  splendor 

Of  her  conquests  and  her  power, 
Wisdom  could  not  give  or  lend  her 

Tokens  of  her  waning  hour. 

When  her  legion  should  be  driven, 

Like  tame  sheep,  before  her  foes; 
When  her  kingdom  should  be  riven 

And  her  years  of  triumph  close. 

Marked  with  blood  and  strewn  with  shackels, 

All  the  paths  that  she  has  trod — 
Mad  with  pride  and  drunk  with  glory 

'Till  condemned  of  man  and  God. 

Still  with  mind  of  former  fortune, 

Feeble  now,  in  senile  strife, 
Tempts  she  with  her  tottering  kingdom 

Battle,  with  men's  newer  life. 

Dares,  with  brutish,  crimson  Weyler, 

In  this  Western  virgin  land, 
Play  again  the  earth's  defiler 

On  fair  Cuba's  strand. 
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Until  Christendom's  deep  blushes 

Over  her  foul  deeds, 
Cheeks  of  men  and  women  flushes, 

As  of  them  he  reads. 

Let  the  wheel  of  Freedom  crush  her, 
With  a  giant's  power, 

Nor  the  outrage  of  the  spoiler 
Last  another  hour. 


UNCLE  SAM  IS  GAME. 

G.  C.  BATUS,  JR. 

By  gum!  it's  time  to  fight,  boys! 

Don't  let  your  courage  fail; 
Tho'  Spain  may  tackle  our  old  man, 

She'll  find  it  won't  avail. 

For  Uncle  Sam's  a  dead-game  sport, 

Jest  spilin'  fer  a  muss: 
Gee  whiz!  how  his  coat  tails  will  fly. 

Great  Scott!  won't  he  raise  a  fusdft 

They've  dared  to  sink  the  Maine,  boys; 

Don't  let  your  footsteps  lag; 
There  ain't  no  gol  darn  Spaniard 

Can  tread  upon  our  flag. 


WE  EEMEMBEEED  THE  MAINE. 

M.   BRONAUGH. 

In  the  dark  month  of  February, 

On  the  calm  waters  lay 
A  great  ship,  strong  and  graceful, 

In  the  Spaniard's  own  bay. 
But  a  sudden  explosion 

Lit  up  the  dark  night — 
'Twas  the  ship,  clothed  in  fiery  tongues 

Made  the  great  light. 
And  for  cowardly  murder 

Which  we  would  disdain, 
In  the  bright  month  of  April 

We  remembered  the  Maine. 
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O,  that  day  at  Manila! 

The  black  Spanish  fleet 
Stood,  with  bullying  and  boasting 

And  unwonted  deceit. 
But  we  paid  to  them,  then,  boys, 

That  debt  that  has  lain 
In  the  breasts  of  all  patriots, 

And  remembered  the  Maine. 

In  the  terrible  slaughter! 

The  blue  sea  was  dyed 
With  that  horrible  crimson 

From  the  ebb  of  life's  tide. 
With  a  deep  draught  of  vengeance, 

Though  not  unmixed  with  pain, 
On  a  sea  lit  with  victory, 

We  remembered  the  Maine. 

0,  treachery  cruel! 

On  you  did  we  take 
A  sweet  recompense 

For  vengeance's  sake. 
*  On  the  Bay  of  Manila 

With  hundreds  of  slain, 
And  great  Spanish  carnage 

We  remembered  the  Maine. 

And  with  heads  crowned  with  glory 

From  victory's  hand 
Our  men  are  assembling, 

A  triumphal  band. 
In  the  war  shouts  of  thousands 

That  are  marching  to  Spain, 
And  the  Spanish  dishonor, 

We'll  remember  the  Maine. 


PADDY  ON  THE  WAE. 

G.  DOUGLAS  BREWERTON. 

Say,  Mike,  did  ye  hear  that  the  Terror 
Had  monkeyed  wid  Sigsbee's  boat 

And  now  she's  a  "holy  Terror," 
Too  holey,  bedad,  to  float. 
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Them  Dagoes  is  gettin'  impudent 
A  lettln'  their  warships  lay  'round, 

For  some  is  sunk  in  Manila  Bay, 
An'  more  "bottled  up"  in  the  sound. 

An'  some  is  turned  to  canallers 
At  last,  so  the  newspaper  rade, 

For  Camara's  fleet  is  takin'  sights 
An  waitin'  for  coal  at  Port  Said. 

They're  cross-eyed,  too,  when  they  try  to  shoot, 
Wid  the  wildest  notion  of  aim, 

But,  shure,  when  our  Jackies  fire  a  shot 
They  mane  to  "remember  the  Maine." 

An'  sorry  a  bit  of  better  luck 
Do  they  seem  to  have  bushwhackin', 

For  they  caught  a  taste  of  Donnybrook 
Instead  of  our  "Teddy"  nappin'. 

When,  wid  their  heads  tied  up  in  palms, 
An'  armed  wid  Mauser  rifles, 

They  ran  for  Santiago  town, 
Too  scared  to  stop  for  trifles. 

But  faix  'tis  natural  to  percalve 

They're  so  aisy  at  retratin', 
When  to  make  a  Spanish  victory 

It  must  take  a  Yankee  batin'. 


COME!     COME! 

CHARLES  GOULD  BEEDE. 

Hark!  the  loud  alarum  drum — 

"Come!  Come!" 
Hear  its  tocsin,  day  and  night, 
Rolling  with  a  grim  delight, 
In  upon  the  heart  of  might — 
"Come!  Come!" 

Hark!  the  wailing  of  the  fife— 

"Strife!  Strife!" 
Hear  it  sob;  then,  rising  higher, 
How  its  demons  of   desire 
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Seem  to  shriek  with  tongues  of  fire — 

"Strife!  Strife!" 
Hark!  ten  million  voices  clear — 

"Here!   Here!" 
Echoing  from  earth's  thrashing  floor, 
Shaking  life  unto  its  core, 
Answering  with  one  mighty  roar — 

"Here!  Here!" 

Shriller  fife  and  louder  drum — 

"Come!  Come!" 
Hark!  upon  the  battle  plain 
These  seem  but  a  vesper  strain 
To  that  thunderous  cry,  "The  Maine!" 

"Come!  Come!" 


LAMBEETON  LORRAINE. 

WILLIAM    H.    BUSHNBLL. 

Stained  the  Spanish  flag  with  blood,  clogged  the  Spanish  sword  with  gore, 
While  the  recreant  race  of  Cuba  strained  their  craven  throats  for  more. 
And  the  trembling  victims  vainly  beat  against  their  prison  bars, 
Raising  their  helpless  hands  in  pleading  for  the  help  of  stripes  and  stars. 

Butchered  had  been  their  companions  with  a  mockery  of  law, 
Slaughtered  in  their  blood — the  coldest  that  a  Christian  world  e'er  saw, 
By  a  horde  of  savage  robbers,  driven  by  a  master's  will — 
By  the  demon-hearted  soldiers,  who,  though  shuddering,  could  kill. 

Blood-red  ran  the  streets  with  slaughter,  thrilled  the  air  with  sobs  of 

death, 
When  the  noble-hearted  victims  were  deprived  of  life  and  breath, 
^*d  their  pulseless  bodies  treated  with  indignity  and  shame, 
*°  appease  the  Spanish  tyrant,  Burriel,  of  bloody  name. 

"°t  from  flag  within  the  harbor  floated  emblem  of  the  free, 

^*4  the  consul,  vain  protesting,  still  was  was  forced  to  hear  and  see 

^ther  murder— fighting  demons  driven  onward  by  the  "must" 

°*  the  ones  who  laughed  in  triumph  at  our  banner  stamped  in  dust 

Tilled  the  heart  of  helpless  consul  as  it  never  thrilled  before, 
Vain  he  raised  his  voice  for  mercy,  vainly  looked  to  ship  and  shore; 
~*°t  a  flag  of  freeman  floated  as  a  check  to  mad  desire, 
Not  a  hand  was  raised  in  pleading  'gainst  dastard  cry  of  "fire." 
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Must  he  idly  stand  and  witness  on  the  coming  of  the  morn 

Fifty  more  brave  beings  perish  in  indignity  and  scorn? 

Was  all  human  help  so  distant  that  the  lightning  would  not  thrill? 

Lo!  he  bade  its  fitful  pulses  throb  obedient  to  his  will. 

No  American  ship  could  answer,  for  they  all  were  far  away, 
But  the  old  Red  Cross  of  Bngland  floated  proudly  in  the  bay, 
And  the  gallant,  brave  commander  to  the  ocean  turned  his  prow, 
To  the  mongrel  dastard  Spaniards  he  at  least  would  never  bow! 

Crowding  sail,  he  reached  the  harbor  and  he  scorned  salute  to  pay 
To  the  forts  of  Santiago,  as  he  dashed  within  the  bay, 
And  awaiting  not  to  anchor,  leaped  on  boat  and  sought  the  shore, 
And  he  thundered  loud  his  summons  at  the  governmental  door, 

And  firmly  he  demanded  that  the  butchering  should  cease 

By  the  sacred  laws  of  nations,  by  the  sacred  rights  of  peace, 

And  it  roused  his  blood  to  fire  when  'twas  told  it  could  not  be, 

And  like  dogs  the  men  must  perish  who  were  trapped  upon  the  sea. 

Then  uprose  the  man  of  iron,  then  awoke  the  heart  of  oak, 
And  indignantly  the  sailor  to  the  Spanish  minion  spoke; 
"In  the  absence  of  the  stars  and  stripes  there  yet  shall  be  no  loss, 
For  I'll  protect  her  citizens  beneath  Saint  George's  cross. 

"Bid  the  murder  cease,  straightway  I  to  my  ship  return," 
And  the  face  of  Spanish  governor  was  red  and  white  by  turn, 
For  well  he  knew  that  sailor,  and  though  courteous  was  his  word, 
Behind  it  yawned  the  cannon  and  the  ever-ready  sword. 

That  as  soon  as  he  should  reach  his  ship  would  fly  the  hissing  shell. 
The  "Niobe"  would  thunder  with  an  hundred  mouths  of  hell. 
That  "protection"  meant  "bombardment,"  and  a  storm  of  iron  spray, 
With  English  bulldogs  growling — and  the  governor  gave  way. 

Thus  fifty  precious  lives  were  snatched  as  from  the  jaws  of  death, 
While  America  was  mourning,  helpless,  and  with  bated  breath 
By  the  noble  English  captain  who  awaited  not  a  word, 
But  a  second  Alexander,  cut  the  Gordian  knot  with  sword. 

Man  the*  yards  to  hall  the  hero,  who  has  dared  for  God  and  right 

To  defy  the  Spanish  bloodhounds  and  to  scorn  their  wrath  and  might, 

Who  awaited  not  a  bidding  like  a  man  to  play  his  part, 

And  who  wanted  not  of  prompting,  save  his  own  brave,  noble  heart. 

Man  the  yards!    Load  guns  to  muzzle!    Let  them  loudly  speak  his  name! 
Send  it  broadcast  o'er  the  ocean  with  a  wreath  of  battle  flame. 


k 
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IMp  each  flag  to  proudly  honor  him,  the  foremost  in  the  van, 
'Gainst  Burriel  and  butchery,  for  humanity  and  man. 

Man  the  yards!     Though  born  in  England,  America  will  claim 
The  nation's  benefactor;  his  will  be  a  household  name. 
Man  the  yards!  and  let  the  twin  flags  float  for  freedom  o'er  each  main, 
Loudly   cheer  the   wide- world   hero,    noble   Lamberton   Lorraine! 


OUR   CAUSE  IS   JUST  AND   WILL  PREVAIL. 

A.  S.   BRENDLE. 

Barbarities,  winked  at  too  long, 

We  could  permit  no  more; 
The  victims  of  unpunished  wrong 

Lay  bleeding  at  our  door. 

For  freedom  and  humanity, 

The  conflict  was  begun — 
And  'neath  the  emblem  of  the  free 

The  victory  shall  be  won. 

The  good  a  righteous  cause  inspires 

For  it  to  do  or  die; 
Their  breasts  a  holy  ardor  fires 

In  gallantry  to  vie. 

The  men  that  love  their  country  best 

Will  prove  it  by  their  deeds, 
By  baring  to  the  foe  their  breast, 

When  she  such  service  needs. 

And  true  hearts  mustered  for  the  right 

Are  sure  of  victory; 
Thrice  armed  is  he  to  win  his  fight 

Who  fights  iniquity. 

In  this  good  cause,  our  gallant  tars, 

Our  soldiers  ever  true, 
Our  standard  sheet,  the  Stripes  and  Stars, 

Will  bear  the  glory  new. 

And  suffering  Cuba  shall  be  freed 

From  cruel  tyranny, 
From  monsters  of  insatiate  greed, 

Who  dwell  beyond  the  sea. 
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HEROES   OF    SANTIAGO   HARBOR. 

MRS.  JAMES  L.  BURNS. 

Oh,  wasn't  it  grand. 
That  noble  young  band, 

Sailing  onward,  straight  over  the  mine; 
And  taking  their  stand, 
Just  as  they  had  planned, 

Bravely  swinging  their  ship  into  line. 

How  the  big  cannons  roar, 
The  shot  and  shell  pour, 

In  a  storm  of  fire  they  are  seen, 
But  not  one  to  cower, 
In  that  awful  half  hour, 

Though  they  well  knew  what  each  shot  might  mean. 

How  bravely  they  fight, 
'Tis  for  justice  and  right, 

To  relieve  human  beings  oppressed; 
And  to  freedom's  bright  light, 
From  sorrow  and  blight, 

To  help  struggling  creatures  distressed. 

Through  the  hot  fire  they  run, 
But  how  cool  is  each  one, 

As  o'er  the  the  dark  waves  they  sail  on; 
Ah,  the  brave  deed  is  done, 
The  victory  is  won, 

Closing  firmly  the  trap  for  the  Don. 

The  narrow  pass  filled, 
And  the  big  guns  are  stilled, 

The  deed  is  accomplished  right  well; 
So  few  have  been  killed, 
So  little  blood  spilled, 

Even  Spaniards  admiringly  tell. 

'Tis  a  wonder,  they  say, 
They  came  out  of  that  fray; 

Unharmed  by  the  shot  and  the  shell; 
Just  a  few  yards  away, 
The  Spanish  fleet  lay, 

And  it  seemed  like  the  gate  of  a  hell. 
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Even  powerless  then, 
To  harm  our  brave  men, 

For  the  God  of  the  battles  watched  o'er; 
And  in  lion's  den, 
Or  battles  again, 

He  protects  now,  as  In  days  of  yore. 

In  all  our  broad  land, 
With  our  God  to  command, 

In  whose  powerful  might  we  are  strong; 
For  the  cause  it  is  grand, 
And  united  we  stand, 

Opposing  oppression  and  wrong. 


FEEE   CUBA. 

FRANK  L.  BRACE. 

The  long  awaited  call  has  come, 
To  arms!  the  cry  is  ringing, 

Up  from  the  shop,  the  field,  the  home, 
Our  gallant  sons  are  springing, 

To  rescue  from  the  oppressor's  hand, 

The  struggling,  suffering  Cuban  land. 

Fair  Cuba,  we  have  heard  thy  cries, 
Have  seen  thy  pain  and  anguish, 

And  now  we  come  to  bid  thee  rise, 
Thou  need't  no  longer  languish. 

Beneath  the  cruel  tyrant's  power, 

Deliverance  comes  to  thee  this  hour. 

A  grander  impulse  never  fired 

The  spirit  of  the  nation, 
No  thought  of  selfish  gain  hath  stained 

This  wondrous  agitation; 
But  the  great  sacrifice  we  make 
Is  for  humanity's  sweet  sake. 

May  the  sad  memory  of  the  Maine 
Nerve  every  heart's  endeavor, 

Until  the  haughty  power  of  Spain 
Be  driven  back  forever; 

And  over  all  this  Western  world 

The  banner  of  the  free  unfurled. 
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THE  LAND  WHERE  OUR  DREAMS  COME  TRUE. 

EMMA  ALICE   BROWN. 

Far  over  some  mist-hidden  river, 

And  under  a  wonderful  sky, 
Where  the  rain  never  blots  out  the  sunshine, 

And  our  loves  never  weary  or  die; 
Where  the  flowers  never  fade — but  in  changing 

Their  magical  sweetness  renew, 
Lies  a  glorified  realm  of  enchantment, 

The  land  where  our  dreams  come  true! 

By  mystical  symbols  and  tokens 

We  know  of  that  beautiful  land; 
But  alas;  on  the  threshold  of  manhood 

The  frail  clew  slipt  out  of  our  hand! 
And  the  wild  river  wanders  between  us, 

The  white  gates  are  hidden  from  view, 
And  only  in  sleep  we  remember 

The  land  where  our  dreams  come  true! 

We  shall  find  the  lost  treasure  we  seek  for 

Revealed  in  that  wonderful  sphere; 
All  the  aims  and  the  dreams  of  the  by-gone 

All  the  good  that  eluded  us  here; 
The  innocent  faiths  of  our  childhood, 

The  one  flawless  friendship  we  knew, 
Arrayed  in  our  vanished  illusions, 

In  the  land  where  our  dreams  come  true. 

We  know,  in  divinest  fulfillment, 

Our  vain  hopes  are  gathered  at  home; 
The  jewels  we  mourn  here  are  hoarded 

Where  the  moth  and  the  rust  cannot  come; 
And  oft,  when  the  sunset  is  fairest, 

We  catch,  through  a  rift  in  the  blue, 
A  far-away  glimpse  of  the  glories 

Of  the  land  where  our  dreams  come  true! 

There  are  garnered  the  prayers  of  our  mothers, 
And  the  soft  cradle  song  that  they  sung; 

There  they  move  in  the  midst,  with  white  garments, 
And  faces  immortally  young! 

And  out  of  the  mists  of  that  river 
Their  sweet  hands  shall  reach  us  the  clew 
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That  leads,  through  the  Valley  of  Shadow, 
To  the  land  where  our  dreams  come  true! 

So,  weeping,  we  lay  down  our  idols, 

And  bury  our  loves  out  of  sight, 
Though  we  know,  in  our  hearts,  we  shall  find  them 

By  and  by,  in  the  Mansions  of  Light; 
And  the  salt  tears  that  fall  on  their  ashes, 

And  blossom  in  pansy  and  rue, 
Over  there  shall  be  lillies  immortal, 

In  the  land  where  our  dreams  come  true! 


CUBA. 

GEORGE  BARRETT. 

Hark!    O'er  the  waters  hear  the  cry 
Of  patriots  who  the  foe  defy, 
Who  for  their  cause  will  do  or  die! 
The  drum,  the  gun,  the  sharp  report! 
'Tie  Cuba  Libre's  brave  cohort! 

The  neigh  of  steed,  the  champing  bit! 

The  hidden  bullets'  deadly  fit! 

The  clash  of  sword  and  bayonet! 

The  victor's  shout!    The  quick  command! 

"Now,  Onward  men!    0  noble  band!" 

Ah,  see  the  gleam  of  angry  steel! 

As  foemen  meet  in  bloody  field! 

Ah,  how  they  fight!    Not  Cubans  yield! 

'Twere  better  thus  to  fight— to  die, 

Than  in  a  Spanish  dungeon  lie! 

Ah,  long  and  bitterly  thou'st  fought, 
And  many  noble  deeds  hast  wrought, 
And  to  thy  foe  this  truth  hath  taught— 
That  those  who  fight  in  freedom's  cause 
For  naught  but  death  will  ever  pause! 

We've  heard  it  said  "Make  terms  with  Spain!" 
What!  Forge  anew  that  cursed  chain, 
And  wear  the  badge  of  slaves  again! 
This  motto  cry  with  latest  breath 
"Be  independence  ours  or  death!" 
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Cease?  When  the  right  crush  out  the  wrong! 
Cease?  When  the  weak  shall  be  the  strong! 
Cease?  When  freedom's  flag  shall  float  along, 
And  millions  marching  in  its  wake 
Shall  cursed  power  or  despots  break! 

Spain's  heavy  hand  is  palsied  now; 
No  more  she'll  smite  thy  bleeding  brow! 
No  more  thou'lt  to  her  mandates  bow! 
Midst  curses  writhing  in  her  lair, 
She  lies  a  dying  giant  there! 

Fair  Island  of  the  summer  sea! 
"Antilles'  Pearl"  thou'lt  soon  be  free! 
A  new-born  flag  shall  wave  o'er  thee! 
And  on  it  writ  in  flaming  light — 
"For  God,  our  Island,  and  the  Right!" 


A  BATTLE  PRATER. 

ELLA  E.  LAWRENCE  BECKER. 

O,  God  of  every  human  race, 
Heed  my  petition,  show  Thy  grace, 
Grant  this,  my  prayer. 
In  this  dark  hour  of  battle's  strife, 
Protect  the  right,  save  the  brave  lives 
Of  ones  most  dear! 

If  'tis  "Thy  gracious  will  be  done" 

Before  the  set  of  many  suns, 

Relieve  this  strife,  restore  loved  ones 

To  many  mourning  hearts! 

Thou,  only,  canst  bring  peace  thro'  strife, 

To  Thou  we  humbly  "kneel  for  life." 


Thy  sovereign  will  dost  guide  all  ways 
From  darkest  depths  to  brightest  days! 
Let  not  this  cloud  of  battle,  dark, 
Despoil  fair  lives  and  break  fond  hearts- 
Hear  this,  my  suppliant  prayer? 
Cast  Thou,  from  us,  this  horror,  war! 

But,  if  It  should  not  please  Thy  will, 
And  war  rage  on — protect  them  still 
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Grant  that  our  loved  ones  win,  with  right, 
Thy  helping  hand  and  power — our  nation's  fight! 
O,  God  of  battles,  this,  my  prayer, 
"Thy  strongest  help  in  their  dread  hour!" 

To  all  those  suffering  from  unjust  wrong, 
Give  them  just  rights  and  lift  the  ban  • 

Of  slavedom;  make  each  feel  "a  free  born  man;" 
0  God,  thus  right  their  awful  wrong, 
Relieve,  just  God,  this  oppression  strong! 
And  give  to  Cuba  glad  freedom's  dawn! 


THE  PICKET   GUARD. 

ETHEL  LYNN  BEERS. 


All  quiet  along  the  Potomac,"  they  say, 

Except  now  and  then  a  stray  picket 

Is  shot,  as  he  walks  on  his  beat,  to  and  fro, 

By  a  rifleman  hid  in  the  thicket 
Tis  nothing;  a  private  or  two,  now  and  then, 

Will  not  count  in  the  news  of  the  battle; 
Nor  an  officer  lost — only  one  of  the  men, 

Moaning  out,  all  alone,  the  death  rattle. 

All  quiet  along  the  Potomac  tonight, 

Where  the  soldiers  lie  peacefully  dreaming; 
Their  tents  in  the  rays  of  the  clear  autumn  moon, 

Or  the  light  of  the  watch-fires  are  gleaming. 
A  tremulous  sigh,  as  the  gentle  night  wind 

Through  the  forest  leaves  softly  is  creeping; 
While  the  stars  up  above,  with  their  glittering  eyes, 

Keep  guard,  for  the  army  is  sleeping. 

There's  only  the  sound  of  the  lone  sentry's  tread  % 

As  he  tramps  from  the  rock  to  the  fountain, 
And  he  thinks  of  the  two  in  the  low  trundle  bed, 

Far  away  in  the  cot  on  the  mountain. 
His  musket  falls  slack;  his  face,  dark  and  grim, 

Grows  gentle  with  memories  tender, 
As  he  mutters  a  prayer  for  the  children  asleep, 

For  their  mother — may  heaven  defend  her! — 

The  moon  seems  to  shine  just  as  brightly  as  then, 
That  night  when  the  love  yet  unspoken 
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Leaped  up  to  his  lips — when  low,  murmured  tows 
Were  pledged  to  be  ever  unbroken; 

Then  drawing  his  sleeve  roughly  over  his  eyes, 
He  dashed  off  tears  that  are  welling. 

And  gathers  his  gun  closer  up  to  its  place, 
As  if  to  keep  down  the  heart  swelling. 

He  passes  the  fountain,  the  blasted  pine  tree — 

The  footstep  is  lagging  and  weary; 
Tet  onward  he  goes  through  the  broad  belt  of  light, 

Toward  the  shades  of  the  forest  so  dreary. 
Hark!  Was  it  the  night  wind  that  rustled  the  leaves? 

Was  it  moonlight  so  wonderously  flashing? 
It  looked  like  a  rifle:    "Ha!  Mary,  good-bye!" 

And  the  life-blood  is  ebbing  and  plashing. 

All  quiet  along  the  Potomac  tonight- 
No  sound  save  the  rush  of  the  river; 

While  soft  falls  the  dew  on  the  face  of  the  dead — 
The  picket's  off  duty  forever. 


THE  GLORIOUS  "FOURTH." 

THBRON  BROWN. 

To  Freedom's  martyred  saints,  who  gaze 
And  listen  from  their  still  retreat, 

What  means  her  annual  Day  of  days 
With  all  its  pomp  beneath  their  feet, 

Where  thunders  break  and  lightnings  blaze 
From  every  gallant  fort  and  fleet? 

They  smile,  and  every  flowing  flag  and  plume 
To  heavenly  white,  enchanted,  fade; 

And  rocket-shower  and  sulphur  fume 
Bloom  garlands  o'er  the  proud  parade; 

And  all  the  imps  of  Mirth  assume 
Obeisance  to  each  hero  shade. 

So  calm  the  patriot  spirts  bend 
Where  Triumph's  winged  chariot  flies 

They  see  her  festive  splendor  blend 
With  glories  hid  from  mortal  eyes, 

And  in  her  fire  and  smoke  ascend 
A  nation's  cloud  of  sacrifice. 


Spanish- American   War  Songs.  159 

To  them,  in  psalm-land  throned  serene, 

Cannon,  and  bell,  and  drum  and  horn 
Are  melted  voices  lost  between 

Earth's  air  and  Heaven's  and  reborn 
Soft  as  the  brook-tune  down  the  green 

And  whisper  of  the  rustling  corn. 

O  angel  Peace!  with  senses  clear 

As  souls  in  bliss  what  boon  to  be! 
Bring  us  their  larger  life  more  near, 

And  lend  us  in  our  civic  glee 
Thy  grace  to  mean  it  as  they  hear, 

And  make  it  as  they  know  and  see. 


ATKINS  TO  HIS  AMERICAN  COUSIN. 

A.  C.  BEEBE. 

When  through  the  swamps  of  Cuba  you  are  chasin'  picaroons, 

TJntin*  'round  an'  sweatin'  in  the  sun, 
Tou  must  run  'em  down  with  infantry*  artillery,  dragoons, 

Till  they  wish  they'd  never  started  in  the  fun. 
For  your  soldier  'as  'is  rifle,  an'  'is  rifle  it  is  new 

(Americans,  listen  to  my  song) : 
Since  the  shootin'  of  the  Spaniard  is  the  proper  thing  to  do, 

Now  you  needn't  keep  'im  waitin'  very  long. 

When  along  the  shores  of  Cuba  you  are  'avin'  bloomln'  fights, 

A  scrappin'  with  their  cruisers  an'  their  ships, 
You  mustn't  stop  for  Sundays  nor  you  mustn't  stop  for  nights 

Until  you've  knocked  their  navy  into  chips. 
For  your  navy  'as  the  vessels,  an'  the  vessels  they  are  new 

(Americans,  listen  to  my  song) : 
But  the  slnkin'  of  Spain's  navy  is  the  proper  thing  to  do, 

An'  you  needn't  keep  it  waitin'  very  long. 

If  the  widow  'adn't  need  for  us  we'd  like  to  'elp  you  out 

A-chasin'  of  them  Spanish  picaroons; 
Not  that  we  think  that  you  need  us — but  we'd  like  to  fight  and  shout, 

'Cause  we're  tired  settin'  on  our  pantaloons. 
But  your  soldier  'as  'is  rifle,  an'  your  sailor  'as  'is  boats 

(Americans,  listen  to  my  song) : 
Tou  must  fight  a  war  with  soldiers — not  with  men  'untin  votes, 

An'  you  mustn't  keep  'em  waitin'  very  long. 
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OUK  BATTLECRY  THE   SUNKEN  MAINE. 

H.  CECIL  BERRIEN. 

When  the  smoke  of  battle  curling 
Hides  Old  Glory's  wide  unfurling, 
When  the  shells  our  guns  are  hurling, 
Soldiers,  think  on  "murdered  Maine." 

When  the  foe  is  drawing  nearer, 
Let  your  aim  be  but  the  clearer. 
Strike  her  ships  and  do  not  fear  her 
As  you  think  on  "murdered  Maine." 

With  the  shores  of  Cuba  looming 
On  your  sight,  let  then  the  booming 
Of  your  guns  tell  Spain's  undoing 
As  you  think  on  "murdered  Maine." 

When  you  land  where  desolation 
Long  hath  tried  to  crush  a  nation, 
Young,  'tis  true,  but  yet  whose  station 
Soon  will  come,  "Remember  Maine!" 

Strike  for  those  whose  needs  are  pressing, 
Boldly  strike  all  wrongs  redressing 
Earning  from  each  heart  a  blessing 
As  you  strike  for  "murdered  Maine." 

See  yon  Cuban  maiden  dying, 

Vainly  from  assailants  flying, 

Even  to  the  death  defying 

Those  mad  brutes  who  "sunk  our  Maine." 

See  the  little  children  pleading 
For  the  food  they  long  are  needing. 
See  those  brutes  their  cries  unheeding. 
Lord,  avenge  them  and  our  Maine. 

Oh,  once  more  the  perfect  fusion 
Of  the  blue  and  gray  in  union 
Can  but  send  a  quick  confusion 
To  the  curs  who  "sunk  our  Maine!" 


Blue  and  gray,  all  feuds  forsaking, 
Strike  for  those  whose  hearts  are  breaking, 
When  Havana's  walls  are  shaking, 
Cry  aloud,  "Remember  Maine!" 
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God  of  battle,  help  our  nation, 
Keep  our  hearts  from  desolation, 
Bless  each  patriot  at  his  station, 
Fighting  for  our  "sunken  Maine." 

Blue  and  gray,  arise!    Defend  her, 
For  our  flag  will  ne'er  surrender, 
And  McKlnley  now  will  render 
Vengeance  for  our  "sunken  Maine." 

History's  page  shall  tell  the  story 
How  America  with  glory 
Raised  her  flag,  unhurt,  though  gory, 
O'er  the  fort  that  "sunk  our  Maine." 


WHOSE   THE   GLORY. 

E.  S.  BACH. 

Brave  Sampson,  all  on  a  summer's  day, 

On  his  great  ship,  the  New  York,  sailed  away 

To  Aguadores,  the  little  Cuban  port, 

There  to  disperse  the  Spaniards  and  reduce  the  fort 

Proud  was  the  man  and  proud  his  crew 
Of  such  commander;  well  they  knew 
That  ere  the  sun  another  day  should  rise, 
He'd  give  the  haughty  Dons  a  sad  surprise. 

About  the  harbor's  mouth,  on  gentle  swell 
Roll  the  warships  of  the  nation,  well 
Commanded;  while  heroic  crews  resting  on  arms 
Are  ever  ready  for  the  sound  of  war's  alarms. 

Commodore  Schley,  he  of  Arctic  fame 
Worthy  captain  of  the  fleet  which  bore  his  name, 
Scans  with  just  pride  the  invincible  ships, 
A  smile  of  deep  content  upon  his  lips. 

"Ha!  What  means  that  smoke?  Here,  man  the  hilliards, 
Signal  the  fleet!    Prepare  to  whip  the  Spaniards. 
Well  show  him  how  the  Yankee  sailors  fight." 

Fast  come  the  Spanish  cruisers— faster  the  still 
The  hail  of  shot  and  shell  sent  with  good  will 
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From  guns,  whose  crews  know  but  to  serve  them  well, 
Whose  only  wish,  that  each  shot  fired  may  tell. 

Swift  to  the  front  the  matchless  Brooklyn  forging. 
Ablaze  from  stem  to  stern,  her  guns  discharging 
Their  hail  of  steel;  her  fire  so  well  directed, 
That  future  years  will  see  her  name  respected. 

See  now  the  Oregon,  a  two  world's  wonder, 
Greeting  the  Vlzcaya  fleet  with  voice  of  thunder. 
While  little  Gloucester,  the  mighty  midget, 
With  Wainwright  on  the  bridge  is  "strictly  in  it." 

He  recks  not  the  cost  and  of  the  danger 
Of  such  attack  is  he  a  stranger. 
Remembering  the  Maine — her  crew,  his  friends, 
An  added  fierceness  on  his  onslaught  lends. 

Now  may  the  men  of  Gloucester  well  be  proud 
Of  that  swift  yacht  whose  guns  speak  loud 
And  havoc  wreak.    That  peaceful  fisher  town 
Whose  name  she  bears  will  share  in  her  renown. 

To  Schley  the  Vizcaya,  Oquendo,  Teresa,  Colon  fall, 
Pride  of  the  Spanish  navy  all. 

Wainwright  the  Pluton,  Furor,  dread  destroyers,  sink. 
Was  Sampson  in  it?    I  don't  think. 


FOR    CUBA. 

ROBERT  MOWRY  BELL. 

No  precedent,  ye  say, 

To  point  the  glorious  way 
Toward  help  for  one  downtrod  in  blood  and  tears? 

Brothers,  'Us  time  there  were! 

We  bare  our  swords  for  her, 
And  set  a  model  for  the  coming  years! 

This  act,  to  end  her  pain, 

Without  a  hope  of  gain, 
Its  like  on  history's  page  where  can  ye  read? 

Humanity  and  God 

Call  us  to  pajths  untrod! 
On,  brothers,  on!  We  follow  not,  but  lead! 
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BLOCKADE   OF   HAVANA. 

JOHN  BOLGIANO. 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  we'll  wave  the  banner  there; 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  for  old  Havana  fair. 

We  wouldn't  do  a  thing  to  Spain, 

But  fight  with  all  our  might  and  main, 

And  then  with  Stars  and  Stripes  we'll  fly 

O'er  Monro  Castle  high  and  dry, 
The  Red,  White  and  Blue! 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  for  loved  ones  gone  to  fight, 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  we  know  they're  in  the  right, 
Our  husbands,  sons  and  brothers  go 
To  tell  the  Spaniards  of  their  woe. 

With  cannons  pointed  in  their  face, 

Which  threaten  to  destroy  their  race, 
The  Red,  White  and  Blue! 


THE  FLAG  OF  PROPHECY. 

CHARLES  EUGENE  BANKS. 

With  drum  and  fife  and  gleaming  blade 
The  columned  lines,  in  steady  tread, 

Sweep  broadly  down  the  streets  of  trade, 
Old  Glory  flying  overhead — 
Up,  every  man  to  freedom  bred 

And  draw  a  fuller,  deeper  breath; 

It  is  the  Nation's  shibboleth! 

O'er  desert  sands,  on  far-off  seas, 
Where  icebergs  lift,  by  dusky  isles, 

That  starry  emblem  of  the  free 
Above  the  babel-haunted  smiles. 
What  matter  now  the  tyrant's  wiles? 

The  meek  are  greatest  now  as  when 

The  Saviour  spoke  and  slaves  were  men. 

Not  all  the  demons  of  the  world 
Thy  light  can  pale,  0  stars  that  shine 

From  folds  that  never  will  be  furled 
While  blooms  the  rose  above  the  vine! 
Thou  art  Jehovah's  latest  sign 

Establishing  the  soul  of  things, 

Proclaiming  there  shall  be  no  kings. 
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"STILL  INTEKVENE." 

INVOCATION. 
HENRY  CLAY  BEALL. 

Almighty  guide  of  the  past  time, 

Who  o'er  the  unfamiliar  sea 
Our  fathers  led  to  this  blest  clime, 

Where,  from  vile  persecution  free, 
True  manhood  thrives;  still  intervene 
To  guide,  and  from  all  ills  unseen 
Preserve,  as  when  in  covert  shade 

Of  night  the  crafty  red  man  crept 
Upon  their  homes,  Thy  arm  was  laid 

Athwart  their  path  and  they  were  swept 
As  dust  away.    Still  intervene, 
Our  Saviour,  and  thro*  trials  foreseen 
Sustain,  as  when  from  o'er  the  main 

A  despot's  minions  came  in  wrath 
To  force  our  land,  Thy  arm  again 

Was  bared  for  us,  and  cleared  the  path 
For  liberty.    Still  intervene 
To  keep  us  free  from  all  unclean. 
And  mindful  how  foul  slavery's  chains 

With  civil  strife  our  nation  rent, 
And  kindred  war'd  till  their  blood  stains 

Appeased  Thy  just  wrath,  when  Thou  sent 
In  mercy  Peace  to  intervene, 
And  saved  the  state,  and  clothed  in  green 
War  blasted  plains,  and  bade  Thy  sun 

And  rains  and  dews  compel  the  fields 
To  bud  and  bloom  till  overrun 

With  fatness,  their  full  harvest  yields 
Toil  rich  reward.    Still  intervene 
To  bless  our  hands;  on  us  Thy  sheen 
Of  wisdom  rest,  O,  wondrous  years 

Of  mighty  grace,  the  onward  flight 
Of  progress  all  triumphant  bears 

Our  guerdon  up  from  height  to  height 
Of  grand  success.    Lord  intervene, 
Wisdom  supreme,  that  we  may  lean 
Securely,  now  the  awful  task 

Is  ours  to  work  Thy  righteous  will 
Of  war  that  anguished  souls  may  ask 

Life  not  in  vain,  may  we  fulfill 
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Thy  high  decree,  and  intervene 

In  Christ's  great  name,  their  woes  to  screen. 

Their  woes  nor  tongue  nor  pen  hath  power 

To  tell— they  cry  thro'  blooded  days 
"How  long!  How  long!  when  falls  the  hour 

Of  blood  for  blood?" — lo,  now  the  blaze 
Of  vengeance  leaps  to  intervene, 
The  hour  has  come,  the  Nazarene! 
God  of  our  arms,  Thou  who  from  out 

Like  thrall  led  us  to  freedom's  light, 
Be  Thou  our  strength — we'll  soon  sword  out 

Their  way  to  liberty  and  right, 
Thy  wrongs  and  theirs,  Christ,  intervene! 
Our  leader,  Thou,  O  Nazarene. 
Then,  Lord  our  Christ,  we  fervent  pray, 

Let  not  the  gains  of  conquest  prove 
Our  one  desire,  Ood  grant,  we  may 

Stand  firm,  stand  sure— a  loyal  love 
That  makes  our  hallowed  banner's  sheen 
The  vanguard  of  the  Nasarene. 


THE    FLAG. 

GRACE  DUFPIB  BOYLAN. 

Lo!  in  a  night  dry  roads  have  bloomed 
In  flowers  of  red  and  white  and  blue; 

On  ev*ry  staff  the  dawn's  illumed 
The  glorious  banner  waves  anew! 

No  blossom  this,  to  droop  and  fade 
In  sulph'rous  smoke  of  belching  guns; 

Its  roots  were  set,  its  tints  were  laid 
In  the  best  blood  of  Freedom's  sons. 

Across  its  hue  the  eyes  of  men 
Flash  each  to  each  with  patriot  fire, 

And  heroes  press  its  sacred  stem 
To  lips  that  smile,  as  they  expire. 

The  sluggish  blood,  by  commerce  chilled, 
Leaps  to  its  fount  with  sudden  pride; 

And  children  gaze,  with  bosoms  thrilled, 
At  this  their  heritage  and  guide! 
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SONG  OF  THE  13-INCH. 

J.  H.  BATES,  JR. 

I  come  of  a  fighting  race. 

You  should  see  my  family-tree, 
With  never  a  break  when  you  oome  to  trace 

From  "Mons  Meg"  down  to  me — 
From  old  "Mons  Meg/'  with  his  hoop-bound  side, 

That  shook  to  his  bombarde  song, 
When  he  said  to  the  foemen  at  Norham,  "Bide- 
To  me,  with  my  well-wrought,  toughened  hide, 

And  my  belly  lean  and  long." 

I  grin  with  the  grin  of  death 

That  spins  from  my  iron  lips — 
Bluff  joy,  with  a  roar  of  my  pregnant  breath, 

To  bite  at  the  steel-clad  ships — 
To  bite  at  the  ships  in  the  lust  of  blood, 

As  I  whip  them  over  the  sea, 
And  fence  them  in  with  the  spouting  scud, 
And  scatter  them  over  the  littered  flood, 

Till  they  dip'  their  rags  to  me. 

I  hunger — ere  yet  I  teach — 

Feed  me  not  of  the  loam — 
I  feed  to  the  snap  of  the  locking  breech 

That  slides  the  greased  shell  home. 
That  slides  it  home — then,  in  mad  desire 

I  speed  it  far  and  true, 
While  my  mouth  is  ringed  with  the  dripping  fire, 
And  the  crumbling  cities  feel  my  ire, 

As  I  search  them  through  and  through. 

On  the  word  of  my  father,  Thor! 
'Tis  well  for  my  friends— but  the  foes  that  mock, 

I  whelm  in  the  throes  of  war — 
I  come  of  a  fighting  stock. 
I  whelm  in  the  throes  of  war,  and  they  fall,  - 

Fleets  and  cities  and  men, 
Yet  my  time  may  come — let  it  be  a  call, 
To  the  wildest,  wickedest  fight  of  all, 

Far  out,  beyond  all  ken! 

Shivered,  crippled  and  spent, 
Twain  on  a  hopeless  sea, 
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Dying,  each  firm  in  a  fell  intent, 

Grim,  set,  on  to  victory — 
Grim,  set  to  the  end.    In  the  waning  light 

As  the  last,  last  daylight  dies. 
The  flare  of  the  holocaust's  awful  blight, 
Or  the  cold  gray  water's  gulping  night 

And — the  clean-swept  billow's  rise. 

I  come  of  a  fighting  race. 

Ton  should  see  my  family-tree, 
With  never  a  break  when  you  come  to  trace 

From  "Mons  Meg"  down  to  me — 
From  old  "Mons  Meg,"  with  his  hoop-bound  side, 

That  shook  to  his  bombarde  song, 
When  he  said  to  the  foemen  at  Norham,  "Bide — 
To  me,  with  my  well-wrought,  toughened  hide, 

And  my  belly  lean  and. long." 


THE  TWINS  ON  THE  TURRET. 

JOHN  PAUL  BOCOCK. 

1st  Rifle- 
Can  you  see  her,  oh,  my  brother? 

Can  you  sight  her  through  the  rack? 
Is  that  streak  across  the  smother 

Coal  smoke  trailing  from  a  stack? 
Do  you  hear  how  louder,  clearer 

Sounds  the  throbbing  of  our  screws? 
When  we  come  a  little  nearer, 

Which  of  us  shall  hail  her?    Choose. 

2d  Rifle- 
Let  me  send  a  brief  opinion 

Of  the  murders  on  the  Maine; 
Of  the  Eagle's  new  dominion, 

When  we've  closed  accounts  with  Spain — 
There,  they've  passed  the  word  to  crowd  her, 

Here's  our  squad,  too,  on  the  run. 
Glad  we've  got  this  smokeless  powder, 

Now,  look  out — you'll  see  the  fun. 

1st  Rifle- 
Are  you  ready,  brother,  ready 
With  your  thunderbolts  of  steel? 
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Have  they  got  your  bearings  steady? 

Gods  you  made  the  whole  world  reel! 
Now  It's  my  turn;  what,  you  hit  her 

In  her  vitals?    Oh,  what  bliss; 
There  is  naught  in  life  as  bitter 

For  a  rifle  as  a  miss. 

2d  Rifle- 
All  hell's  loose;  there's  no  use  talking. 

That's  the  time  you  ripped  her  wide! 
Look,  there's  Davy  Jones  a-walking, 

Picking  Spaniards  from  the  tide. 
Hi!     But  it's  a  howling  racket, 

For  a  great,  long  silent  gun! 
Easy,  now,  don't  burst  your  jacket! 

Our  death-dealing  work  is  done. 


THE  OREGON. 

GEO.  W.  BRONSON. 


0  ship  that  sails  the  Southern  sea, 

With  wreaths  of  smoke  and  flag  unfurled, 
In  every  dream  you  come  to  me, 
The  battleship  of  all  the  world. 

The  salt  sea  mist  is  on  your  bow; 

Tour  deck  shines  radiant  like  a  star; 
The  smoke  is  curling  from  your  prow, 

Your  wake  is  fleeting  fast  and  far. 

1  pray  that  you  may  homeward  back 
Bring  guns  and  crew  from  Southern  sea; 

But,  0,  the  foe  lurks  in  your  track, 
And  means  you  shall  not  come  to  me. 

The  nation  lifts  its  hands  on  high 
Whene'er  it  thinks  of  cruel  Spain, 

And  thunders  out  the  battle-cry, 
"Remember,  Lord,  the  murdered  Maine!" 


Again  I  pray  on  bended  knee, 
As  on  the  map  your  course  I  con, 

Bring  my  ship  safely  back  to  me; 
Remember,  Lord,  the  Oregon. 
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OPEN  ORDERS. 

AMELIA  E.  BARR. 

Joyfully,  when  freedom  gave 
Sword  and  scepter  to  the  brave, 
Young  Columbia  heard  the  word, 
Grasped  the  scepter  and  the  sword; 
Clothed  herself  with  majesty; 
Crowned  herself  upon  the  sea; 
Called  her  sons  from  far  and  nigh — 
Sons  for  her  who  gladly  die — 
Bid  them  dig  for  tyrants'  graves, 
Thunder  freedom  unto  slaves; 
Slay  with  sword  and  burn  with  flame 
Every  ancient  wrong  and  shame; 
Through  the  deadliest  night  and  day 
Make  for  Liberty  a  way. 

•         •         •         •         • 

Rest;  for  men  so  brave  and  true 
Do  what  they  are  sent  to  da 


A  CHANGE  OF   AMBITION. 

JOHN  KBNDRICK  BANGS. 

Horatlus  at  the  bridge,  said  he 
Who  fought  at  old  Thernopylae; 

Great  Sampson  and  his  potent  bone 
By  which  the  Philistines  were  slone; 

Small  David  with  his  wondrous  aim 
That  did  for  him  of  giant  frame; 

J.  Caesar  in  his  Gallic  scraps 
That  made  him  lord  of  other  chaps; 

Sweet  William,  called  the  Conqueror, 
Who  made  the  Briton  sick  of  war; 

King  Hal  the  Fifth,  who  nobly  fought 
And  thrashed  the  foe  at  Agincourt; 

Old  Bonaparte,  and  Washington, 
And  Frederick,  and  Wellington. 


# 
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Decatur,  Nelson,  Fighting  Joe, 
And  Farragut,  and  Grant,  and  oh, 

A  thousand  other  heroes  I 
Have  wished  I  were  in  days  gone  by- 
Can  take  their  laurels  from  my  door, 
For  I  don't  want  'em  any  more. 

The  truth  will  out;  it  can't  be  hid; 
The  doughty  deed  that  Dewey  did. 

In  that  far  distant  Spanish  sea, 
Is  really  good  enough  for  me. 

The  grammar's  bad,  but,  O  my  son, 
I  wish  I'd  did  what  Dewey's  done. 


GOOD-BYE. 

ALVA  CLAY  BRAVO. 

Mother,  good-bye!    No  sorrowing  face 

To  haunt  me  on  my  way; 
A  kiss  a  smile  and  fond  embrace 

For  thy  soldier  boy  today. 

No  tears — they  do  unman  me  so, 
The  tears  that  women  shed — 

That  thou  art  grieved  full  well  I  know, 
Though  all  that  grief  unsaid. 

I  would  not  leave  thee  thus  distressed, 

In  sad  and  tearful  mood; 
I  know  the  fears  that  rack  thy  breast 

To  silence,  though,  subdued. 

The  memory  of  thy  smiles  will  cheer 

Me  in  drear  future  days, 
And  give  me  hope  and  banish  fear 

'Mid  deadliest  affrays, 

Encountered  in  those  alien  lands 

Across  the  yawning  main, 
Whose  tropical,  spice-scented  strands 

I  may  not  leave  again. 
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I  know  thy  constant  love  is  mine, 

Whate'er  this  life  betide; 
I  know  no  other  heart  but  thine 

Is  half  so  true  and  tried. 

I  know  thou  never  wouldst  forget 

Me,  though  all  others  did; 
B'en  life's  terrestrial  sun  had  set, 

And  this  stilled  form,  long  hid 

Beneath  the  dust  of  ages,  lay 
On  some  bleak  foreign  shore, 

As  long  as  God  gave  memory  play, 
My  loss  thou  wouldst  deplore. 

But  tears — no  tears  for  me,  dear  heart, 

However  grievously 
It  tries  thy  soul  from  me  to  part, 

In  kindness,  cheerfully, 

As  clasping  me  in  last  embrace, 

Bend  to  the  fate  decreed, 
And,  with  a  smile  on  thy  sweet  face, 

Bid  me  "farewell,  godspeed." 


CUBAN  BATTLE  SONG. 

S.  H.  M.  BYERS. 

Hark!    What  sounds  mine  ears  assail, 
Tis  the  old-time  battle's  hail, 
Freedom's  voice  Is  on  the  gale, 

Flags  are  passing  by. 
Sons  of  Grant's  and  Sherman's  men, 
Would  you  be  what  they  were  then? 
Heroes  such  as  they  again? 

Hold  that  flag  on  high. 

On  the  sea  or  on  the  shore 
Midst  the  fateful  battle's  roar 
Let  that  flag  f orevermore 

Wave  triumphantly. 
Bid  it  tell  to  every  zone, 
Dungeons  dark,  or  tyrant's  throne, 
Liberty  must  have  her  own, 

Mankind  will  be  free. 
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Hark!    A  cry  across  the  waves, 

Cuba's  children  still  are  slaves, 

Would  you  save  them  from  their  graves, 

Strike,  or  else  be  dumb? 
Quick,  from  every  field  and  hill 
Let  the  old-time  bugles  thrill, 
Lord,  we  strike  for  freedom  still, 

Forward!  fife  and  drum. 

Murdered  comrades  of  the  Maine, 
Hero-souls  by  cowards  slain, 
We  have  sworn  'twas  not  in  vain, 

Cuba  shall  be  free! 
Every  boom  of  every  gun 
Tells  an  hour  of  tyrants  done, 
Tells  an  hour  of  freedom  won, 

Cuba  shall  be  free. 


AMERICA  AND  CUBA. 

REV.  M.   CUNNINGHAM  BOWIE. 

Nation  by  high  heaven  blest, 
Thou  child  of  providence, 
Thy  praise  I'll  sing. 
Monument  of  liberty, 
My  heart  is  drawn  to  thee, 
Before  the  world  display 
Thy  saving  powers. 

Forth  from  thy  sweetest  homes, 

Thou  hast  sent  forth  thy  sons 

To  captives  free. 

And  in  the  face  of  war, 

Both  on  land  and  sea, 

Dost  march  victoriously 

Against  the  foe. 

Soon  may  thy  banner  wave, 

Emblem  of  light  and  love, 

Across  all  seas, 

And  bring  to  'nigh ted  lands, 

Held  down  by  tyrant  hands. 

Tidings  of  liberty, 

God  bless  our  land. 
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A   MOTHEK'S   OFFEEING. 

MADELINE  S.  BRIDGES. 

Go,  at  thy  country's  call. 
Whatever  gentle  bonds  may  hold  thee  here, 
Whatever  tender  claims  may  seem  more  dear, 

Thy  duty! — first  of  all. 

Go!     And  God  guard  thy  way — 
Through  all  the  hidden  dangers  of  the  night, 
Through  pain  and  peril — to  the  drawing  light 

Of  peaceful  day. 

Go!     Thy  young  heart  is  brave. 
Battle  for  right  with  all  thy  strength  and  will. 
Shouldst  thou  not  triumph,  thou  at  least  canst  fill 

A  soldier's  grave. 

Go!  If  the  cause  be  won, 
On  the  bright  record  free  of  stain  or  blot 
Thy  name  shall  shine  forever;  but  if  not, 

God's  will  be  done! 

Go!  I  can  say  adieu 
As  gladly  as  a  greeting  home  to  thee, 
And  look  my  last  through  smiles,  if  thou  wilt  be 

Firm,  brave,  and  true. 

Go!  my  one  child!  my  joy — 
Unto  his  country  for  whatever  fate, 
By  these  last  tears,  O  Heaven!  I  consecrate 

My  only  boy! 


HOBSON  OF  OUR  CHOICE. 

KATE  BISHOP  ("KAY  BEE") 

While  the  thunder  of  the  cannon  far  o'er  Santiago  rolled, 

Sprang  to  life  a  noble  Impulse,  known  to  hearts  of  hero  mould — 

Idea,  impulse,  inspiration,  call  it  whatsoe'er  ye  will, 

'Tis  the  man-child  of  the  Future — quickening  the  world  to  thrill 

In  the  souls  to  be  in  travail  of  a  deed  which  yet  shall  make 

Progress  plainer,  truth  the  brighter  and  through  the  clouds  of  custom 

break. 
'Tis  the  call  that  Hampden  groping  through  the  feudal  darkness,  heard, 
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And  which  Luther,  hearing,  battled  for  the  freedom  of  the  Word. 

Tifl  the  voice  of  God  prophetic,  calling  on  a  chosen  one 

To  arise  and  struggle  onward  till  some  great  design  is  done, 

Pilling  and  inspiring  lofty  spirits  that  the  summons  hear, 

With  a  noble  egotism,  with  the  foresight  of  the  seer, 

Till  in  spirit  they  make  answer,  "Be  the  issue  good  or  ill, 

To  achieve  Thou  dost  command  me;  I  am  chosen,  and  I  will." 

While  the  flashing  mouth  of  cannon  sent  afar  a  fiery  breath, 

Nobly  went  the  band  of  heroes  silently  defying  death; 

Through  the  night  that  great  idea,  taking  shape  and  form,  inspired 

Ev'ry  heart  that  beat  for  freedom,  ev'ry  soul  with  valor  fired. 

Where  the  Merrimac  loomed  darkly  'neath  the  fire  of  gallant  foes, 

And  where  death  and  danger  wearing  lurid  shapes  of  dread  uprose, 

Lay  the  labor  which  accomplished  would  achieve  a  victory 

Bloodless,  our  strength  proclaiming  intellect's  supremacy. 

With  the  sinking  of  the  vessel  dear  to  every  sailor  soul 

Nearer  drew  the  end  demanded,  Freedom  at  her  destined  goal. 

Falt'ring  never  in  their  purpose,  they  that  made  the  thought  a  deed 

In  that  stirring  hour  of  danger  unto  self  gave  little  heed. 

When  they  spoke  of  death  unto  him— he  that  heard  but  to  obey — 

"That's  another  thing,"  said  Hobson,  and  he  went  upon  his  way. 

While  the  thunder  of  the  cannon  far  o'er  Santiago  rolled, 

It  was  done — that  deed  whose  story  may  the  future's  glory  mould. 

Hobson  and  his  seven  victorious  heroes  of  a  bloodless  fray 

Proved  not  only  that  devotion,  God-inspired,  is  found  today; 

But  that  chivalry  is  living — worthy  of  heroic  strain, 

Of  the  past  and  of  the  present  proved  that  day  chivalrous  Spain; 

For  the  foes  that  foes  could  honor,  putting  from  them  enmity, 

In  their  pride  in  dauntless  valor  turned  defeat  to  victory. 


CADIZ— 1899. 

LEIGH   BIERCE. 

Oh,  hushed  is  the  soothing  fandango 

And  silent  the  soulful  guitar, 
For  the  night  wind  doth  blast  thro'  the  tree-tops 

And  tell  of  the  battle  afar. 

No  tinkle  of  mandolins  playing 

La  Paloma,  cachucha  or  strain, 
And  the  ladies  who  loved  in  fair  Cadiz 

Are  widows  of  warriors  slain. 
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The  wisp  of  the  delicate  myrtle 

Droope  silently,  brooding  at  fate; 
The  nightingale  in  the  blue  thicket 

Calls  vainly  its  beautiful  mate. 

The  twilight  empurples  the  olive, 

The  shadow  doth  somberly  creep 
Like  a  silent,  mysterious  foeman 

O'er  the  valley  and  down  to  the  deep. 

'Neath  the  bower  of  sweet  oleander 

The  fountain's  monotonous  strain 
Fills  the  gloom  of  the  patla,  deserted, 

And  pours  forth  its  song  all  in  vain. 

The  cannon  still  roar  in  the  distance 

And  thunder  in  furious  fray, 
While  the  angelus  bell  in  the  churchyard 

Is  tolling  the  doom  of  the  day. 

Then  ring  out,  old  bell,  for  the  vanquished, 

And  ring  out  again  for  the  foe; 
What  matter  when  Death  glean  the  harvest, 

For  sooner  or  later  they  go. 

The  vlct'ries  of  man  are  but  fleeting, 

His  empires  crumble  and  fall; 
Eternity  laughs  at  the  conqueror 

And  levels  the  dust  over  all. 


GIVE  US  MEN. 

BISHOP   OP   EXETER. 

Give  us  men! 
Hen — from  every  rank, 
Fresh  and  free  and  frank; 
Men  of  thought  and  reading, 
Men  of  light  and  leading, 
Men  of  loyal  bleeding; 
England's  welfare  speeding; 
Men  of  faith  and  not  of  faction, 
Men  of  lofty  aim  in  action, 
Give  us  men— I  say  again, 
Give  us  men! 
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Give  us  men! 
Strong  and  stalwart  ones; 
Men  whom  highest  hope  inspires, 
Men  whom  purer  honor  fires, 
Men  who  trample  self  beneath  them, 
Men  who  make  their  country  wreathe  them 
As  her  noble  sons. 
Worthy  of  their  sires! 
Men  who  never  shame  their  mothers, 
Men  who  never  fail  their  brothers, 
True,  however  false  are  others; 
Give  us  men— I  say  again, 
Give  us  men! 

Give  us  men! 
Men  who,  when  the  tempest  gathers, 
Grasp  the  standard  of  their  fathers 

In  the  thickest  fight; 
Men  who  strike  for  home  and  altar 
(Let  the  coward  cringe  and  falter), 

God  defend  the  right! 
True  as  truth,  though  lorn  and  lonely, 
Tender — as  the  brave  are  only; 
Men  who  tread  where  saints  have  trod, 
Men  for  country,  queen  and  God; 

Give  us  men — I  say  again, 
Give  us  men! 


PRAYER  FOR  PEACE. 

CHARLES  B.  BOTSFORD. 

All  hail!  thou  reigning  Prince  of  Peace, 

Who  came  a  sword  to  send; 
From  tragic  woes  of  war  release 

The  cause  of  peace  defend. 
The  God  of  Nations  is  in  thee, 

The  world  to  reconcile; 
By  war  and  peace— "Thy  Kingdom  come" 

Aid  faith  and  works  the  while. 
All  wrongs  and  ills  with  might  assail 
Till  righteousness  and  love  prevail. 
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CAPTAIN   PHILIP'S   THANKS. 

C.  B.  BOTSFORD. 

The  Sabbath  dawn  was  calm  and  sweet, 

And  hushed  was  war's  fierce  strife, 
When  lo!  from  out  the  harbor  mouth 

Cervera  dashed  for  life! 

And  on  the  throbbing  tide  of  war 

Out  rushed  the  Spanish  fleet; 
Amid  the  thunder  bolts  of  death 

Its  tragic  doom  to  meet! 

Columbia  then  her  might  assayed, 

With  burning  shot  and  shell, 
And  spoke  as  with  titanic  voice 

From  out  the  depths  of  hell! 

Right  fought  against  the  wrong  that  day 

And  in  their  course  the  stars 
Shone  with  a  mid-day  brilliancy 

Across  the  harbor  bars. 

And  when  the  awful  work  was  done, 

And  Ruin  claimed  the  foe, 
The  gallant  captain  hushed  his  men 

In  view  of  captive  woe; 

And  while  the  echoes  of  the  strife 

Were  pulsing  'mid  the  hills, 
And  beast  and  bird  in  terror  stood, 

And  paused  the  mountain  rills; 

The  reverent  captain  and  devout 

His  deck  an  altar  made — 
"Unbare  your  heads  and  from  your  hearts 

Give  thanks  to  God/'  he  said— 

"In  God  the  Father  I  belisve 

And  him  acknowledge  here" — 
A  silent  prayer  the  Texas  heard, 

And  then  tumultuous  cheer. 

An  object  lesson  so  unique 

A  world-wide  view  commands, 
And  reverent  thought  its  potency 

Awakens  in  all  lands. 
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A   PATRIOTIC   SONG. 

CHAS.  L.  BENJAMIN  AND  GEO.  D.  SUTTON. 

On  history's  crimson  pages,  high  up  on  the  role  of  fame, 
The  story  of  Old  Glory  burns,  in  deathless  words  of  flame, 
'Twas  cradled  in  war's  blinding  smoke,  amid  the  roar  of  guns; 
Its  lullabies  were  battle-cries,  the  shouts  of  freedom's  sons; 
It  is  the  old  red,  white  and  blue,  proud  emblem  of  the  free, 
It  is  the  flag  that  floats  above  our  land  of  liberty. 
Then  greet  it,  when  you  meet  it,  boys,  the  flag  that  waves  on  high; 
And  hats  off,  all  along  the  line,  when  freedom's  flag  goes  by. 

Chorus: 

Uncover  when  the  flag  goes  by,  boys, 
Tie  freedom's  starry  banner  that  you  greet, 

Flag  famed  in  song  and  story, 

Long  may  it  wave,  Old  Glory, 
The  flag  that  has  never  known  defeat 

All  honor  to  the  stars  and  stripes,  our  glory  and  our  pride; 

All  honor  to  the  flag  for  which  our  fathers  fought  and  died; 

On  many  a  blood-stained  battle  field,  on  many  a  gory  sea, 

The  flag  has  triumphed,  ever  triumphant  may  it  be. 

And  since  again,  with  shot  and  shell,  its  folds  must  be  unfurled, 

God  grant  that  we  may  keep  it  still  unstained  before  the  world. 

All  hail  the  flag  we  love,  may  it  victorious  ever  fly, 

And  hats  off  all  along  the  line,  when  freedom's  flag  goes  by. 


THE  PASSING   OF   THE   DON. 

E.   Li.   BOWKBR, 

Spain  was  once  a  glorious  nation 

In  the  days  when  Philip  ruled, 
And  all  Europe,  one  in  acclamation, 

Said,  "The  Don  cannot  be  fooled." 

In  the  Escorial,  the  seventh  wonder  of  the  world, 

Where  luxury  and  pomp  and  power  thrived, 
That  mighty  monarch  sat.   And  from  the  topmost  turret  was  unfurled 

The  flag  that  scarcely  knew  the  setting  of  the  sun. 

Then  far-famed  Alva  drowned  the  Dutch  in  blood, 
And  noble  Prince  of  Orange  fought  for  freedom  to  worship  God, 
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And  the  Mexican  and  Peruvian  were  stifled  by  that  flood, 
Which  was  destined  to  crush  proud  Spain  by  England's  mighty  nod. 

Alas!  that  great  armada  which  strewed  fair  Britain's  shores; 

This  was  the  beginning  of  the  end  for  Spain  and  Spanish  power, 
The  throne,  it  tottered;  her  ruler  was  no  more; 

Her  bud  of  strength  was  nipped,  and  lo,  a  faded  flower! 

One  by  one  her  children  slipped  her  grasp, 

Because  of  tyranny  and  inhuman  crime;     . 
Although  she  fought  and  strove  to  hold  them  fast, 

Twas  all  in  vain.    The  Fates  had  flashed  this  sign: 

"Kingdoms  are  but  mortal,  they  must  live  and  die, 
As  Rome  and  Nlnevah  and  the  realms  of  Ancient  lay; 

Hlspania  has  lived!    Her  turn  has  come  to  give  the  gasping  sigh, 
And  pass  away." 


As  a  person  drowning  makes  one  final  clutch  for  life, 
And  knows  that  all  is  fruitless,  yet  still  he  struggles  on; 

So  Spain,  a  dying  nation,  grips  Cuba  with  uplifted  knife, 
But,  thank  God!  America  has  stepped  between  to  end  the  bloody 
strife.  

TO  SPAIN. 

JOHN  EDWARD  BOYS. 

Not  in  madness,  not  with  gladness, 
But  with  most  determined  sadness, 

Oh,  Spain,  we  draw  the  sword  for  war! 
And  freedom's  sons,  with  burnished  arms 
Forsake  the  cities  and  the  farms 

To  seek  thee  in  the  field  afar. 

For  Cabanas  and  Morro  frown 

On  waters  where  the  Maine  went  down; 

And  voices  to  compatriots  call. 
The  false  shall  fly  before  the  free, 
And  their  proud  flag  on  land  and  sea 

Before  our  vengeful  arm  shall  fall. 

Time  was  when  decked  in  silks  and  gold 
Te  made  a  showing  gay  and  bold, 
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And  wantoned,  drunken,  cruel  and  lewd; 
But  now  bereft  of  power  to  sway, 
Brazen  ye  stand  in  vile  decay, 

Stripped  of  your  early  charms,  and  nude. 

Shameless  of  nations,  get  ye  gone; 
Tour  blood  cannot  your  wrongs  atone! 

Te  will  not,  beldame,  tho'  we  urge; 
Witness  this  for  us,  all  the  world, 
When  writhing  with  the  lashes  curled, 

She  cries  beneath  our  chastening  scourge! 


OLD  VETERAN  PAYS  HIS  RESPECTS  TO  PROF. 
WHITE   AND    SCHOOL    CHILDREN. 

CAPTAIN  BODKIN. 

The  school  boys  now  are  shouting  loud,  the  girls  are  shouting  too, 
We'il  wear  the  nation's  starry  flag,  the  bright  red,  white  and  blue, 
And  never  ask  Professor  White  just  what  we'll  have  to  do, 
While  we  are  shouting  for  Cuba. 

Chorus: 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  for  the  red,  white  and  blue. 
Hurrah!  hurrah!   White's  ruling  will  not  do, 
For  we  are  bound  to  shout  and  sing  for  army,  navy  too, 
While  they  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

The  younger  boys  are  gathering  now  in  line  again, 
To  vindicate  our  nation's  rights  against  the  haughty  Spain, 
To  punish  her  for  many  wrongs  and  for  blows  upon  the  Maine, 
In  the  waters  of  Cuba. 

Chorus: 

Yes,  the  school  girls  now  can  sing,  the  boys  can  loudly  shout 
For  Cuba;  for  the  boys  in  blue  will  drive  the  Spaniards  out 
And  the  Spanish  fleet,  our  navy  too,  will  put  them  all  to  rout, 
Then  we'll  have  a  free,  Cuba. 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  for  Cuba  and  the  right 
Hurrah!  hurrah;  we're  against  Professor  White, 
We'll  stand  by  those  who  stand  by  us  to  help  us  in  this  fight, 
For  we  are  bound  to  shout  for  Cuba. 
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THE    TEST    OF   WAR 

C.    B.    BOTSFORD. 

War  tests  the  fibre  of  the  man, 

And  all  his  fibre  strengthens, 
The  woof  and  web  of  weal  compacts, 

The  arm  of  vigor  lengthens. 

War  tests  the  fibre  of  the  soul, 

And  trains  the  manly  forces. 
Develops  courage,  strength  of  will 

To  choose  the  wisest  courses. 

War  stirs  the  patriotic  fire, 

Inflames  the  heart's  devotion. 
Begets  the  daring  and  success 

That  gives  to  men  promotion. 

Self-sacrifice  It  beautifies, 

Ennobles  self-denial, 
Exudes  the  dross,  refines  the  gold 

By  forge  and  stress  of  trial. 

War  lifts  to  highest  place  the  things 

That  make  a  nation's  glory, 
The  virtues,  valor,  righteousness, 

Rehearsed  in  song  and  story. 

Behold  the  heroes  of  the  past 

Made  great  by  war's  enthronement 
Mistakes  and  weaknesses  are  veiled 

By  Charity's  condonement. 

War  is  the  price  that  nations  pay 

For  rights  that  wrong  has  wrested; 
The  fiery  and  destructive  tide 

Heroic  men  have  breasted. 

Endurance,  fortitude  and  faith 

Their  regnancy  inherit; 
Lo!    Magnanimity  divine! 

Success  the  child  of  merit 

By  contrast  War  enhances  Peace 

And  lays  her  strong  foundations. 
Alas!  for  those  whose  vices  work 

111,  not  the  peace  of  nations! 

From  carnage,  anguish,  tears  and  loss 

There  cannot  be  exemption. 
They  are  the  price,  the  blood  red  cross 

Of  heaven's  ordained  redemption. 
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WAR 

MADISON  CAWEIN. 

War!  and  our  vessels  steam  forward; 

Warward  they  hurr^  again. 
Star  of  the  Cuban,  they  thunder 

Under  the  ramparts  of  Spain. 
What  of  to-day  or  to-morrow? 

Sorrow  or  Joy,  O  fleet? 
Not  unto  us  be  there  gloom  or 

Rumor  of  any  retreat! — 
War! 

War!  and,  with  flags  that  are  streaming. 

Gleaming  each  regiment  comes; 
Far  as  the  gulf  there  Is  camping, 

Tramping  and  rolling  of  drums. 
Yea!   we  who  see  it  and  hear  it, 

Spirit  of  Battle,  oh,  say! 
Say,  Is  it  grief  or  rejoicing? — 

Voicing  thy  being  today. 
War! 

War!  and  on  land  and  on  water 

Slaughter  stalks  under  the  stars; 
Thor  of  the  Saxon,  O  Races, 

Faces  the  Latin  god,  Mars. 
Now  let  the  wine-vats  of  battle 

Rattle  the  vintage  of  men! 
Thou,  O  our  God,  help  us  gather! 

Father  and  God!    Amen! — 
War! 


THE   BLUE    BATTALIONS. 

STEPHEN  CRANE. 

When  a  people  reach  the  top  of  a  hill 
Then  does  God  lean  toward  them, 
Shortens  tongues  and  lengthens  arms, 
A  vision  of  their  dead  comes  to  the  weak. 
The  moon  shall  not  be  too  old 
Before  the  new  battalions  rise, 
Blue  battalions, 
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The  moon  shall  not  be  too  old 
When  the  children  of  change  shall  fall 
Before  the  new  battalions. 
The  blue  battalions. 

Mistakes  and  virtues  will  be  trampled  deep, 
A  church  and  a  thief  shall  fall  together, 
A  sword  will  come  at  the  bidding  of  the  eyeless, 
The  God-led,  turning  only  to  beckon, 

Swinging  a  creed  like  a  censer 

At  the  head  of  the  new  battalions, 
Blue  battalions. 

March  the  tools  of  nature's  impulse, 

Men  born  of  wrong,  men  born  of  right, 

Men  of  the  new  battalion, 
The  blue  battalions. 

The  clang  of  swords  is  thy  wisdom, 
The  wounded  make  gestures  like  thy  Son's, 
The  feet  of  mad  horses  is  one  part- 
Aye,  another  Is  the  hand  of  a  mother  on  the  brow  of  a 
youth. 
Then,  swift  as  they  charge  thro'  a  shadow, 
The  men  of  the  blue  battalions, 

Blue  battalions. 
God  lead  them  high,  God  lead  them  far, 
God  lead  them  far,  God  lead  them  high, 
These  new  battalions, 

The  blue  battalions. 


HEROES. 

T.  J.  CHAPMAN. 


We  rise  the  shaft  above  the  spot 
Where  sleeps  the  hero  crowned  of  Fame, 

And,  deeply  in  the  marble  wrought, 
Record  our  tribute  to  his  name; 

With  bared  brows  and  bated  breath 

We  stand  where  now  he  lies  in  death. 

And  this  is  well.    For  those  who  give 
Their  toil  that  others  may  be  free— 

Their  lives  that  other  men  may  live— 
Too  great  their  honors  cannot  be; 
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'Tie  right  their  monuments  to  raise; 
"lis  right  their  glorious  acts  to  praise. 

Not  these  alone;  the  nameless  hosts — 
The  heroes  of  the  rank  and  file — 

Who  fall  at  duty's  vanward  posts, 
But  little  missed  or  mourned  the  while — 

In  honor  sleep  beneath  the  sod,  * 

Unmarked  of  men,  but  known  to  God. 

Tls  He  that  hath  their  sacred  dust 
In  charge,  to  bring  it  forth  again; 

Tis  He  that  will  observe  His  trust, 
And  make  their  noble  conduct  plain; 

No  worthy  deed  to  earth  can  fall — 

He  gathers  up  and  treasures  all. 

My  soul!  their  virtues  emulate! 

I  cannot,  in  my  humble  sphere, 
Like  them  perform  some  action  great, 
y       That  all  the  world  shall  pause  to  hear; 
But  every  life,  howe'er  obscure, 
May  be  heroic,  high,  and  pure. 


WHEN  COLUMBIA  AWOKE. 

C.  J.  CROWDER. 

Miss  Columbia,  sweetly  dreaming 

In  the  spring  of  '98, 
Dreaming  of  the  peace  and  plenty 

Flowing  from  each  sister  state, 
When  a  voice  disturbed  her  dreaming 

Until  sleeping  seemed  in  vain, 
And  her  ears  on  her  awaking 

Still  rang  with  this  refrain: 

Chorus: 

Down  with  the  Spaniards! 

If  you  have  to  cross  the  sea; 
Remember  how  your  fathers  fought 

For  home  and  liberty; 
Then  follow  in  their  footsteps, 

And  your  motto  it  shall  be 
"Down  with  the  Spaniards, 

For  Cuba  must  be  free." 
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Proud  Columbia  in  her  glory 

To  the  nation  did  appeal, 
To  rescue  a  fair  sister 

From  a  cruel  tyrant's  heel; 
Then  from  her  loyal  subjects 

A  willing  answer  came 
And  marching  on  to  victory, 

They  all  sang  just  the  same. 

Chorus: 

Our  soldier  boys  are  brave  and  true, 

From  North,  South,  Bast  and  West, 
And  when  they  cannot  reach  th»  foe, 

Our  ships  will  do  the  rest; 
For  our  sailors  they  are  loyal, 

And  they  do  not  shoot  in  vain, 
For  every  time  they  fire  a  gun 

They're  thinking  of  the  Maine. 

Chorus: 

They  wave  again  the  Stars  and  Stripes, 

That  emblem  of  the  free, 
And  vindicate  our  honor 

On  land  and  on  the  sea; 
Well  teach  old  Spain  a  lesson 

She  will  not  soon  forget, 
For  we  always  fought  for  freedom, 

And  we've  not  been  beaten  yet. 

Chorus: 


CASTLES  IN  SPAIN. 

ISAAC  BASSETT  CHOATIi:. 

How  fair  they  rise 
From  hyacinthine  meadow-ground  that  lies 

Within  the  shade 
By  snow-capped  heights  of  wild  sierras  made! 

How  gleaming  white 
Those  battlements  beneath  the  morning  light! 

How  marbles  show 
Their  brilliancy  against  the  eternal  snow! 
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How  roof  and  spire 
Are  daily  kindled  to  a  flashing  fire, 

And  over  all 
Folds  of  a  silken  banner  rise  and  fall! 

The  court  below 
Is  moated  with  a  stream  of  gentle  flow, 

Whose  crystal  face 
Reduplicates  the  beauty  of  the  place. 

The  perfumed  breeze 
Comes  through  the  branches  of  fruit-laden  trees, 

And  song  of  bird, 
Flute-like  and  mellow,  from  the  copse  is  heard. 

With  soothing  sound 
Cool  fountains  scatter  jewels  all  around, 

In  flashing  spray 
The  rainbow  bends  its  arch  above  our  way. 

We  enter  there 
With  bosom  friends  we  bid  our  joys  to  share; 

We  rest  at  ease; 
We  go  again  at  any  time  we  please. 

From  mortal  eyes 
Were  veiled  the  glories  bright  of  Paradise, 

Yet  there  remain 
These  glorious  castles  all  our  own — in  Spain. 


A  SOLUTION  OF  THE  WAR  PROBLEM. 

GRACE   WlCKHAM   CURRAN. 

An  editor  wise  sat  wrapped  in  thought 
Concerning  the  war,  and  what  he  ought 
To  advise  the  Government  now  to  do 
If  it  wished  to  quickly  push  things  through. 

An  army  large  it  were  best  to  send 
That  small  affair  in  Cuba  to  end; 
Then  a  fleet  or  two  across  the  seas 
To  capture  the  foe  with  skill  and  ease, 

But  what  to  do  with  the  islands  won? 
Oh,  that  were  simple  with  all  else  done! 
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Just  at  this  point  on  his  thought  broke  in 
A  horrible  clatt'ring,  fearful. din. 

It  came  from  the  nursery  where  at  play 
Were  his  winsome  children,  blithe  and  gay. 
Visions  of  accidents  filled  his  head 
As  he  rushed  to  see  which  ones  were  dead. 

Bursting  the  door  wide  open  he  stopped, 
Aghast  with  horror  he  nearly  dropped, 
There,  midst  a  heap  of  his  books  they  sat, 
Atlases,  maps  and  histories  fat 

With  a  fine  large  globe  just  lately  bought, 
And  a  set  of  prints  he  long  had  sought; 
With  fists  and  mallets,  banners  and  swords, 
They  had  torn  and  smashed  his  precious  hoards. 

A  cloud  of  splinters,  scraps  and  shreds 
Made  a  halo  round  their  innocent  heads, 
As,  looking  up,  they  saw  him  appear, 
The  eldest  one  cried,  "Oh,  papa  dear, 

"You  know  that  your  paper  said  today 
That  to  wipe  Spain  off  the  map  were  play, 
So  we  thought  we'd  try  it,  Tom  and  me, 
And  we  let  the  baby  help,  you  see." 


A  WAK  IDYL. 

W.  K.  COCHRAN. 

He  was  full  of  brave  intention 
And  you  only  had  to  mention 
The  old  subject  of  contention 

Twixt  the  Dons  and  Uncle  Sam, 
When  he'd  swell  up  in  a  minute 
"If  there's  war  we're  bound  to  win  it 
And  you  bet  I'll  be  right  in  it." 

For  he  didn't  give  a  damn. 

He'd  destroy  the  sovereign  power 
Make  old  Weyler's  grin  turn  sour 
And  in  just  one  single  hour 
Blow  old  Morro  in  the  air. 
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O'  He'd  raise  the  very  devil 
And  in  blood  he'd  dance  and  revel 
He  would  do  It,  on  the  level, 
Yee,  and  never  turn  a  hair. 

He  would  blow  Sagasta's  coco 

To  the  realms  of  Oronoco, 

And  Mr.  Blanco  he  would  soak-o, 

Or  he'd  eat  his  flannel  shirt; 
And  he'd  smother  old  Matanzas 
In  a  dozen  different  stanzas 
As  the  cyclones  smother  Kansas, 

With  the  tough  Missouri  dirt. 

O  this  devil  he  would  fire 
Every  Spaniard,  son  and  sire, 
And  the  dirty  little  liar 

Said  he  wouldn't  leave  a  speck, 
When  his  wife  without  a  warning, 
Dropped  the  sock  she  had  been  darning, 
He  surrendered  there  that  morning, 

For  she  soaked  him  in  the  neck. 


GUARD  THE  FLAG. 

WILLIAM  B.  CHISHOLM. 

Guard  the  flag — forever  guard 

Freedom's  universal  sign; 
Let  its  blue  field,  thickly  starred, 

Ever  yet  more  brightly  shine. 
Guard  it — for  our  heroes'  dust 

Speaks  from  days  of  far  lang  syne; 
Guard  it— 'twas  their  dying  trust! 

Round  it  let  the  laurels  twine. 

By  the  blood  those  heroes  shed, 

As  their  hands  still  grasped  its  shaft; 
By  the  green  graves  of  our  dead, 

By  the  speaking  cenotaph, 
By  the  hearts  that  it  hath  borne 

Dauntless  through  the  fiercest  fight; 
By  its  folds,  all  scarred  and  torn, 

Yet  in  triumph  ever  bright; 
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Guard  the  starry-spangled  sign 

Of  our  speech,  our  faith,  our  home; 
Whether  o'er  the  ocean's  brine, 

Or  upon  the  gilded  dome; 
Whereso'er  in  triple  hues 

To  the  winds  that  flag  is  flung, 
Let  it  tell  a  nation's  hopes 

As  with  clarion's  silver  tongue. 

Guard  the  flag  through  storm  and  night, 

As  in  this  sweet  age  of  peace; 
Let  It  shine  forever  bright, 

And  its  triumphs  never  cease; 
Guard  the  flag  through  shot  and  shell, 

Through  the  battle's  wildest  surge; 
Guard  It  and  its  glories  tell 

To  the  earth's  remotest  verge. 

Guard  the  flag — Columbia's  pride — 

Which  shall  still  unconquered  be, 
As  our  navies  proudly  ride 

At  their  will  in  every  sea; 
As  we  go  from  strength  to  strength, 

God  with  us,  we  fear  no  foe; 
Let  our  starry  banner  wave 

Where  the  rudest  tempests  blow! 


SOME   HAED   QUESTIONS. 

JOE  CONE. 

The  feller  on  my  knee, 
Says  he, 
"What  is  the  war  about? 
What  makes  they  shoot  each  other  down, 
An'  blow  up  ships  an'  all  get  drown'? 
Why  can't  they  do  without?" 
Says  he 
To  me. 

The  feller  on  my  knee, 

Says  he, 
"An*  has  you  got  to  go? 
An'  is  you  goin'  to  leave  mamma 
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An*  me,  an'  march  away  so  lar? 
You'll  be  sorry,  I  know," 
Says  he 
To  me. 

The  feller  on  my  knee, 
Says  he, 
"Will  you  come  back  again?" 
I  laid  him  down,  I  could  not  speak, 
A  tear  fell  on  his  upturned  cheek— 
"I  hate  ol'  cruel  Spain," 
Says  he 
To  me. 


SONG   OF  THE   EEGULAES. 

LOUIS  B.  COLEY. 

We've  got  our  marching  orders 

And  we're  going  to  the  front, 
Some  say  there'll  be  hot  fighting, 

And  others  say  there  won't. 
There  are  not  so  many  of  us, 

But  we'll  make  the  haughty  Don 
Think  he's  up  against  a  million, 

When  the  scrap  is  on. 

For  years  we've  Just  been  drilling, 

With  now  and  then  a  brush 
With  a  band  of  frisky  redskins 

That  it  don't  take  long  to  crush. 
We  have  rounded  up  train  robbers, 

Put  down  strikes  and  riots,  too, 
But  as  for  real  fighting 

We  ain't  had  none  to  do. 

We  have  always  done  our  duty, 

As  loyal  soldiers  should, 
But  we've  been  cooped  up  in  barracks, 

Till  we're  getting  too  damned  good. 
We  want  to  tackle  something 

That  is  really  worth  our  while; 
So  bring  on  your  Spanish  armies 

And  we'll  do  them  up  in  style. 
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A   HYMN   OF  TRUST. 

CADMUS   CRABILL. 

God  of  our  fathers,  once  again 

We  come  to  thee,  we  come  to  thee! 
Qnide  as  thou  didst  in  other  days, 

Give  us  again  the  victory! 
The  pilgrims'  spirit  still  is  ours; 
Their  conscience  mans  our  forts  and  towers. 

Sons  of  the  cypress  shades  go  forth, 

Sons  of  the  pines  go  out  to  die! 
Out  of  the  South  they  wave  farewell, 

Out  of  the  North  they  weep  good-bye! 
Under  the  cypress  and  the  pine, 
They  all  are  one,  they  all  are  thine! 

God  of  our  fathers,  all  to  thee, 

All,  ail  to  thee  we  pledge  anew! 
Guide  as  thou  didst  in  other  days; 

Save,  as  thou  wilt,  our  boys  in  blue! 
To  God  and  flag  they  pledge  their  troth, 
Oh,  guide  them,  God  of  Sabaoth! 


BATTALION,    FORWARD! 

LOU  V.  CHAPIN. 

Loud  and  clear  in  the  sunlight 

Is  heard  the  drum's  long  roll, 
And  loud  and  clear  the  skirling  fife 

Stirs  the  pulse  of  the  martial  soul, 
And  over  the  dim  white  highway, 

Across  the  desert  sands, 
And  under  the  cool,  green  shadows 

Of  orchard  and  garden  lands, 
Through  the  dank,  gray  depth  of  the  canons, 

O'er  the  city's  noise  and  din, 
The  wild  notes  thrill  and  the  blue  ranks  fill, 

As  the  soldier  lads  "fall  in.1 
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They  come,  the  blue  battalions, 
They  come,  for  they  hear  afar, 

Across  the  wide  blue  waters, 
The  deep,  dread  voice  of  war. 
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Up  from  the  ranch  and  workshop, 

From  counter  and  desk  they  start, 
Our  gallant  citizen  soldiers, 

Our  men  of  the  Iron  heart 
There's  a  glint  of  light  on  their  muskets, 

A  glint  of  steel  In  their  eyes, 
And  grim  and  stern,  their  faces  turn 

To  where  their  duty  lies. 

They  march  with  steadfast  footstep, 

They  move  with  even  tread, 
Nor  heed  the  garlands  scattered 

Before  them,  white  and  red. 
For  red  and  white  shall  blossom 

On  breasts  now  clad  in  blue, 
And  white  and  red  shall  mingle 

Pale  cheeks  with  bloody  dew 
Ere  these  brave  hearts  shall  falter 

Or  fearless  footsteps  turn 
When  the  bugles  call  and  bullets  fall 

And  fires  of  battle  burn. 

So  speed  ye,  blue  battalions, 

And  known  where'er  ye  pass, 
Our  hearts  bow  down  before  ye 

As  the  winds  bow  down  the  grass. 
For  ye  typify  our  country 

And  all  of  her  gallant  sons, 
And  the  voices  of  past  and  future 

Shall  speak  through  your  eloquent  guns. 
Then  speak  ye  for  us,  the  voiceless, 

And  this  let  the  mandate  be, 
"We  hold,  O  God,  a  continent 

For  liberty  and  thee." 


TO   OUR  "BOYS"  AT  CAMP  ALGER. 

MARY  L.  CHADWICK  AND   HELEN   M.    RICHTER. 

Many  hours  have  passed  since  we  stood  in  the  station, 
Listening  to  the  deafening  cheers  that  filled  the  air. 

There  were  people  there  of  every  kind  and  nation, 
With  the  boys  whose  names  they'll  always  love  so  dear. 
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When  suddenly  they  saw  the  train  move  onward, 
Every  eye  filled  up  with  parting  good-by  tears, 

And  we  all  hope  that  we'll  meet  again  forever, 
With  the  ones  whose  welcome  we'll  love  to  hear. 

Oh,  the  rain  poured  down  that  noon  at  the  station, 
When  the  boys  of  Syracuse  did  board  that  train; 

It  was  there  they  bid  good-by  to  their  relations, 
On  the  train  for  Camp  Alger,  far  away. 

Round  their  tents  perhaps  the  rain  is  swiftly  falling, 

And  perhaps  they're  ready  battlefields  to  roam, 
Yet  we  know  that  their  loyal  hearts  are  yearning. 

For  the  time  wh^n  they  will  all  be  safely  home. 
They  are  resting  on  their  knapsacks  for  a  pillow, 

On  the  ground  beneath  the  tents  they  all  are  laid, 
And  their  voices  seem  to  cry  aloud  for  victory, 

From  their  resting  place,  Camp  Alger,  far  away. 


THE  VOLUNTEER. 

KLBRIDGE  JEFFERSON  CUTLER. 

"At  dawn,"  he  said,  "I  bid  them  all  farewell, 

To  go  where  bugles  call  and  rifles  gleam." 
And  with  the  restless  thought,  asleep  he  fell 
And  glided  into  dream. 

A  great  hot  plain  from  sea  to  mountain  spread — 
Through  it  a  level  river  slowly  drawn; 

He  moved  with  a  vast  crowd,  and  at  its  head 
Streamed  banners  like  the  dawn. 

There  came  a  blinding  flash,  a  deafening  roar — 
And  dissonant  cries  of  triumph  and  dismay; 

Blood  trickled  down  the  river's  reedy  shore, 
And  with  the  dead  he  lay. 

The  morn  broke  in  upon  his  solemn  dreams, 
And  still  with  steady  pulse  and  deepening  eye, 
"Where  bugles  call,"  he  said,  "and  rifles  gleam, 
I  follow,  though  I  die! 
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Wise  youth!    By  few  is  glory's  wreath  attained; 

But  death,  or  late  or  soon,  awaiteth  all. 
To  fight  in  freedom's  cause  is  something  gained — 

And  nothing  lost,  to  fall. 
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CAN  WE  FORGET  THE  MAINE? 

FRANKLIN  R.  CARPENTER. 

Not  for  a  conquest,  Lord,  we  fight, 
Nor  sail  our  fleets  for  gain; 

But,  Lord  of  Hosts,  avenging  God! 
Can  we  forget  the  Maine? 

Be  with  us,  Lord,  as  with  our  sires, 
When  Spain's  Armada  sailed; 

Raise  thou  the  storm,  loose  thou  the  bolt! 
Show  them  thy  hands  are  mailed! 

Three  hundred  men  in  peaceful  sleep, 
By  Spanish  treachery  slain; 

O,  Lord  of  Hosts,  avenging  God! 
Can  we  forget  the  Maine? 


GRIDLEY. 

P.   A.    CONNOLLY. 

"Fire  when  you're  ready,  Gridley," 

Rake  'em  fore  and  aft, 
Let  your  shot  and  shell  play  havoc 

With  the  Spanish  craft. 
Sink  'em  'neath  the  waters,  Gridley, 

Let  those  sons  of  Spain 
See  how  well  we  can  remember 

How  they  sank  the  Maine. 

So  spoke  Dewey.    Gridley  answered 

Not  a  word  did  he; 
But  he  trained  his  guns  for  action 

And  for  liberty; 
Liberty  for  Cuba's  children, 

Freedom  from  old  Spain, 
Death  to  all  the  cursed  oppressors, 

Vengeance  for  the  Maine! 

How  he  carried  out  the  order 

History  will  tell 
Ages  hence  when  Spain  has  fallen 

'Neath  her  crumbling  shell. 
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He  is  gone,  and  yet  he  lingers 

And  will  live  for  aye; 
For  he  knew  when  he  was  ready 

On  that  first  of  May. 

Fallen  hero,  newly  risen 

To  that  land  of  peace; 
Tou  have  gone  to  join  His  army 

Where  all  battles  cease. 
Tou  have  got  your  great  promotion 

And  your  princely  pay  — 
Farewell,  Gridley,  fallen  hero 

Of  Manila  Bay. 


THE  YANKEE   GIRL  IN  WAR. 

LU  B.  CAKE. 

She  wears  the  soldier  buttons 

Of  all  her  sweethearts  true, 
A  button  heads  her  hatpin, 

Her  bracelets  of  them,  too; 
They  gleam  around  her  girdle, 

They  nestle  in  her  curl, 
Compose  the  necklace,  earrings, 

Of  our  fair  Yankee  girl. 

Our  flag  waves  from  her  window, 

It  flutters  on  her  wheel, 
Adorns  her  horse  and  carriage, 

Her  poodle  and  her  seal; 
Old  Glory  on  her  bosom 

In  love-knot  fold  and  furl; 
Her  lover  is  a  soldier 

And  she's  his  Yankee  girl. 

0,  royal  red  her  lips  are, 

And  white  her  brow  and  soul, 
Her  cheeks  are  snow  and  crimson. 

Our  color  aureole; 
The  stars  are  blue  eyes  beaming, 

The  nation's  pride  and  pearl, 
The  soldier's  other  "Glory," 

God  bless  the  Yankee  girl! 
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SHIPS  THAT  PASS  IN  THE  NIGHT. 

O.  H.   CAME. 

What  are  those  spectral  monsters 

That  through  the  waters  glide 
Past  fort  and  sleeping  garrison 

That  threaten  either  side, 
Grim  phantoms  of  ill  omen 

In  sable  shrouds  of  night 
That  cautiously  yet  steadily 

Advance  toward  Cavite, 
Who  with  their  muffled  throbbing 

The  death  like  silence  mar? 
Tig  written  that  the  Spaniard 

Shall  find  out  what  they  are. 

Sparks  rising  o'er  the  waters 

Are  noticed  at  Cavite, 
And  scattering  shots  are  fired, 

The  prologue  of  the  fight. 
Then  'merging  from  the  darkness 

In  the  light  of  dawning  day 
The  fleet  of  the  avenger 

Is  sighted  in  the  bay. 
His  ships  are  formed  in  column 

Four  thousand  feet  apart, 
Each  man  is  at  his  station 

And  vengeance  in  each  heart 

They're  heading  up  the  channel 

Through  waters  thickly  mined 
Past  rows  of  blazing  cannon, 

Montejo's  fleet  to  find, 
They  find  them  at  Manila, 

Guns  bursting  from  their  ports, 
Behind  them  are  shore  batteries 

And  formidable  forts. 
They  number  twice  as  many 

As  Dewey's  little  fleet, 
So  steadily  advancing, 

The  fearful  odds  to  meet. 

With  mines  exploding  'round  them 
In  the  storm  of  shot  and  shell, 
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"Old  Glory"  flutters  proudly 

In  the  very  teeth  of  hell. 
Despite  the  desperate  onslaught 

Their  tactics  do  not  change, 
They  hold  their  column  order 

To  within  a  certain  range, 
When  each  delivers  port  side 

And  takes  the  Inward  turn 
Delivering  her  starboard 

And  heading  to  return. 

Their  aim  unlike  the  Spaniards 

Is  fearfully  correct, 
They  Are  with  rapidity 

And  terrible  effect, 
While  pas&irg  and  repassing 

Before  the  desperate  foe, 
They  reduce  his  forts  to  ruins 

And  send  his  fleet  below. 
Brave  Dewey  then  retires 

And  finds  to  his  surprise 
No  men  or  ships  disabled, 

Twas  written  otherwise. 


CUBA. 

EDWARD  E.  CROSS. 


Thou  beautiful  island,  enthroned  in  the  ocean 

The  sun  never  shone  on  a  lovelier  spot; 
But  'tis  the  stronghold  of  strife  and  commotion, 

For  tyranny  frowns  o'er  each  palaca  and  cot 

On  her  broad,  fertile  shores,  the  warm  waves  are  curling, 
And  gracefully  kissing  the  blushing  sea-shells; 

While  the  tamarind  and  palm  their  green  leaves  unfurling, 
Adorn  the  tall  mountains  and  evergreen  delis. 

The  pure,  balmy  airs,  from  the  orange  groves  blowing, 
Refresh  all  the  senses  and  gladden  the  heart; 

And  the  beautiful  flowers,  'mong  the  olive  trees  growing, 
A  fragrance  and  charm  to  the  landscape  impart 

"Queen  of  the  Antilles,"  though  Nature  with  gladness 
Hath  decked  thee  in  green,  like  a  bride  of  the  sea, 
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Still  all  thy  rare  beauty  is  shrouded  in  sadness, 
For  a  veil  of  despair  is  yet  hanging  o'er  thee. 

To  death  thou  are  burdened,  and  taxed  and  oppressed, 
The  hand  of  the  Spaniard  is  red  with  thy  blood; 

But  never  let  Hope  bid  adieu  to  thy  breast 
And  trust  in  the  wisdom  and  justice  of  God. 

The  Eagle  of  Freedom  is  hovering  o'er  thee, 
Impatiently  waiting  to  dart  on  thy  foes; 

And  many  a  strong  arm  is  moved  to  restore  thee 
Once  more  to  thy  rights,  and  to  banish  thy  woes. 

Thou  soon  shall  be  free  from  the  chains  and  the  lashes 
Which  Spain,  while  she  holds  thee,  will  freely  bestow; 

Soon  the  pride  of  Havana  be  humbled  in  ashes 
And  the  Star-Spangled  Banner  wave  o'er  thee,  Monro. 


THE   SWORD  OF  GETTYSBURG. 

G.    W.    CROFTS. 

Unsheath  the  sword  of  Gettysburg, 

Where  it  so  long  has  lain, 
And  with  it  smite  with  all  its  might 

The  brow  of  tyrant  Spain. 

Unsheath  the  sword  of  Gettysburg, 

For  'tis  the  Lord's  decree, 
From  out  the  sky  we've  heard  the  cry, 

'My  people  shall  be  free." 
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Unsheath  the  sword  of  Gettysburg, 

No  power  can  it  withstand; 
'Twill  never  yield  on  flod  or  field, 

Tis  held  in  God's  right  hand. 

Unsheath  the  sword  of  Gettysburg, 
The  sword  of  blue  and  gray;" 

'Twill  flash  again  with  light  as  when 
It  brought  a  better  day. 

Unsheath  the  sword  of  Gettysburg, 

This  people  longs  to  see 
It  carve  once  more  from  shore  to  shore, 

A  way  for  liberty. 
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"ANANIAS,  DON'T  FEET." 

LAURA    U.    CASE. 

Old  Ananias  turned  in  bed, 
And  to  his  spouse,  Sapphira,  said: 
"My  bones  are  much  disquieted; 

Wake  up  and  watch  our  claim. 
Two  thousand  years  we've  posed  as  liars, 
But  now  the  yellow  press  aspires 
By  aid  of  telegraphic  wires 

To  rob  us  of  our  fame. 

"Because  unvarnished  facts  we  glossed, 
Nor  counted  cost,  our  lives  we  lost, 
When  high  deception's  flag  we  tossed, 

Truth  veiled  her  face  and  fled. 
Has  bolder  grown  the  world  to-day, 
With  scheming  falsehood  paves  its  way — 
They  lie  for  spite,  they  lie  for  pay, 

Yet  none  are  stricken  dead/' 

"Don't  fuss,  old  man,  we  lead  the  van; 
King  Satin  neved  lacked  a  plan 
To  fool  the  world  since  time  began. 

******* 

"The  liars'  legion  marches  on; 
His  highness  smiles  and  waves  baton, 
For  press  inspired  or  Spanish  Don, 

And  rumor  has  her  say. 
We  lived  too  soon  for  our  own  good, 
Our  talents  were  misunderstood — 
Don't  fret!     We  did  the  best  we  could 
In  that  benighted  day." 


FOR  A  PEOPLE'S  FREEDOM. 

MRS.  M.  V.  F.  CALLAWAY. 

A  voice  of  sad  thraldom 
That  fettered  Spanish  slaves, 

Was  heard  from  lone  Cuba, 
And  borne  on  the  waves. 

Too  long  we  have  slumbered, 
Too  long  we  have  slept, 
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While  these  downtrodden  heroes 
In  bondage  have  wept. 

Their  gaunt  eyes  of  hunger, 

Their  prayers  and  their  tears, 
Have  unheeded  passed  by 

On  the  wings  of  the  air. 
But  our  nation  has  heard  them, 

And  with  them  doth  weep, 
And  for  this  our  brave  Maine 

Found  a  grave  in  the  deep. 

Now  the  dear  hand  of  liberty 

Has  beckoned  us  forth, 
To  preserve  the  dear  landmark 

That  gave  Columbia  birth. 
The  Spanish  give  starvation 

In  exchange  for  their  wealth, 
And  is  landing  them  down 

To  the  caverns  of  death. 

But  our  nation  has  declared 

This  grave  commerce  shall  cease, 
And  her  bosom  she  has  bared 

For  Cuban  liberty  and  peace. 
The  Spaniards  no  longer 

Shall  deny  them  daily  bread, 
For  the  flat  speaks  with  iron  tongue, 

Backed  up  with  fire  and  lead. 


FALL    OF    SPAIN. 

WM.    H.    CONKL1N. 

The  sun  shines  fair  o'er  Morro's  walls, 

But  will  it  shine  to-morrow — 
When  the  vengeance  of  Columbia  falls, 

And  steeps  thy  land  in  sorrow? 
Thy  star  now  sets;  the  day  draws  near; 

Thy  treachery  will  prove  in  vain; 
The  dogs  of  war  must  have  their  prey, 

And  drink  the  blood  of  Spain. 

God's  gifted  land,  wherein  past  years 
Thy  voice  the  world  could  sway. 
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Thy  nation's  lost;  a  conquering  host 

Stands  forth  in  grim  array, 
And  retribution  seals  thy  doom; 

Thy  glory  fast  will  wane. 
The  eagle  of  the  North  comes  forth, 

To  drink  the  blood  of  Spain. 

His  shriek  of  vengeance  thrills  the  air; 

His  pinions  wide  are  spread. 
From  east  to  west,  from  north  to  south, 

He  soars  above  thy  dead. 
A  trail  of  ruin  marks  his  pith, 

And  leaves  a  crimson  stain — 
A  crimson  flood  of  thy  best  blood 

Upon  the  fields  of  Spain. 

Look!  Spaniards  look!  Thy  tears  are  vain. 

The  Stars  and  Stripes  unfurled 
On  Morro's  fort,  o'er  Madrid's  fort, 

Defiance  bids  the  world. 
For  every  wrong  and  crime  usurp 

The  heroes  of  the  Maine; 
They  calmly  sleep  in  the  cold  deep, 

Red  with  the  blood  of  Spain. 


THE  BATTLE   CRY. 

CARROLL,  B.  CRAWFORD. 

When  the  cannon's  black  mouth 
Belches  flame  in  the  south, 

Let  us  have,  over  mountain  and  plain, 
A  watchword  and  cry, 
When  the  Spaniard  is  nigh, 

That  will  help  us  Remember  the  Maine. 

Let  these  be  the  words 
That  shall  startle  the  birds 

As  they  swing  through  the  air's  wide  domain; 
"Give  them  shot,  give  them  shell, 
Fight  like  demons  as  well, 

And  forever  Remember  the  Maine!" 

When  the  battle  is  on 
'Gainst  the  bloodthirsty  Don, 
And  we  face  the  dark  soldiers  of  Spain, 
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It  shall  add  to  our  might, 
In  the  thick  of  the  fight, 
To  murmur,  "Remember  the  Maine." 

By  the  fire  of  the  camp, 

In  the  swamp,  thick  and  damp, 

And  when  marching  in  Eunshine  or  rain, 
All  hearts  shall  take  cheer 
When  is  heard,  loud  and  clear, 

Our  war  cry,  "Remember  the  Maine." 

Though  wounded  and  dying, 
Neglected,  and  crying, 

For  death  to  bring  ease  from  our  pain, 
Our  last  words  should  sound 
As  the  darkness  draws  round, 

'On,  boys,  and  Remembar  the  Maine!" 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  MANILA  BAY. 

EL.I.A    DIETZ   CLYMER. 

In  the  darkness  of  the  night,  when  the  Spanish  fleet  lay  sleeping, 
Our  stealthy  squadron  crept  through  the  channel  to  the  bay, 

And  as  the  gray  dawn  broke  we  set  our  guns  a-leaping, 
And  they  thundered  and  they  crashed  in  a  most  tempestuous  way. 

Our  ships  sailed  on  in  line.    The  Olympla  was  leading — 
The  flagship  of  the  fleet  which  bore  our  Commodore. 

Near  seven  hundred  miles  our  fleet  had  come  full  speeding, 
To  meet  the  Spanish  fleet,  which  lay  anchored  close  inshore. 

The  Spaniards  opened  fire,  though  the  sudden  sight  appalled  them — 
Our  stately  ships  all  sailing,  arranged  in  battle  line; 

Our  gunners  fell  to  work — shot  and  shell — we  overhauled  them, 
And  then  lay  to  for  breakfast,  which  we  finished  up  at  nine. 

We  renewed  our  four  hours'  fight,  which  they  say  it  was  a  beauty, 
Though  we  did  not  stop  to  look  while  we  served  them  shot  and  shell; 

Our  Commodore,  like  Nelson,  held  each  man  must  do  his  duty, 
So  we  made  the  battle  hot  as  the  gates  of  death  and  hell. 

The  Spaniards  fought  like  men,  but  their  valor  could  not  save  them, 
Though  they  shelled  from  ships  and  forts,  we  raked  them  every  side; 

When  treachery  they  tried  we  a  direful  greeting  gave  them. 
And,  fighting,  they  went  down,  and  thus  perished  in  their  pride. 
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Not  a  man  of  us  was  killed,  though  their  treachery  betrayed  us 
With  feints  of  lowered  flags;  when  we  sent  out  men  to  board, 

They  opened  fire  again — but  no  shot  nor  shell  dismayed  us 
For  we  fought  as  men  of  old  fighting  battles  of  the  Lord. 

We  saw  their  flagship  flame — 'twas  the  Reina  M.  Christina; 

We  saw  them  save  their  flag  in  the  hottest  of  the  fight; 
We  smote  them,  ships  and  fort,  and  we  won  our  Philippina, 

And  raised  the  Stars  and  Stripes  on  Cavite's  fort  at  night 

The  commerce  of  the  world  will  find  our  flag  adorning 
The  place  where  it  was  set  when  the  Yankees  came  to  stay; 

We  did  a  good  day's  work  in  a  lovely  May  day  morning 
When  we  set  Old  Glory  floating  over  fair  Manila  Bay. 

Hallelujah!  let  us  cry,  while  we  tell  once  more  the  story 
Of  our  wise  and  valiant  Dewey  and  his  officers  and  men; 

Let  us  praise  the  God  of  Battles,  while  we  cheer  our  grand  Old  Glory, 
For  the  Eagle's  land  has  triumphed  over  tyranny  again. 


HOW  LONG,  O  LORD,   HOW   LONG? 

MRS.   W.    B.   CHAMBERS. 

Southern  skies  are  blue  and  smiling, 

All  our  land  is  full  of  peace; 
Spring  is  sending  far  her  message,  promise  of  the  year's  increase. 
But  on  Cuba's  gem-like  island  broods  the  spoiler's  blighting  breath, 

While  the  harvest  grows  the  greater, — 

For  the  Reaper's  name  is  Death! 

God,  enthroned  in  righteousness, 

Tell  us  how  these  things  can  be! 
How  a  tottering,  senile  despot,  sitting  by  our  smiling  sea — 
Remnant  of  a  barbarous  power — in  the  noon  of  this  high  day 

Binds  his  shackles  on  a  people 

Struggling  'neath  his  hated  sway? 

There  the  frenzied,  famished  mother 

Clasps  upon  her  shrunken  breast 
Shrivelled  skeletons  of  childhood,  sinking  to  their  ghastly  rest! 
There  old  age  and  helpless  maidens  murmur  low  with  drooping  head 

Bowed  beneath  the  mocking  heavens, 

'Will  the  heavens  give  us  bread?" 
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Months  and  years  the  darkness  deepened; 

Still  the  nations  held  their  peace; 
-Still  the  coward  war  on  women  and  on  childhood  did  not  cease. 
Famine,  slaughter,  outrage,  torture — all  the  cruel  Spaniard's  wile. 

Held  their  sway  o'er  Spain's  own  people 

On  the  fair  and  fated  isle. 

Long  their  cries  arose  to  heaven; 

Now  a  fearful  silence  falls; 
They  have  ceased  to  hope  or  struggle  in  those  deadly  circling  walls. 
Still  the  mother  clasps  her  dead  ones;  but  no  more  she  lifts  her  head; 

Nevermore  we  hear  the  whisper, 

"Will  the  heavens  give  us  bread?" 

And  the  Statesmen  trick  and  quibble 

In  the  halls  where  men  are  sold, 
Parleying  with  Policy,  weighing  human  life  with  gold, 
Till,  on  peaceful  billows  resting,  with  a  shock  that  shook  the  world, 

Gallant  ships  and  noble  seamen 

To  their  awful  doom  are  hurled. 

O  thou  angel  of  the  Book! 

Writing  on  that  deathless  page 
All  the  good  and  all  the  evil  men  have  wrought  in  every  age, 
Both  the  Master  mark  each  teardrop,  hear  each  gasping  sob  and  sigh. 

When  the  strong  ones  hurt  and  trample, 

And  the  hurt  ones  sink  and  die? 

Hast  thou  written  there  the  record 

That  shall  far  eclipse  them  all? 
All  the  lust  of  blood  and  hatred  since  the  day  of  Eden's  fall? 
Oh,  how  dark  and  long  the  story!     Nineteen  centuries  are  there! 

Yet  the  palm  of  cruelty 

This  our  boasted  age  must  wear! 

Stay  the  hand,  O  weeping  angel! 

Let  no  flaming  record  show 
That  our  country  shared  the  shame  of  the  rapine  and  the  woe, — 
That  she  stood  and  gazed  while  thousands  perished  at  her  very  gate, 

Starved  and  tortured,  bruised  and  trodden 

By  the  bloody  heel  of  hate! 

God  of  mercy!  What  doth  hinder 
Our  strong  men  to  strike  the  blow? 

Is  it  sordid  greed  of  gold?    Is  it  shameful  fear  of  foe? 

Hands  are  ready,  hearts  are  eager,  fretting  at  the  strange  delay; 
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Are  our  leaders  chained  or  sleeping 
In  this  great  and  stirring  day? 


Be  our  rallying  call,  "Havana!" 

Be  our  battle-cry,  "The  Maine!" 
Be  accursed  the  placid  waters  where  by  Spanish  treachery  slain. 
Sank  our  brothers  to  their  burial  on  that  black  and  shameful  night 

When  the  coward  hand  was  lifted 

That  will  never  dare  to  fight. 


When  the  bells  shall  toll  the  dying 

Of  the  century  old  and  gray, 
They  shall  tell  the  swifter  passing  of  the  tyrant's  cruel  sway. 
When  the  glad  bells  chime  a  welcome  to  a  shining  age  of  Peace, 

They  shall  ring  and  sing  of  Freedom — 

Cuba's  freedom  and  release! 


OUK   FLAG. 

JOHN  A.  CRAWFORD. 

No  stain  has  e'er  been  on  our  flag, 
To  foes  a  dread — its  friends  it  saves; 

The  oppressed  have  called  upon  us  now, 
On  Cuban  soil  it  proudly  waves. 

In  wisdom's  ways  by  valor  bought, 
Thus  floats  the  banner  of  the  free; 

Remember  well  the  battles  fought 
And  well  support  the  powers  that  be. 

So  long  oppressed  they  sought  our  aid, 
But  yet  their  goes  we  failed  to  see; 

McKinley  like  a  hero  stood 
And  said  that  Cuba  should  be  free. 

God  rules  the  world,  He  wills  it  so, 
That  we  should  fight  on  land  and  sea. 

We  will  sustain  our  President, 
We  vow  beneath  the  banner  free. 

A  war  for  love  of  human  kind 
I  trow  was  never  waged  before; 

God  bless  the  land  we  love  so  well. 
And  keep  us  safe  forever  more. 
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We  have  good  men  upon  this  land, 
Who  fought  for  islands  in  the  sea, 

And  proudly  fill  the  ranks  with  men 
That  know  no  fear  the  fight  to  see. 

Right  here  in  sight  with  quiet  mien, 
Hay  Walker  with  his  thousand  men, 

If  Uncle  Sam  should  need  them  all, 
He  says  he  will  be  ready  then. 

The  flag  we  raise  upon  this  mill 
To  show  the  Union  of  today 

There  is  no  north  there  is  no  south, 
The  union  of  the  blue  and  gray. 


NEMESIS. 

C.    H.    CRANDALL. 
THE  MAINE. 


She  glided  on  her  peaceful  quest, 
What  though  the  starry  flag  might  bear 

To  some  a  silent,  stern  behest, 
To  some  a  breath  of  freedom's  air; 

Then  in  her  berth  a  stately  guest 
Slept,  trustful,  in  that  alien  lair. 

But  what  are  bulkheads,  fashioned  well, 
And  what  are  sides  and  decks  of  steel, 

Or  cunning  dialhands,  to  tell. 
Through  night  and  day,  of  woe  or  weal, 

When  human  hearts  can  league  with  hell 
And  sow  volcanoes  'neath  a  keel? 

So  by  a  deed  whose  blackness  made 
The  night  it  chose  seem  white  beside, 

Struck  in  the  dark  by  coward  blade, 
The  knightly  Maine  leapt  once  and  died — 

A  name  to  make  a  throne  afraid, 
A  wreck  that  moaned  beneath  the  tide! 

THE  OREGON. 

But  o'er  the  land  the  tidings  swept, 
And  death-cries  quivered  through  the  wire, 
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Down  in  the  hold  the  engines  leapt, 

The  coal  sprang  eager  to  the  fire, 
And  never  slacked  and  never  slept 

The  sister  warship's  grim  desire! 

With  patient  throbs  that  never  wane 

A  continent's  long  coast  is  won; 
That  nearlng  death-smoke  on  the  main 

Shall  teach  the  lesson  to  the  Don 
That  he  who  strikes  a  blow  at  Maine 

Shall  reckon  yet  with  Oregon! 

Ah!  when  her  helm  goes  hard  a-port, 

And  all  her  broadside  speaks  in  fire, 
And  from  the  proudly  floating  fort 

The  cheers  ring  out  with  brave  desire, 
That  sound  shall  shake  a  trembling  court, 

And  thrill  Havana's  sunken  prye! 


JUNE  24. 

J.   SCOTT  CLARK. 

Are  all  our  heroes  dead? 
Is  American  courage  lied? 

Men  told  us  so 

Three  months  ago, 
Ere  the  word  of  "war"  was  said. 

Are  our  city  boys  all  dudes — 
Shopkeepers,  weaklings,  prudes? 

Men  told  us  so 

Three  months  ago, 
And  warned  us  against  all  feuds. 

Are  they  "holiday  soldiers"  all- 
Just  for  dress  parade  and  ball — 
With  their  guns  so  bright 
And  their  suits  so  "tight," 
As  they  spring  to  the  bugle  call? 

Do  the  sons  of  this  Yankae  sod 
All  worship  the  dollar  god? 
We  have  heard  for  years 
These  foreigners'  sneers 
At  the  land  of  pork  and  cod. 
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Ah  stand  on  this  Cuban  done 
On  the  twenty-fourth  of  June, 
And  see  Wood's  men 
(And  their  actions  then), 
And  you'll  sing  a  different  tune. 

Hear  the  shriek  of  each  Mauser  ball 
See  one  out  of  ten  men  fall! 

With  never  a  chance 

For  a  single  glance 
At  the  foe,  with  its  cuckoo  call. 

Bee  "Teddy"  Roosevelt's  "fops" 

As  they  spring  through  the  chaparral  tops 

Mere  "knights  of  the  pen"— 

Mere  football  men — 
These  lads  whom  the  lead  ne'er  stops. 

See  O'Neil  march  down  the  line 
See  Capron's  saber  shine 

With  never  a  halt 

'Neath  the  leaden  salt, 
They  spring  toward  the  hidden  line. 

See  the  awe-struck  Spaniards  run, 
Hear  the  "pop"  of  each  Yankee  gun, 

Mark  the  total  rout; 

Hear  the  victors'  shout 
In  the  struggle  so  well  begun. 

See  the  trench  with  its  forty  dead, 
With  "that  dude,  Fish,"  at  the  head 
Ah  dudes  like  these 
Shall  have  knights'  degrees 
In  the  roll  by  Washington  led. 

See  Hobson's  Immortal  eight 
As  they  enter  hell's  yawning  gate 
While  the  great  guns'  yells 
Sound  their  funeral  knells — 
Till  they  rise,  in  spite  of  fate. 

Ah  Lowell  was  right  when  he  said 
Of  our  heroes  then  living  and  dead 

That  men  don't  tight 

Like  that  for  the  right 
To  deal  in  bacon  and  bread. 
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'Tis  a  lie  that  we  worship  gold 
Tis  a  lie  that  our  courage  is  cold 

Let  the  carpers  that  sneered 

And  said  that  we  feared 
Forever  their  silence  hold! 


JINGO. 

W.  C.  COOPER. 


There's  a  little  old-fashioned  song  I  know, 
Which  was  born  in  the  turbulent  long  ago, 
And  a  certain  italic  burns  through  its  notes 
Which  splendidly  fits  it  for  patriot  throats; 
Tis  Yankee  Doodle,  with  its  bounding  sing-ho, 
And  nervy  Jingo! 

There's  a  bird  with  a  flashing  and  far-reaching  eye, 
That  skims,  in  its  glory,  the  uttermost  sky; 
Our  emblem  of  freedom,  it  typifies  well 
Our  uncle,  the  shrewd  and  the  vast  Samuel, 
And  its  scream,  unlike  that  of  the  timid  flamingo, 
Is  straight-out  Jingo! 

And  there  is  a  banner,  "Oh,  long  may  it  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave." 
Whose  right  to  its  beautiful  starry  array 
Was  wrung  out  of  blood;  and  it  has  a  way 
Of  making  all  despots  and  tyrants  sing  low, 
And  small,  by  Jingo! 

And  there  is  a  day  that  we  all  celebrate, 
In  every  hamlet  of  every  State; 
'Tis  the  Fourth!    Columbia's  most  glorious  day, 
And  damned  be  the  man  who  won't  hooray 
And  whoop  up  Its  noise  and  spread-eagle  lingo, 
By  the  eternal  Jingo! 

Wherever  it  sounds  like  to  dignified  ears, 
Its  energy  sprang  out  of  blood  and  of  tears; 
And  the  nation,  derided  because  it  can't  be  trim 
To  Punctilio's  demand  and  conceal  its  vast  vim, 
Will  soon  write  in  blood  all  the  meanings  which  cling  so 
To  Jingo— by  the  jumping  Jingo! 
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THE   WAKSHD?  MAN. 

MARVIN  R.  CLARK. 

Hot,  hot,  hot, 

In  these  warships,  on  the  sea; 
But  I  wish  that  my  pen  might  tell  you 

What  hotter  than  hottest  can  be. 

Ah,  well  for  the  ice-cream  seller 
As  he  twirls  his  freezing  can; 

All  right  for  the  root-beer  doctor 
And  the  red-flanneled,  bold  iceman. 

(But  these  broiling  ships  grill  on 
In  the  blistering  sun  until 

I  sigh  to  sit  on  a  ton  of  ice 
And  melt  it  down  at  my  will. 

Hot,  hot,  hot, 

In  these  red-hot  ships  on  the  sea, 
But  the  cooling  click  of  ice  in  a  glass 

Will  never  be  heard  by  me. 


MEEEIMAO   HOBSON. 

WALTER  IRVING  CLARKE. 

My  dear  Comrade  Dewey,  of  Philippine  fame, 
I'm  feeling  quite  well,  which  I  hope  you're  the  same, 
Though  somewhat  unable  to  make  you  a  call, 
Through  pressing  engagement  at  Cervera's  hall. 

I  came  unexpected  to  visit  my  host, 
Who  stops  fop  his  health  in  this  cove  near  the  coast; 
He  had  hoped  to  avoid  threatened  seaward  attack 
Till  entered  the  channel  our  bold  Merrlmac. 

Which  he  gave  us  reception  decidedly  hot, 
With  a  fireworks  display  and  a  deluge  of  shot, 
Which  a  landsman  might  think  was  a  rattling  salute, 
Till  he  felt  the  sharp  sting  of  the  bullets  they  shoot 

There  were  eight  of  us  fellows,  and  proudly  we  steamed 
Our  ship  through  the  passage  where  shells  madly  screamed; 
Till  we  let  go  our  anchor,  and  blew  out  her  side, 
And  sunk  In  the  channel  our  wreck  and  our  pride. 
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Escape  we  had  blocked  for  the  whole  Spanish  fleet, 
And  for  deed  such  as  that  death  or  prison  were  sweet 
Which  is  why  we're  constrained  not  to  speak  here  good-bye, 
Until  urgent  request  comes  from  Sampson  or  Schley. 

They  say  that  when  Uncle  Sam's  eagle  shall  scream 
Once  more  o'er  a  triumph  for  Cuba's  fair  dream, 
The  great  powers  of  Europe  will  cause  Spain  to  sue 
For  peace  which  will  make  Cuba's  dreaming  come  true. 

Tis  then  I  will  meet  you,  afloat  or  ashore, 

Which  the  same  I'd  prefer  close  to  old  ocean's  roar; 

Santiago,  Manila,  together  we'll  toast, 

And  eat  Philippines,  Uncle  Sam  for  our  host 

Which  is  why  I  am  writing,  that  this  you  may  get, 
And  warn  young  Alfonso  indoors  out  of  the  wet; 
And  when  for  our  country  we  meet  and  rejoice, 
Please  label  my  vintage  just  plain  "Hobson's  choice." 


THE  FIGHTING  EACE. 

J08EPH  I.  C.  CLARKE. 

"Read  out  the  names!"  and  Burke  sat  back, 
And  Kelly  drooped  his  head, 
While  Shea — they  call  him  Scholar  Jack — 

Went  down  the  list  of  theTead. 
Officers,  seamen,  gunners,  marines, 

The  crews  of  the  gig  and  yawl, 
The  bearded  man  and  the  lad  in  his  teens, 

Carpenters,  coal  passers — all. 
Then  knocking  the  ashes  from  out  his  pipe, 
Said  Burke  in  an  offhand  way; 
"We're  all  in  that  dead  man's  list,  by  Crlpe! 

Kelly  and  Burke  and  Shea." 
"Well,  here's  to  the  Maine,  and  I'm  sorry  for  Spain," 
Said  Kelly  and  Burke  and  Shea. 

"Wherever  there's  Kellys  there's  trouble,"  said  Burke, 

"Wherever  fighting's  the  game, 
Or  a  spice  of  danger  in  grown  man's  work," 

Said  Kelly,  "you'll  find  my  name." 
"And  do  we  fall  short,"  said  Burke,  getting  mad, 

"When  it's  touch  and  go  for  life?" 
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Said  Shea,  "It's  thirty-odd  years,  bedad, 

Since  I  charged  to  drum  and  fife 
Up  Mary's  Heights,  and  my  old  canteen 

Stopped  a  rebel  ball  on  its  way. 
There  were  blossoms  of  blood  on  our  sprigs  of  green — 

Kelly  and  Burke  and  Shea — 
And  the  dead  didn't  brag."    "Well,  here's  to  the  flag!" 

Said  Kelly  and  Burke  and  Shea. 

"I  wish  'twas  in  Ireland,  for  there's  the  place," 
Said  Burke,  "that  we'd  die  by  right, 
In  the  cradle  of  our  soldier  race, 
After  one  good  stand-up  fight. 
My  grandfather  fell  on  Vinegar  Hill, 

And  fighting  was  not  his  trade; 
But  his  rusty  pike's  in  the  cabin  still, 
With  Hessian  blood  on  the  blade." 
,  "Aye,  aye,"  said  Kelly,  "the  pikes  were  great 

When  the  word  was  'Clear  the  way!' 
We  were  thick  on  the  roll  in  ninety-eight — 
Kelly  and  Burke  and  Shea." 
"Well  here's  to  the  pike  and  the  sword  and  the  like!" 
Said  Kelly  and  Burke  and  Shea. 

And  Shea,  the  scholar,  with  rising  joy, 

Said  "We  were  at  Ramillies. 
We  left  our  bones  at  Fontenoy 

And  up  in  the  Pyrenees, 
Before  Dunkirk,  on  Lan  don's  plain, 

Cremona,  Lillle  and  Ghent, 
We're  all  over  Austria,  France  and  Spain, 

Wherever  they  pitched  a  tent. 
We've  died  for  England  from  Waterloo 

To  Egypt  and  Dargai; 
And  still  there's  enough  for  a  corps  or  crew, 

Kelly  and  Burke  and  Shea." 
"Well,  here  is  to  good  honest  fighting  blood!" 

Said  Kelly  and  Burke  and  Shea. 

"Oh,  the  fighting  races  don't  die  out, 

If  they  seldom  die  in  bed, 
For  love  is  first  in  their  hearts,  no  doubt," 

Said  Burke;  then  Kelly  said: 
•When  Michael,  the  Irish  Archangel,  stands, 

The  angel  with  the  sword, 
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And  the  battle-dead  from  a  hundred  lands 

Are  ranged  in  one  big  horde, 
Oar  line,  that  for  Gabriel's  trumpet  waits, 

Will  stretch  three  deep  that  day, 
From  Jehosaphat  to  the  Golden  Gates — 

Kelly  and  Burke  and  Shea." 
Well,  here's  thank  God  for  the  race  and  the  sod!" 

Said  Kelly  and  Burke  and  Shea. 


THE  YANKEE  COMMODOEE. 

FRANK   WADUSIOH   CHANDLER. 

The  sunset  guns  without  the  bay 

Had  roared  to  those  inshore 
A  tocsin  for  the  dawn  to  greet 

The  Yankee  commodore; 
Our  gallant  commodore,  my  lads, 

Who  rode  the  China  Sea, 
But  would  not  wait  for  morning  light 

To  strike  for  victory. 

With  bated  breath  and  muffled  pulse 

Of  engines  through  the  night, 
He  sailed  his  ship  by  fort  and  mine 

And  manned  his  guns  to  fight; 
He  manned  his  guns  to  fight,  my  lads; 

He  prayed  his  God  to  win; 
And  when  they  looked  for  him  at  dawn 

'Twas  in  the  battle's  din. 

With  savage  shock  of  screaming  shell 

He  rived  their  vessel's  core, 
And  blood  was  on  their  quarter  decks 

And  corpses  on  their  fore; 
Aye,  corpses  on  the  fore,  my  lads, 

And  raging  hell  below, 
For  still  that  Yankee  commodore 

Stood  fast  and  faced  the  foe. 

He  raked  their  cruisers  stem  to  stern 

From  turret  and  from  mast; 
Their  yellow  ensigns,  shot  away, 

Fell  burning  in  the  blast; 
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Fell  burning  in  the  blast,  my  lads; 

Brave  hearts  were  falling,  too, 
For  many  a  Spanish  ship  went  down 

Beneath  the  crimsoned  blue. 

And   many  a  Spanish   gun  that  boomed 

Defiance  from  the  land 
At  dark  lay  mute,  their  gunners  stark. 

Upon  the  trampled  strand; 
Upon  the  conquered  strand,  my  lads, 

That  shook  the  Yankee  cheers, 
Whose  peals  are  ringing  round  the  world 

To  echo  down  the  years. 

Then  hail  the  Yankee  commodore! 

And  hail  his  gallant  crew! 
With  not  a  man  among  them  all 

Afraid  to  dare  and  do; 
Afraid  to  strike  for  glory,  lads, 

Their  cannon  belching  flame, 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  upon  their  peaks 

A  pledge  to  deathless  fame. 


FREEDOM'S  JUBILEE. 

HELEN  WHITNEY  CLARK. 

What  sounds  are  those  that  greet  our  ears,  like  voices  swelling  loud? 
What  means  this  concourse  gathered  near,  like  some  fast-driving  cloud? 
What  shouts  are  those,  and  wild  acclaim,  that  cleave  the  summer  air? 
Hurrah!    Huzzah!    Lift  up  your  eyes!     The  flag  we  love  is  there! 

On  many  a  long  and  weary  march  those  silver  stars  have  gazed; 

O'er  many  a  hard-fought  battle-field  those  crimson  stripes  has  blazed; 

And  many  a  triumph  has  been  won  beneath  its  colors  bright, 

By  war-scarred  veterans  who  fought  for  freedom  and  the  right! 

Then  fling  abroad  that  glorious  flag!   Set  all  its  splendors  free! 

Fling  out  the  stripes!    Fling  out  the  stars!    Tis  freedom's  jubilee! 

And  ah,  those  silver  stars  have  gazed  on  many  a  peaceful  scene, 
While  shrined  as  sacred  relics  hung  war's  erstwihle  weapons  keen! 
The  bugle's  voice  that  called  to  arms  in  shrill  and  martial  strain 
Since  then  has  sung  the  song  of  peace  o'er  many  a  fruitful  plain; 
The  ruddy  camp-fire  shines  no  more  on  civil  strife  today, 
But  lights  in  friendly  bivouac  now,  comrades  in  Blue  and  Gray! 
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Then  fling  abroad  our  country's  flag!   Waft  it  o'er  land  and  sea! 
Fling  out  the  stripes!   Fling  out  the  stars!    Tis  freedom's  jubilee! 

O  flag,  proud  flag  of  liberty!   Though  war's  dark  visage  looms 
To  cast  once  more  upon  our  land  its  terrors  and  its  glooms, 
Thy  silver  stars  and  crimson  stripes  shall  float  from  freedom's  dome 
While  beats  one  heart  beneath  thy  folds  to  claim  this  land  as  home! 
The  spirits  of  our  gallant  sires  has  never  passed  away; 
The  blood  that  fired  their  loyal  hearts  throbs  in  our  veins  today! 
Then  float  in  majesty  on  high!    Float  over  land  and  sea! 
Fling  out  thy  stripes!   Fling  out  thy  stars!  'Tis  freedom's  jubilee. 


MANILA,  MAY  1,  1898. 

ANNA    CLEVELAND. 
Age   11. 

There  lay  the  Spanish  ships 

Beneath  the  clouds  so  gray, 
And  the  people  yelled  in  the  Philippines 

Near  bright  Manila  Bay. 

There  lay  the  Spanish  ships 

All  splendid  in  array, 
None  of  the  captains  even  dreamed 

Their  fleet  would  burn  that  day. 

There  lay  the  Spanish  ships 

So  gorgeous  and  so  gay, 
None  thought  their  hulls  so  soon  would  sink 

Beneath  Manila  Bay. 

There  lay  the  Spanish  ships 

Their  captains  ne'er  would  say, 
"We  were  licked  by  the  Americans 

Upon  the  first  of  May!1 
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There  lay  the  Spanish  ships 

So  fair,  but  yesterday, 
And  now,  alas!  they  are  all  sunk 

In  deep  Manila  Bay! 

And  so  that  day  is  past, 
We'll  fight  it  ne'er  again, 
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Though  other  battles  may  be  fought 
With  wicked,  cruel  Spain. 


The  fleet  is  lost,  'tis  gone  for  aye! 
"Whose  ships  were  sunk?"  the  people  say. 
"The  Spanish  ships!"  we  cry  with  joy, 
And  loud  shouts  every  soldier  boy! 


THE  SONG  OF  TUBALCAIN. 

FREDERICK  MYRON  COLBY. 

Great  Tubalcain,  the  man  of  might, 
Fashioned  a  sword  blade  in  the  light; 
And  as  he  labored,  with  each  stroke 
His  voice  in  tune  the  echoes  woke. 
He  sung  a  song,  a  right  brave  song 
To  stir  the  pulses  of  the  strong; 
A  song  to  live  the  ages  through 
A  song  to  make  all  warriors  true. 

O,  smith  of  might, 

Thy  sword  so  bright 
Cleaves  like  the  sheen  of  archangel's  light. 

My  8 word!  my  sword!  of  brightest  steel, 
Be  ever  to  thy  master  leal; 
Cleave  to  his  hand  like  dearest  friend, 
And  to  death's  gate  the  foeman  send. 
Flash  in  the  van  of  Freedom's  fight, 
Strike  down  the  wrong,  defend  the  right; 
Stand  by  the  weak,  support  the  strong, 
While  poets  laud  thee  in  their  song. 

O,  sword  of  steel, 

Be  staunch  and  leal 
In  time  of  woe,  in  time  of  weal. 

O  sword!   O  sword!   of  mighty  fame, 
Be  worthy  ever  of  the  name 
Inscribed  upon  thy  stainless  steel; 
Be  staunch,  be  sure,  be  ever  leal, 
To  strike  for  Justice  e'er  be  keen, 
And  Honor's  brightest  trophies  glean; 
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Defend  the  feeble  and  oppressed 
And  do  not  fear  the  tyrant's  breast 

Ot  sword  of  fame, 

Be  not  too  tame, 
But  win  for  me  a  deathless  name. 

My  sword!  my  sword!  so  strong  and  bright, 
Wielded  with  all  a  warrior's  might, 
Oft  shalt  thou  flash  in  fields  of  fame, 
And  cleave  the  chains  from  oppressed  dame. 
Fast  girded  by  the  warrior's  side, 
He  shall  sleep  safely  by  his  bride; 
And  none  shall  dare  lift  hands  of  wrong 
So  long  as  thou  art  true  and  strong. 

O,  weapon  bright, 

In  hands  of  might, 
Thou  shalt  stay  wrong  and  forward  right. 

O,  bright  and  shining  blade  of  mine, 

May  strength  and  keenness  e'er  be  thine. 

No  rust  shall  gather  on  thy  steel, 

So  be  thou  true  in  woe  and  weal, 

Be  quick  to  guard  the  innocent, 

Or  shield  the  fair  from  war's  fierce  bent, 

And  when  the  din  of  battle's  o'er, 

Rest  thou  in  peace,  my  brave  claymore. 

O,  sword  of  mine, 

In  battle  shine, 
But  be  the  cause  of  honor  thine. 


HOW  DEWEY  HIT  THE  PHILIPPINES. 

W.   R.   CHANDLER. 

When   Dewey   hit   the  Philippines 

The  Spaniards  boiled  with  wrath, 
And  when  he  touched  his  cannon  off 

Those  cusses  took  a  bath; 
And  then  he  pulled  his  boats  aside 

And  fed  his  boys  well, 
And  when  he  turned  them  loose  again 

Those  Spaniards  thought  'twas  h— 1. 

And  don't  you  ever  think  for  once 
That  Yankee  boys  will  run; 
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Our  babies  play  with  dynamite, 

And  each  one  has  a  gun. 
We  train  them  from  the  cradle  up 

In  every  kind  of  sport, 
And  that  is  what  they  say  it  was 

When  Dewey  took  the  port. 

And  now  we'll  send  our  eagle  there 

And  let  him  look  about, 
And  if  he  seems  to  like  the  place 

We'll  oust  the  Spaniards  out 
i        We'll  set  Old  Glory's  flag  high  up, 

That  nations  may  behold, 
And  know  we  fight  for  liberty 

And  back  it  with  our  gold. 

Hurrah  for  Dewey  and  his  boys! 

They've  got  good  Yankee  blood; 
And  when  their  guns  begin  to  pop 

There's  something  goes  cathud. 
No  crown  adorns  a  tyran't  head 

Beneath  this  flag  of  ours; 
We  revel  in  sweet  liberty, 

In  spite  of  all  the  powers. 

Now,  one  more  whoop  for  Uncle  Sam — 

One  big  old  Yankee  yell — 
And  Spain  will  think  the  locks  are  broke 

Prom  off  the  gates  of  h — 1. 
We'll  load  our  cannon  to  the  mouth 

With  dynamite  and  chains, 
And  Spain  will  hunt  some  wizard  oil 

To  soothe  her  awful  pains. 


OUR  NAVY. 

ARTHUR  CARLISLE. 


The  tugging  chain  at  last  gave  way, 
And  Spain  slides  faster  down  the  track, 

Since  Dewey  stormed  Manila  bay 
And  Hobson  sank  the  Merrimac. 

Oh,  glorious  was  the  fierce  attack! 
That  soft  May  day  when  Dewey  frowned 
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And  Spain  lost  what  she'll  ne'er  get  back, 
Some  of  her  misruled  richest  ground. 

And  down  In  Santiago  bay, 

A  blow  as  hard,  as  true  and  brave, 
Bold  Hobson  struck  one  rising  day, 

And  dug  a  Spanish  squadron's  grave. 

The  world  has  lost  a  yesterday, 

Our  flag  floats  high  with  Union  Jack, 
Since  Dewey  stormed  Manila  bay 

And  Hobson  sank  the  Merrimac. 


THE  "BEDFORD  FORREST  OF  THE  SEA. 

J    N.   CHAIN. 

"Read  ther  story  ergin,  Maria 

An'  read  it  slowly  to  me, 
For  that  Commander  Dewey 

Is  the  Forrest  of  the  sea. 

"The  way  he  routed  them  Spaniards 

On  Sunday,  the  first  of  May, 
Sorter  resembles  ol'  Bedford 

In  his  reckless,  dashing  way. 

"Call  them  'Brown,'  Maria— 
Don't  try  to  pronounce  a  name, 

For  your  tongue  is  strictly  English, 
An'  mine  is  just  the  same. 
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-Walt  a  minuit,  Maria, 


'Till  I  scratch  this  wooden  peg, 
For  I  am  kinder  itching 
Whar  thar  used  to  be  a  leg. 

"Hoi'  on  ergin,  Maria— 

If  what  you  say  be  true, 
Take  the  old  gray  suit  of  mine 

An'  dye  it  one-half  blue." 

"Now,  Stonewall,  git  the  mint  weed 

An'  make  a  tod  for  pa, 
An'  ev'ry  soul  be  quiet 

While  I  listin  to  your  ma." 
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A   DECLARATION   OF  '98. 

HELEN  CHAFFEE. 

This  Is  a  day  to  be  merry  and  gay, 
And  to  celebrate  with  powder, 

Tet  here  I  sit  in  a  gloomy  fit, 
While  cannons  and  guns  grow  louder. 

In  frenzy  I  wrote  a  burning  note, 
Wherein  I  made  confession 

That  Kitty's  hand  I  did  demand 
To  keep  in  my  possession. 

Now  here  I  scan — (oh,  hapless  man! 

For  me  no  celebration!) 
Her  exceedingly  cold  and  shortly  told 

Independence  declaration! 


PEACE  ON  EARTH,   GOOD  WILL  TO  WOMEN. 

WILLIAM  HERBERT  CARR/UTH. 

'Tis  nearly  nineteen  hundred  years 
Since  the  Judean  shepherds  heard 
Peal  from  the  solemn,  starlit  sky 

The  one  supreme,  long  needed  word — 
Needed  as  sadly  now  as  then: 
"Peace  and  good  will  on  earth  to  men." 
Alas!  they  caught  no  chord  that  hymn  in 
Of  peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  women. 

Down  the  stern  centuries  since  that  night 
The  angel  prophecy  has  thrilled, 

Aye,  echoing  through  the  upper  air, 
On  earth  it  still  is  unfulfilled. 

Men  hear  the  song,  strife  does  not  cease; 

Never  will  come  the  age  of  peace 

Until  the  carol  with  new  vim  in 

Brings  peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  women. 

The  potentates  of  Christendom 
Preach  peace  today  with  gatling  guns; 

Statesmen,  to  spread  good  will  on  earth, 
Make  cannon-food  of  mothers'  sons; 
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Yet  even  in  the  hot  battle's  breath 
The  Red  Cross  soothes  the  pangs  of  death, 
While  eyes  the  light  of  life  grows  dim  in 
Pray,  "Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  women." 

To  man  the  race,  not  men  the  sex, 

The  message  from  on  high  was  sent; 
These  weary  centuries  in  vain 

Men  sought,  alone,  the  Christ's  intent. 
Now,    with    new-dowered    inner   ear, 
In  the  angelic  strain  we  hear 
A  swelling  theme,  the  round  world's  rim  in 
"Peace  and  good  will  to  men  and  women!" 


"ON  TO   CUBA." 

T.  H.  CARROLL.. 

Hark  ye!    Don't  you  hear  the  calling? 

Uncle  Sam  cries,  Come  to  arms! 
On  to  Cuba,  quick!    Get  ready, 

Ere  the  early  morning  dawns. 
Tour  ship  lies  anchored  in  the  harbor, 

Quietly  resting  in  the  bay, 
Answer  "roll  call,"  get  aboard,  all — 

On  to  Cuba,  far  away! 

Lay  aside  the  hammer,  pen  and  plowshare, 

Don  the  ever  loyal  Blue; 
Grant  freedom  to  a  much-wronged  people, 

This  your  country  asks  of  you. 
Bid  that  heartless  Spanish  nation 

To  depart  across  the  sea, 
To  cease  her  works  of  devastation, 

As  Cuba  shall  and  must  be  free. 

On,  on,  dear  Uncle  Sam,  we'll  follow; 

Beneath  the  Stars  and  Stripes  we  tread; 
On,  on  to  freedom  we  are  marching, 

Till  we  are  numbered  with  the  dead. 
While  the  glorious  battle  rages 

We'll  let  those  "bug-eyed"  Spaniards  see 
They  can  not  do  as  Blanco  told  them, 

Cast  us  Yankees  in  the  sea. 
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THE   ISLE   OF  CUBA  SHALL  BE  FEEE. 

MABEL  ESTELLE  CALLAHAN. 

From  America's  blest  land  how  the  hosts  are  marching  on, 

Treading  in  the  steps  their  fathers  trod  before! 
For  once  more  has  come  a  call  from  the  Chief  at  Washington, 

And  the  boys  who  answered,  now  are  off  to  war. 

Chorus — 

Soon  the  Isle  of  Cuba  shall  be  free, 
And  the  Stars  and  Stripes  we  then  shall  see 

Planted  on  its  sunny  shore, 

To  give  freedom  evermore, 
To  a  people  who  have  longed  for  liberty. 

From  the  North  and  from  the  South,  from  the  East  and  from  the  West, 

How  they  rally  'round  the  flag,  united  all! 
One  in  purpose,  one  in  heart,  fighting  for  a  land  oppressed — 

Brave  are  they  who  have  responded  to  the  call! 
On  the  land  or  on  the  sea  gallantly  the  boys  will  fight, 

And  we  know  that  they  will  not  forget  "the  Maine," 
Nor  the  butchery,  nor  loss  from  starvation's  dreadful  plight, 

As  fair  Cuba  they  will  free  from  cruel  Spain. 

Chorus  for  Last  Stanza — 

Tes,  the  Isle  of  Cuba  shall  be  free, 

And  the  Stars  and  Stripes  we  soon  shall  see 

Planted  on  its  sunny  shore, 

To  give  freedom  evermore, 
To  a  people  who  have  longed  for  liberty. 


LET  US  AVENGE. 

HORTBNSE  CASTLEMAN. 

Let  us  avenge  the  cruel  fate 
Of  those  who  for  us  died, 

And  bow  in  shame  the  Spanish  hearts 
Of  arrogance  and  pride, 

Who  think  they  can  all  others  harm, 
But  naught  will  them  betide. 

Let  us  avenge  the  cruel  wrongs, 
Of  Cuba  once  so  fair, 
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And  lift  oppression's  heavy  cross, 

Her  struggling  sons  now  wear, 
For  many  years  their  patient  hearts 

Have  known  but  grim  despair. 

With  God  for  our  one  guiding  star, 

And  for  the  sake  of  right. 
No  obstacles,  however  great, 

Should  us  the  least  affright 
Be  up,  brave  men,  have  courage  strong; 

We'll  put  our  foes  to  flight! 


A   SOLDIER'S  LOVE. 

MOORE  CUMMIN. 

Charlie  kissed  me  good-bye  last  night, 

Kissed  me  a  last  good  by; 
He  held  me  close  in  his  arms  and  said, 

"There,  sweetheart,  don't  cry;" 
He  held  me  close  in  his  strong  brave  arms 

And  whispered,  "You  know,  dear,  why 
I  must  leave  you  now,  be  brave  and  strong, 

There,  sweetheart,  don't  cry.' 
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Charlie  waved  me  good-by  today, 

Waved  me  a  last  good-by, 
And  I  minded  me  of  his  dear  last  words, 

"There,  sweetheart  don't  cry;" 
With  love  and  grief  and  pride  in  my  heart, 

Tet  no  tear  dimmed  my  eye, 
But  I  smiled  and  threw  him  a  merry  kiss — 
There,  sweetheart,  don't  cry." 
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Charlie  some  day  will  come  home  again, 

Come  back  to  me  by  and  by, 
And  I'll  proudly  tell  him  I  heeded  his  words, 

"There,  sweetheart,  don't  cry;" 
And  he'll  hold  me  close  in  his  arms  and  say, 

Say  with  a  lover's  sigh, 
"My  brave  little  girl,  my  soldier's  love, 

There,  sweetheart,  don't  cry." 


Charlie — may — never — come  back  again, 
May  fight  and  fall  and  die, 
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May  leave  me  to  live  a  widowed  mald- 
"There,  sweetheart,  don't  cry;" 

I  must  remember  his  last  dear  words, 
Though  loveless  and  cheerless  aye, 

I  must  be  worthy  a  soldier's  love — 
"There,  sweetheart,  don't  cry." 


TO   THE  EESOUE. 

FRED   P.    CLYDE. 

Southward,  by  land  and  sea, 
Brothers,  from  death  to  free; 
Fighting  for  liberty, 

Freedom  and  right! 
Bondage  and  tyranny, 
Crushed  by  humanity, 

Truth  conquers  might 

Forward,  the  bold  and  brave, 
Cuba,  from  Spain  to  save; 
High  let  the  banners  wave, 

Over  the  sea. 
Life  and  their  homes  they  gave, 
Scorning  the  nameless  grave, 

Cuba  to  free. 

Loud  o'er  the  Southern  main, 

Echo  the  cries  of  pain; 

Cries  of  the  starved  and  slain, 

Wounded  and  ill. 
Shatter  the  rule  of  Spain, 
Hasten  the  freeman's  reign, 

Peace  and  good-will. 

Pealing  from  shore  to  shore, 
Let  the  loud  cannon  roar, 
There  at  Havana's  door, 

(Men  of  the  sea; 
Welcome  the  song  in  store 
Hastening  on  before — 

CUBA  IS  FREE! 
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WE'RE  ONE!     WE'RE  ONE! 

T.    GIVEN.    CULLYBACKEY. 

Oh,  British  blood  be  up,  be  up, 

Nor  languish  in  the  fight; 
Will  kinsmen  drain  the  bitter  cup 
Whose  dregs  are  death  at  every  sup 

While  battling  for  the  right? 
Won't  sympathy  from  sire  to  son 
Proclaim  at  once  We're  one!    We're  one! 

Is  this  a  time  for  quibbles  here 

When  freedom's  voice  would  rise? 
Won't  God's  oppressed  in  many  a  sphere 
Applaud  her  efforts  with  a  cheer, 

And  laud  it  to  the  skies? 
Oh,  Heart  of  Oak,  your  absent  son 
Shouts  o'er  the  wave  We're  one!  We're  one. 

Will  covert  sneer  or  haughty  air 

Estrange  .us  from  our  own? 
Though  both  may  take  a  hidden  share 
Will  Don  or  Kaiser  ever  dare 

To  threaten  England's  throne? 
Should  Britain's  lion  roar  Well  done! 
Ye  States  stand  firm,  We're  one!    We're  one! 


REMEMBER  NINETY-EIGHT. 

REV.  CANON  CASEY.  P.  P. 

Let  every  son  of  Erin's  Isle 

Who  loves  his  native  land, 
Remember  all  her  heroes  brave 

Who  did  her  foes  withstand; 
And  let  us  all  with  love  and  pride, 

And  joyous  hearts  elate, 
Remember  those  who  fought  and  died 

In  famous  Ninety-Eight. 

If  ever  men  were  justified 

To  rise  and  to  rebel, 
'Twas  those  who  were  in  fetters  bound 

Which  bore  the  stamp  of  hell; 
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Which  made  their  fathers  plundered  serfs, 

Of  every  right  denied, 
E'en  of  the  right  to  worship  God 

On  hill  or  mountain  side. 

They  robbed  them  of  their  temples  old, 

And  drove  them  from  the  gate 
Of  knowledge — and  made  it  a  crime 

The  child  to  educate; 
They  seized  and  hanged  their  faithful  priests, 

As  wicked  outlaws — bann'd 
And  drove  their  flocks  to  seek  a  home 

In  many  a  distant  land. 

And  later,  when  our  Parliament 

They  sought  to  take  away, 
The  bloody  tools  of  cunning  Pitt 

And  brutal  Castlereagh, 
Employed  their  soldiers  to  provoke, 

By  crimes  'twere  long  to  tell — 
By  fire  and  sword  and  cruel  deeds — 

The  peasants  to  rebel. 

The  peasants  rose  as  brave  men  ought 

Their  loved  ones  to  defend 
From  base  assaults,  and  bravely  fought, 

— No  higher,  nobler  end — 
Led  on  by  patriot  Protestants 

And  men  of  good  estate, 

Who  grieved  to  see  their  country  crushed, 

In  dismal  Ninety-Eight 

* 
No  braver  men  had  Greece  or  Rome 

In  ancient  days  beheld 
Than  those  brave  men  who,  goaded  on, 

In  Ninety-Eight  rebelled; 
And  taught  the  savage  soldiery 

Of  Pitt  and  Castlereagh, 
That  for  their  crimes  and  cruel  deeds 

Their  myrmidons  should  pay. 

Old  times  are  changed  and  methods,  too, 

We  now  may  win  our  rights, 
By  moral  force,  by  argument, 

In  peaceful,  bloodless  fights. 
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Whate'er  our  future  course  may  be 

To  make  our  country  great 
And  happy,  free  and  prosperous, 

Remember  Ninety-Eight. 

And  shall  not  Erin's  banished  sons 

Who  dwell  beyond  the  seas, 
Join  us  at  home  to  honor  those 

Brave  Irish  Machabees 
Who  fought  to  save  their  families 

Prom  brutal  lust  and  hate, 
And  struck  a  blow  for  liberty, 

In  famous  Ninety-Eight? 


"OFF  MANILLY." 

EDMUND  CLARENCE  COOK. 

Aye,  lads,  aye,  we  fought  'em, 

And  we  sent  'em  to  the  bottom, 
And  you'll  say  that  I'm  a-talkin'  like  a  silly; 

I  hear  your  cheers  and  jokes, 

But,  lads,  them's  human  folks 
What  is  soakin'  in  the  water  off  Manlly. 

Aye,  lads,  and  when  we  shot 

It's  just  as  like  as  not 
We  hit  some  mother's  heart  in  old  Granady. 

She  didn't  sink  no  Maine, 

'Way  over  there  in  Spain, 
But  she  won't  never  see  her  laddy's  body. 

I  kin  see  a  black-eyed  gal, 

Somethin'  like  my  little  Sal, 
What  Is  cryin'  out  her  eyes  in  old  Sevilly; 

There's  a  widow  in  Madrid, 

With  a  poor  little  kid, 
And  his  daddy  has  went  down  off  Manilly. 

Aye,  lads,  aye,  we  fought  'em, 

And  we  sent  'em  to  the  bottom, 
And  I  hopes  you  won't  be  th^ikin'  I'm  a  booby, 

But  that  little  black-eyed  gal, 

What  reminds  me  so  of  Sal, 
She  didn't  never  do  no  harm  to  Cuby. 
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And  if  instead  of  Sanchy, 

It  had  been  "the  hated  Yankee/' 
Which  you  know,  my  lads,  Is  me  and  Jack  and  Billy, 

You  know  who  would  be  cryin* 

Fer  us  fellers,  what  was  dyin' 
And  a-soaklng  in  the  water  off  Manilly. 


CERVERA'S  PHANTOM  FLEET. 

WM.   A.  CONRY. 

Where,  oh,  where,  is  that  Spanish  fleet? 
At  Cadiz  or  the  Isle  of  Crete, 
Gibraltar  Straits  or  off  Cape  Ann, 
Newfoundland  Banks  or  Isle  of  Man? 

Perhaps  she's  off  the  coast  of  Maine, 
Or  safe  within  some  port  of  Spain, 
Ploughing,  perchance,  the  Baltic  Sea, 
Or  sailing  up  the  River  Lee. 

At  night  she  coasts  Long  Island's  shore; 
Fishermen  hear  her  cannon  roar. 
Next  day  she's  seen  off  Halifax; 
That  night  off  Danish  Skagger  Racks! 

The  Flying  Dutchman  ones  could  sail, 
Beat  man  or  devil  in  a  gale; 
Give  points  to  anything  afloat; 
A  flyer  was  this  old  Dutch  boat. 

She's  nothing  but  a  hooker  now, 
Since  Don  Cervera  made  his  bow, 
While  gallantly  he  slips  away, 
To  run  again  some  other  day! 

They  say  she's  bottled  sure  and  snug 

As  any  bug  in  any  rug; 

If  so,  clap  on  the  stopper  tight 

And  bid  the  Dons  a  long  good  night 

Farewell  to  Spanish  chivalry. 
Farewell  to  tipain,  on  land  and  sea, 
Misrule,  oppression  then  will  cease, 
And  Cuba  have  enduring  peace! 
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J.   C.   CARUTHERS. 

Wanted — the  deadliest  navy 

That  ever  the  ocean  Bailed, 
Some  men  like  Schley  and  Dewey, 

Who've  tried  and  never  failed. 
We'd  like  for  every  vessel 

To  displace  a  million  tons! 
Wearing  armor  ten  feet  thick, 

Carrying  a  thousand  guns. 

Please  send  a  hundred  Hobsons, 

A  Sampson,  Lieut  Blue — 
In  fact,  we'd  be  delighted 

With  the  whole  American  crew. 
Can  you  name  some  obscure  harbor 

Where  the  Cadiz  fleet  might  hide, 
And  never  be  found  by  Watson, 

No  matter  how  hard  he  tried? 

Wanted — a  little  poison 

To  make  old  Shafter  sleep, 
For  the  things  he's  done  to  us  of  late 

Make  Spanish  angels  weep. 
We'd  be  pleased  to  get  some  spirits 

To  make  Spanish  soldiers  stand, 
And  the  Chinese  wall  around  Cuba's  isle, 

So  Yankee  troops  can't  land. 

Do  you  know  of  a  patent  medicine, 

Some  cure  for  all  our  ills, 
To  relieve  the  unpleasant  taste  we  have 

When  taking  Vesuvius  pills? 
And  we  need  an  "artful  dodger" 

Who  knows  what  he's  about; 
Not  one  of  the  kind  who  dodges  in, 

Then  finds  he  can't  dodga  out. 

Wanted — a  few  Munchausens, 
Who  don't  think  lying  a  sin, 

For  we  have  lied  ourselves  hoarse 
About  victories  we  didn't  win. 
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We'd  like  to  win  one  battle, 

Either  on  land  or  sea; 
And  if  we  could  sink  a  canal  boat, 

What  pleasure  to  us  'twould  be! 

O  give  us  some  splendid  method 

Our  sunken  fleets  to  raise! 
And  cheer  us  for  one  brief  moment 

With  visions  of  other  days! 
Do  send  us  some  ravens  to  feed  us, 

As  they  did  Elijah  of  old, 
Or  a  protecting  saint  from  a  far-off  land 

To  bring  us  into  his  fold. 

If  you  can  supply  us  with  any 

Of  the  wants  we've  listed  above, 
You'll  win  our  undying  affection — 

Tou  know  how  we  Spanish  can  love. 
But,  most  of  all,  we're  wishing 

The  Yankees  would  forget  the  Maine, 
For  if  they  don't  it's  certain 

There'll  be  no  such  place  as  Spain. 


PEOMISE. 

ELIZABETH  ROOSA  CODDINGTON. 

There  is  sunshine  in  the  valleys, 

There  is  laughter  on  the  hills, 
There's  a  blessed  'sound  of  freedom 

In  the  tinkle  of  the  rills. 
And  the  bridal  veils  of  springtime 

Waft  their  fragrance  from  the  trees. 
Heavy  with  their  fruitful  promise, 

As  they  quiver  in  the  breeze, 
Waiting  for  the  shout  of  triumph, 

When  Columbia's  loyal  sons 
Shall  uphold  the  Nation's  honor 

With  their  lifeblood  and  their  guns 
And  "Old  Glory"  spreads  around  us 

In  the  waves  of  heaven's  blue, 
And  the  blossoms  of  the  springtime 

Are  the  white  stars,  emblems  true 
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Of  the  purpose  pure  and  ho.ly 

That  illuminates  the  world. 
When  God's  hand  is  stretched  in  blessing 

Where  our  banner  is  unfurled. 
And  the  maples  weep  in  blood  drops, 

Grieving  for  the  Nation's  slain, 
Who  must  die  to  call  men  brothers 

In  the  mocking  eyes  of  Spain. 
There's  an  undertone  of  heartache, 

There's  a  minor  chord  of  woe; 
There  are  hearts  tnat  break  in  silence 

In  the  homes  of  friend  and  foe. 
There's  a  sobbing  plea  for  succor 

Wailing  through  oppression's  night; 
God  of  Battles!    Hasten,  hasten, 

Arm  and  fortify  the  right 
Spread  the  news  of  peace  and  freedom 

To  the  listening  ears  of  earth; 
When  from  agonizing  travail, 

"Cuba  Libre"  has  its  birth. 


COMEADES'  CALL. 

R.  A.  COOPER. 

Comrades  all,   come  to  the  call 
Nation's  honor  must  be  maintained; 

Spaniards  laid  a  mine  on  Cuban  shore 
That  wrecked  our  gallant  Maine. 

We  are  the  boys  who  fear  no  noise, 

For  bold  and  brave  we'll  gain, 
And  on  we  go  to  fight  the  foe 

That  wrecked  our  gallant  Maine. 

From  America'3  shore  the  traitors  go; 

They  may  be  honored  in  Spain, 
But  we  will  fight  with  delight 

The  wreckers  of  our  gallant  Maine. 

Cheer,  boys,  cheer,  for  our  President; 

Cheer,  boys,  cheer,  for  comrades  of  the  Maine; 
Cheer,  boys,  cheer,  for  Stars  and  Stripes 
That  float  in  Freedom's  name. 
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THE  AMERICAN  FLAG. 

JOHN   P.  CAHILL. 

Its  parents,  Love  and  Freedom, 
When  mankind  was  oppressed, 

Begot  this  child  of  promise 
In  our  new  land  of  the  West. 

All  peoples  flocked  around  it, 
As  the  Magii,  we  are  told, 

Went  to  greet  the  great  Redeemer 
From  the  Eastern  lands  of  old. 

For  they  knew  when  they  approached  it 
From  every  foreign  strand, 

That  it  symbolized  protection 
In  a  great  and  happy  land! 

Our  fathers  who  first  bore  it 
Through  battle's  crucical  flame, 

From  Bunker  Hill  to  Yorktown, 
Stamped  glory  on  its  name! 

It  sternly  rose  in  anger 
Where'er  a  foeman  tried 

Its  glory  to  diminish, 
Or  wound  its  people's  pride. 

When  pregnant  with  high  promise, 

Some  thirty  years  ago, 
Its  star-lit  blue  was  reddened 

By  an  angered  brother's  blow. 

But  it  rose  in  brilliant  splendor 
To  its  birthplace  in  the  skies, 

Gathering  stars  from  fields  of  freedom- 
States  of  giant  powder  and  size. 

Now  it  floats,  the  grandest  emblem 
Of  the  highest  hopes  of  man, 

And  all  people,  wronged,  proclaim  it 
The  syntax  of  God's  plan! 

Light  and  joy  for  all  around  it, 
Hope  and  help  for  millions  more, 

Is  the  message  that  "Old  Glory" 
Sends  to  every  darkened  shore. 
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Let  us  analyze  the  meaning 

Of  Its  colors  as  it  gleans, 
In  God's  harvest  time,  the  freedom 

Of  Cubans,  Philippines: 

The  Red  asserts  its  power 

With  strength's  magnetic  glow, 
The  Blue  proclaims  the  spirit 

Of  freedom's  endless  flow; 

The  White  types  God's  intelligence, 

With  its  universal  scan, 
And  its  golden  stars  in  harmony 

Light  up  the  paths  of  man! 

Now  its  heaven-directed  forces 

Speed  redemption's  long  delay, 
And  millions,  long  benighted, 

Hall  the  dawn  of  freedom's  day! 

Oh!  Flag  of  freedom's  martyrs, 

Foul  murdered — treacherous  Spain! 
The  lightnings  of  thy  anger 

At  Manila  'venged  the  Maine! 

Safe  guarded  gallant  Dewey 

O'er  mined  Cavite's  strand 
And  crushed  the  proud  Castillian 

In  his  Oriental  land! 

Mightier  triumphs  yet  await  thee, 

Glorious  banner  of  the  stars! 
When  thy  supreme  power,  exerted 

For  justice,  conquers  Mars! 


IX  THE  WEECKAGE  OF  THE  MAINE. 

# 

WILL  CARLETON. 

In  the  farm-lands  or  the  city 
Grieves  a  woman — sad — alone; 

'Neath  God's  everlasting  pity 
She  is  weeping  for  her  own. 

Cabinets  have  toiled  and  wrangled, 
Statesmen  could  not  soothe  her  pain — 

In  the  wreckage  of  the  Maine. 
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Through  the  golden  halls  of  fashion 

Moves  a  lady  tall  and  fair; 
Round  her  gleam  the  flames  of  passion 

On  the  soft,  magnetic  air. 
Suitors  bow  and  bend  around  her, 

But  their  wiles  are  all  in  vain; 
She  is  thinking  of  a  lover 

In  the  wreckage  of  the  Maine. 

On  a  cot,  the  sailor  lying 

Rests  his  soul  in  silent  prayer; 
Through  the  long  days  he  is  dying; 

But  the  tears  are  falling  there 
For  the  gallant  fellow-seamen 

Who  will  rest  while  Time  shall  reign, 
In  that  sepulchre  of  freemen, 

'Neath  the  wreckage  of  the  Maine. 

On  a  continent  of  splendor 

In  a  nation  calmly  grand — 
Freedom's  natural  defender — 

Honest  labor's  helping  hand, 
And  it  speaks,  half  kind,  half  cruel: 

"Liberty,  O  haughty  Spain, 
Soon  may  grasp  another  jewel 

From  the  wreckage  of  the  Maine!" 


CUBA  SHALL  BE  FEEE. 

ISABELLA  PHILLIPS  CONVERSE. 

(Tune— Glory!  Glory!  Hallelujah.) 
Wars  clarion  note  is  sounding — 
Hear  the  fife  and  roll  of  drum 
From  the  north  to  south  resounding! 
On  the  gallant  soldiers  come 
To  drive  the  vile  opressor 
From  the  island  in  our  sea! 
Yes,  (fuba  shall  be  free. 

Chorus — • 

Freedom's  starry  banner  lead  us 
Freedom's  starry  banner  lead  us 
Freedom's  starry  banner  lead  us 
To  battle  for  the  right. 
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So  long  the  night  of  sorrow, 

With  its  bitterness  and  woe, 
With  no  hope  that  on  the  morrow, 
Light  would  through  the  darkness  glow 

'Till  Old  Glory,  freedom's  banner, 

Flashing  out  across  the  sea. 

Cries,  "Cuba  shall  be  free!" 

Chorus — 

Then  freedom's  cry  to  victory; 
Our  watchword  now  shall  be, 
While  we  break  oppression's  shackles, 
"Die  to  make  fair  Cuba  free," 
For  God  and  right  we'll  ever  fight, 
Then  on  to  victory, 
Shouting,  "Cuba  shall  be  free!" 

Chorus — 


LINES  IN  MEMOKY  OF  OUR  DEPARTED  COMRADES. 

DR.  J.  W.  CHAPPELL. 

This  resting  place  'neath  trees  that  rise 

Like  pillars  toward  the  sky, 
An  ever  open  gateway  seems 

To  tenting  grounds  on  high. 

This  conscious  earth  upon  whose  breast 

Our  dear  beloved  boys 
But  sleep  till  they  march  on,  renewed 

With  highest  hopes  and  joys. 

In  each  returning  springtime,  spreads 

A  verdure  fair  to  view, 
And  later  dots  the  velvet  pall 

With  bloom  of  every  hue. 

These  oaks,  each  year,  do#  robes  of  green, 

And  their  protecting  shade 
Enfolds  these  mounds  that  mark  the  spot 

Where  priceless  spoils  are  laid. 

Amid  the  foliage  warblers  rest, 
From  flights  near  realms  above, 
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To  sing  the  songs  they've  heard  on  high, 
In  wondrous  notes  of  love. 

The  gentle  zephyrs  hither  waft, 

From  yon  celestial  shore, 
Sweet  whisperings,  like  angel-words, 

From  loved  ones  gone  before. 

Yon  stream,  while  slowly  wending  by 

This  scene  of  sacredness, 
A  requiem  chants  and  leaveth  here 

Her  touch  of  tenderness. 

And  here  away  from  worldly  strife, 
Forever,  Peace  doth  dwell, 

Foreshadowing  the  eternal  rest, 
Beyond  where  all  is  well. 

Where  breaks  the  light  that  will  dispel 
The  clouds  in  History's -sky 

And  pierce  the  veil  that  has  been  drawn 
O'er  war's  strange  mystery. 

♦         ♦         •  *         *        * 

O'er  fields  beside  the  lowly  tents 

Of  slumberers  today, 
We  place  fair  floral  pillows  made 

Through  smiles  and  tears  of  May. 

And  mingle  with  the  perfume  rare, 
Their  sweetest  blossoms  give, 

Our  songs  of  love  and  praise  for  those 
Who  died  that  we  might  live. 

In  peace  and  in  that  brotherhood, 
Known  only  to  the  free — 

Who  died  content  that  friend  and  foe 
Might  reap  the  victory. 

No  deedPthat  fame  can  e'er  enscroll 

Upon  the  walls  of  time 
Can  dim  the  lasting  glory  of 

Such  sacrifice  sublime — 

Such  sacrifice  of  sacred  life, 
'Mid  battle's  dreadful  roar, 
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Where  wounds  from  saber,  shot  and  shell 
Making  winding  sheets  of  gore; 

Where  Death  holds  ghastly  carnival 

TMid  scenes  of  grief,  despair, 
While,  undismayed,  and  heeding  not 

Sweet  Mercy's  pitying  prayer; 

Where  ne'er  beneath  a  crimson  pall 

Is  left  a  sign  or  trace 
Of  friendship's  tears  or  touch  of  love 

Upon  the  dying  face 

Then  long  as  patriotic  hearts 

Shall  throb  in  human  breasts 
We'll  with  the  wreaths  of  victory's  palm 

Our  gratitude  attest. 


It  Is  not  life  that's  fraught  with  love, 

Ambition,  hope  and  bloom, 
But  war's  dread  carnage,  famine,  woe, 

We  would  today  entomb; 

Nor  do  the  ever-silent  camps, 
Where  myriad  tents  are  spread, 

Need  any  reinforcements  from 
Mad  battle's  onward  tread; 

Then  may  yon  cloud  of  war  dissolve 

Before  the  "blue  and  gray," 
Ere  it  shall  flood  our  land  with  tears 

Time  ne'er  can  wipe  away. 

But  unto  those  who  late  have  found, 

Unwarned,  a  watery  grave 
Where  love  with  blossoms  ne'er  can  keep 

The  watch  above  the  wave. 

We  will  a  monument  erect 

Engraven  with  design, 
On  Cuban  soil— sweet  Freedom  'tis, 

And  fresh  from  hand  Divine. 

And  he  shall  share  these  honors,  who 
Was  first  among  the  slain 
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To  prove  that  there's  no  North,  no  South, 
When  common  foe  is  Spain. 


O  veterans  dear,  each  rolling  year, 

Across  the  line  ahead, 
Thy  comrades  march,  and  mournfully, 

Thy  army's  lessening  tread. 

Reminds  us  of  that  last  sad  hour, 
When  we  shall  hear  no  more 

The  music  of  thy  faithful  march 
On  life's  declining  shore. 

But  when  is  heard  the  last  tattoo, 

The  last  low  countersign, 
There  then  will  be  Reunion  day 

Within  the  safety  line, 

Where  conflict  signals  never  flash, 
But  flags  of  peace  e'er  wave, 

And  flowers  bloom,  but  wither  not, 
Beside  a  comrade's  grave. 

And  sacred  shall  your  memory  be, 
And  we  will  guard  with  pride 

Your  well-worn,  war-scarred  armor 
When  it  is  laid  aside; 

And  o'er  its  resting  place  shall  wave 

That  trinity  of  hue, 
The  emblem  for  one  God,  one  land, 

One  flag,  for  Gray  Blue. 


OUR  MAY  QUEEN. 

MARY  CROSBY. 

You  must  wake  and  call  them  early,  call  them  early,  Dewey  dear; 

Tomorrow'll  be  the  luckiest  time  of  all  your  threescore  year. 

Of  all  your  threescore  year,  Dewey,  the  proudest,  luckiest  day, 

And  you  shall  be  queen  o'  the  May,  Dewey,  you  shall  be  queen  o'  the  May. 

There's  many  a  brave,  brave  heart,  we  know,  beneath  the  starry  sign; 
There's  Sigsbee  true,  and  Sampson  bold— Heaven  speed  their  battle  line! 
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Bat  chance  is  wide  on  the  broad  sea  wave,  and  turn  the  fight  as  it  may, 
Manila's  a  garland  for  you,  Dewey,  and  you  shall  be  queen  o'  the  May. 

They  sleep  so  sound  o'  nights,  Dewey,  that  they  will  never  wake, 
If  you  do  not  call  them  loud  when  the  day  begins  to  break. 
But  you  must  gather  honors  there,  and  laurels  green  and  gay, 
To  crown  you  queen  o'  the  May,  Dewey,  crown  you  queen  o'  May. 

The  night-winds  falter  low,  as  the  warrior  steamers  pass, 
But  the  laggard  Dons  are  sleeping  when  their  fortune  turns  her  glass; 
They  know  no  sport  but  bull-fighting — they  never  knew  how  to  play, 
And  you'll  catch  'em  asleep  in  the  morning,  Dewey,  at  dawn  o'  the 
first  o'  May. 

80  you  must  wake  and  call  them  early,  call  them  early,  Dewey,  dear; 
Alas!  for  brave  men  dying  for  the  duty  they  hold  clear! 
But  the  hour  has  come — the  first  o'  May's  the  Spaniard's  moving  day, 
And  you  shall  reign  in  Manila,  Dewey,  the  only  queen  that  May! 


THE  SWORD  UNSHEATHED. 

S.  T.  COCKER. 

Aroused  at  last,  see  great  Columbia  now 
Shake  off  her  lethargy  and  draw  the  sword. 
Who  says  that  this  great  nation  knows  not  how 
To  rise  in  anger  when  the  right's  ignored? 

Avenged  at  last  our  gallant  ship  shall  be; 

We'll  strike  the  blow  that  breaks  our  neighbor's  chains; 

Patient  we've  been  and  may  we  ever  be, 

But  farewell  patience,  only  war  remains. 

Fair  Cuba  long  has  waited  for  this  day, 
And  music  sweet  to  her  must  be  the  sound 
Of  thousands  massing  eager  for  the  fray, 
That  sets  the  captive  free,  the  tyrant  bound. 

East,  west,  north,  south,  together  one  in  arms, 
For  ours  the  sons  who  perished  with  that  ship; 
Blood  shall  have  blood  and  spite  of  war's  alarms 
The  throat  of  Spain  shall  feel  our  iron  grip. 

Brave  men,  fight  on — no  selfish  end  in  view 
The  God  of  Battle's  with  you  in  the  fight; 
Tour  father's  God  still  stands  beside  the  true, 
He  knows  your  cause  and  will  defend  the  right. 
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When  from  the  fight  we  welcome  you  again 
This  be  the  story  of  the  war  you  waged: 
The  Maine  avenged,  the  Spanish  tyrant  slain, 
Fair  Cuba  freed,  her  cruel  wrongs  assuaged. 


THE  MICHIGAN  NAVAL  RESERVE. 

BY  THOMAS  J.  CROWE. 

Yes,  our  boys,  our  pride, 
Have  sailed  with  the  tide 

On  the  staunch  Yo-sem-i-ite. 
No  shirkers  were  there 
'Mong  our  lads  so  fair, 

Who'll  help  make  Cuba  free. 

No  better  blood 
E'er  in  valor  stood 

'Neath  flag  on  land  or  sea, 
With  hearts  so  true 
In  their  suits  of  blue, 

They'll  help  make  Cuba  free. 


»» 


The  "Profs."  and  the  "Docs, 
Men  of  bonds  and  stocks, 

And  leaders  yet  to  be, 
Have  hastened  away 
To  the  coming  fray 

To  help  make  Cuba  free. 


And  in  years  that  come, 
When  the  martial  drum 

Is  hushed  on  land  and  sea 
And  peace  doth  abide, 
They  can  say  with  pride, 

"We  helped  make  Cuba  free. 


"In  'ninety-eight 
We  did  not  wait, 

But  over  the  broadening  sea 
We  sailed  away 
One  day  in  May, 

And  helped  make  Cuba  free." 


\ 
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SAMrSON'S    "BOYS   IN   BLUE." 

MENZIES  CUMMINGS. 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  Hurrah,  boys! 

Our  squadron  rides  the  wave; 
Our  guns  are  double-shotted 

To  fill  the  Spaniards'  grave, 
And  deep  beneath  its  waters 

We'll  sink  the  cut-throat  crew, 
For  "Davy  Jones"  needs  Spanish  bones 

To  fill  his  locker  blue. 
Bold  Sampson's  Schley  (sly)  and  Dewey's  eye 

Will  never  wink  nor  wane, 
Till  Spanish  blood  has  paid  the  price 

Of  blowing  up  the  Maine. 

CHORUS. 

We're  the  Blues,  we're  the  Trues, 

And  "Old  Glory"  leads  our  fleet; 
By  its  stars  and  flashing  bars 

We'll  never  know  defeat 

We'll  swoop  down  on  the  foe 

And  make  him  fight  or  flee, 
For  Sampson's  Boys  in  Blue  have  sworn 

"Cuba  shall  be  free." 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  Hurrah,  boys, 

We're  of  the  fighting  sort; 
We've  "bottled  up"  Cervera 

In  Santiago's  port; 
And  when  Camara  comes  along, 

With  Spanish  pride  galore, 
We'll  put  him  through  a  dance  that's  new 

On  Cuba's  sunny  shore. 
Our  guns  will  play  "rat-tat-tay" 

Upon  his  Spanish  barks, 
Till  Yankee  wit  and  true  blue  grit 

Shall  give  him  to  the  sharks. 

CHORUS. 

We're  the  boys  to  make  a  noise, 

And  our  thunder's  heard  afar; 
The  East,  the  West,  shall  have  no  rest 

While  Uncle  Sam's  at  war. 
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We're  fighting  for  "Old  Glory," 
We're  fighting  honor's  claim; 

We  fight  for  truth  and  Cuba's  right 
To  freedom  and  a  name. 

Three  rousing  "hip  hurrahs/'  boys, 
And  give  them  with  a  will, 

For  Schley,  old  Sampson,  Dewey's  way 

Of  giving  Spain  a  pill; 
Load  up  the  guns  of  freedom, 

And  let  them  roar  and  rout, 
For  Uncle  Sam  is  "mad  as  Ham" 

At  what  the  Don's  about. 
Just  over  there  is  Cuba  fair 

We'll  lay  the  devils  low, 
And  strike  for  God  and  liberty 

A  Terror  in  each  blow. 

CHORUS. 

We  will  fight  for  manhood's  right 

On  the  sea  or  on  the  land; 
Where  the  battle  rages  fiercest, 

There,  there  we  love  to  stand. 
On  Cuba's  sunny  Southern  soil 

We've  planted  freedom's  tree, 
"Unchained  the  dogs  of  war"  and  sworn, 

"Cuba  shall  be  free." 


EEMEMBER   THE  MAINE! 

MARY  R.  CHAPMAN. 

Oh!  Sons  of  Liberty,  bow  low  you  heads 

O'er  those  pale  frozen  bodies  of  your  noble  dead, 

And  ask  yourselves  in  your  inmost  souls 

Must  they  lie  unavenged,  their  story  untold? 

Must  the  cruel  hand  that  strewed  them  around 

Trust  honor  aside,  trample  liberty  down? 

No;   "by  the  eternal,"  there  shall  not  perish 

The  boon  of  freedom  a  Nation  doth  cherish! 

"An  eye  for  an  eye"  fires  our  souls  again, 

And  the  war  cry  is  raised  "Remember  the  Maine!" 

The  fan  of  Justice  reasserts  her  name, 

Kindling  the  spark  of  vengeance  to  a  sweeping  flame; 
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Oh!  treacherous  nation  that  conceived  the  thought, 

The  lives  of  our  freemen  can  never  be  bought! 

From  the  cold  dark  waters  of  Havana's  coast, 

And  those  mounds  of  clay  of  which  ye  inwardly  boast 

Cries  to  us  each  drop  of  blood  that  was  split, 

Piercing  our  heats  like  swords  to  the  hilt 

From  the  Southern  zephyr  to  the  Northern  blast  so  wild 

Resounds  each  stifled  groan  of  widow  and  child, 

But  mothers  and  wives  and  sisters  dear, 

Brush  from  your  eyes  the  blinding  tear! 

See  the  Stars  and  Stripes  still  solemnly  wave, 

And  the  brothers  and  fathers  of  our  land  of  the  free, 

By  God-lent  strength  protected  shall  be! 

March!  march!  is  the  order  to  the  blue  and  the  gray! 

Draw!  Draw!  to  grim  death  or  Victory  today! 


RALLY  BOUND  THE  STANDARD,  BOYS. 

FANNY  J.  CROSBY. 

Rally  round  the  standard,  boys, 

The  gallant  blue  and  gray, 
Onward  where  the  trumpet  voice 

Of  freedom  calls,  away! 
Death  to  all  oppression, 

Is  our  battle  cry  today; — 
On  to  the  rescue  of  Cuba. 

Chorus — 

Hurrah!    Hurrah!   Hurrah  for  victory; 

Hurrah!    Hurrah!    O  glorious  Jubilee! 
When  the  starry  banner  of  the  loyal,  brave  and  free, 

Waves  o'er  the  Island  of  Cuba. 

God  will  give  us  courage,  boys, 

Our  noble  cause  to  gain; 
Trusting  Him  we'll  overthrow 

The  tyrant  power  of  Spain; 
Soon  a  shout  will  echo  through 

Our  Country's  wide  domain, 
Telling  of  freedom  for  Cuba. — 


Hail  our  naval  heroes  that 
Have  won  a  conqueror's  name; 
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Heroes  of  Manila,  by 
v      Our  nation  crowned  with  fame, 
Imitate  their  valor  and 

Their  fearless  deeds  proclaim, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 


125,000. 

JEANNETTE    ORAPSEY. 

Bruddah  'Kinley's  Ultimatum 

Say  "We  gwine  to  quick  get  at  'em; 

If  de  butcherin'  black  Spanish 

Off  de  islan'  fails  to  vanish 

Den  come  click!  click!  click!!  boom!  boom!" 

All  de  sojahs  dey  shoutin': 

"In  de  scrap  wid  ole  Spain, 
We  gwine  fight  to  de  finish, 

We  remembahs  de  Maine." 

Nashville  start  de  guns  a  flrin', 

Dat  am  patriots  inspiring 

But  New  Yo'k's  de  happy  cruisah, 

She  dun  show  herself  a  bruisah 

In  de  click!  click!  click!   boom!  boom! 

Since  de  call  foh  volunteerin' 

Dan's  a  heap  o'  sight  o'  cheerin', 

From  Pacific  to  Atlantic, 

Lots  o'  boys  has  gone  jes'  frantic 

Foh  de  click!   click!   click!!    boom!   boom! 

Oh,  de  bugle  call  am  soundin', 

An*  its  music  am  resounding 

Shu'h  dey  won't  be  no  resistin', 

White  an'  blacks  togeddah  lis  tin' 

Foh  de  click!    click!   click!!    boom!    boom! 

Lots  o'  Injuns,  too,  is  comin', 
Won'  dey  jes'  keep  t'ings  a  hummin', 
Dun  tol'  Cuba  dey  won*  fail  her, 
Kase  dey  wants  de  scalp  o'  Weyler 
In  de  click!  click!   click!   boom!   boom! 
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How  I  longs  to  be  in  battle, 

An'  to  heah  de  muskets  rattle, 

Wan  de  Spaniards  find  we  show  'em 

Off  de  continent  we  blow  'em 

In  de  click!  click!   click!   boom!   boom! 

If  I  lives  I'll  tell  de  story 

'Bout  my  flghtin'  foh  Old  Glory. 

If  I's  shot,  I'se  den  a  t'inkin' 

I'll  go  up  to  Massa  Lincoln 

From  de  click!  click!  click!!  boom!  boom! 


DEWEY   AT   MANILA. 

THOMAS   CROIiEY. 

In  gloom  and  darkness  in  the  night* 
With  courage  and  with  skill, 

Brave  Dewey  led  his  fleet  to  fight, 
His  men  obeyed  his  will. 

Before  (Manila  he  appeared, 

With  fleet  in  grand  array, 
And  gallantly  his  vessels  steered 

All  in  Manila  bay. 

The  Spanish  fleet  lay  sheltered  by 

Defenses  on  the  shore, 
And  Dewey's  ships  they  soon  descry, 

And  then  the  cannons  roar. 

Their  Spanish  pride  was  soon  laid  low 

By  deadly  shot  and  shell, 
Then  noble  Spanish  blood  did  flow, 

And  many  brave  men  fell. 

But  who  could  stand  the  awful  power 

Of  that  destructive  fire, 
The  marksmen  of  the  fleet  did  shower. 

Caused  havoc  fierce  and  dire. 

Then  glory,  honor  to  the  brave 
Who  fought  so  well  and  true. 

What  greater  honor  than  to  wave 
TJie  red,  the  white  and  blue. 
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It  is  the  symbol  of  the  free, 
Forever  may  it  wave, 

So  suffering  human  kind  may  see 
It  conquers  such  to  save. 


A  LETTER   TO   THE   GENERAL. 

PERLEY  A.  CHILD. 

Play  del  Este,  Cuba,  Jun,  1898. 
Gin'ral,  darlin*,  amid  this  quar'lin', 

Wid  Mausers  snarlin'  to  left  an'  right, 
Give  us  permission,  without  condition, 

To  raise  perdition  in  standup  fight. 
There  ain't  no  benches  here  in  the  trenches, 

An'  cowld  rain  drenches  us  to  the  skin; 
In  Santiago  there  hides  the  Dago, 

Av't  plaze  ye,  say  "Go!"  and  we'll  sail  in. 

Me  friend  Mulvoney,  who's  now  at  Tani, 

Sinds  word  to  Caney,  "Shelter's  the  man! 
Mesilf  no  betther"  (so  runs  his  letther), 

"In  scrub  an'  heather  could  make  the  plan. 
Sure,  war's  a  duel,  an'  bullets  cruel; 

Shafter's  a  jewel,  an'  so  you'll  find. 
I'll  bet  ten  shillin'  there'll  be  some  killin' 

Whin  he  is  willin'— kape  that  in  mind." 

Such  commendation  from  the  first  nation 

Of  all  creation  is  but  your  due; 
You  take  delight  in  the  thick  o'  flghtin', 

An'  that  you're  right  in — respects  to  you! 
'Tis  tiresome  waitin',  without  good  'atin', 

To  give  a  b'atin'  to  the  skulkin'  foe; 
I'm  not  complain' — ye  take  me  m'anin' —  - 

But  only  strainin'  for  wan  stout  blow. 

'Tis  good  to  die  in  the  height  of  tryin', 

Wid  banners  flyin'  an'  quickened  breath, 
Wid  cannon  callin',  their  threats  appallin', 

An'  comrades  fallin'  in  glorious  death. 
So  give  the  word,  sir,  an'  by  the  Lord,  sir, 

Wid  gun  an'  sword,  sir,  through  shot  an'  shell, 
We'll  follow  after  our  brave  ould  Shafter, 

Wid  joyous  laughter  clane  down  to  hell. 


% 


Spanish-American  War  Songs.  847 

THE  CUBANS. 

FAIRLEIQH  COTTAGE. 

They  are  crying  for  deliverance  from  worse  than  slav'ry's  thrall, 
They  are  calling  to  our  heroes,  give  ns  freedom,  one  and  all. 
8a?e  ns  now,  as  men  and  brothers,  from  these  evils,  hear  our  call, 
Make  ns  free  forever  more. 

Hear  the  weeping  of  a  country  that  has  ever  been  opprest, 
Which  the  blighting  scourge  of  tyranny  for  centuries  infest, 
Tit  the  cry  of  shattered  households  in  their  miserable  protest, 
Make  us  free  forever  more. 

We  shall  read  the  heroes'  answer  spoken  from  a  nation's  pride, 

When  we  point  where  Fame  writes  Sampson,  Dewey,  Hobson,  side  by 

side, 
We  shall  free  our  Cuban  brothers  while  the  Spaniards  we  deride, 

Cuba  free  forever  more. 

In  that  tropical,  rich  country,  we  will  raise  the  stripes  and  stars, 
Tla  a  symbol  that  all  slavery  forever  more  debars. 
We  will  change  their  cries  of  anguish  'til  they  shout  with  loud  hurrahs, 
Cuba's  free  forever  more! 


A  HERO. 

LILLIAN  W.  CARTER. 
Ensign  Bagley  killed  off  Cardenas.  May  11,  1898. 

A  death  in  the  midst  of  flash  and  roar, 

And  a  voice  that  is  stilled  forever  more; 

Then — the  news  spread  wide  from  shore  to  shore! 

A  flag  close-furled  o'er  a  pulseless  heart — 

And  eager  crowds  in  the  busy  mart; 

The  nation's  pride  in  a  brave  man's  fall, 

And  his  name  today  on  the  lips  of  all. 

The  silence  and  dust  of  a  Southern  night, 

With  the  breath  of  burial  roses  white, 

And  all  through  the  hours  the  watcher's  light; 

A  woman  alone  with  her  deathless  woe, 

Which  none  may  fathom,  and  One  may  know — 

And  through  the  years — till  life  is  done — 

His  name,  alas,  on  the  lips  of  one! 
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BROOKLYN. 

ANNA  OLCOTT   COMMELIN. 

Oh,  Brooklyn,  oh,  Brooklyn,  I  love  thy  olden  name, 

Of  all  the  places  on  the  earth  I  cherish  first  thy  fame. 

Our  country,  our  country,  like  jewels  on  a  strand, 

The  cities  of  Columbia  adorn  in  pride  our  land. 

In  riches,  in  treasure,  in  precedent  and  place, 

In  learning,  in  culture,  in  women  fair  of  face, 

In  beauty,  in  progress,  for  famed  ancestral  line, 

Each  one  an  honor  claims  for  all  our  meed  and  tribute  fine. 

But  Brooklyn,  dear  Brooklyn,  returning  from  afar, 

How  stately  frtom  the  steamboat  deck  thy  terraced  green  slopes  are. 

The  Bay  is  sparkling  blue,  life  breathes  in  the  salt  air, 

The  mansions  cluster  on  the  Heights,  oh  city,  city  fair! 

Thy  praises,  thy  praises,  from  he  the  land  who  roams 

Are  given  to  his  native  place,  thou  city  dear  of  homes. 

Thy  people,  thy  people,  thy  noble  men  and  true, 

Thy  womanhood,  still  unsurpassed,  the  country  searching  through. 

The  Park  and  its  meadows  where  happy  children  tread, 

And  sacred  ground  of  Greenwood,  where  are  gathered  all  thy  dead. 

Oh  may  it,  our  city,  be  never  thine  to  know 

The  blight  of  Spanish  treachery!  God  save  thee  from  the  foe! 


THE  BATTLE  OF  MANILA. 

S.  COLLINS. 

Ye  sons  of  free  America,  how  proud  you  all  should  be, 

To  hear  of  that  great  victory  to  set  poor  Cuba  free; 

The  boasted  Spanish  squadron,  from  off  Manila  Bay, 

Were  met  and  crushed  like  paper  boats  upon  the  1st  of  May. 

'Twas  on  a  Sunday  morning,  about  the  break  of  day, 

Ten  Spanish  ships,  to  meet  our  fleet,  came  sailing  up  the  bay, 

The  battle  did  not  last  long— about  an  hour  or  so, 

Till  we  had  either  shattered  them  or  sent  them  down  below. 

It  was  a  glorious  victory;  the  greatest  ever  known, 
Three  hundred  Spaniards  killed;  of  Americans,  not  a  man; 
Nor  were  our  ships  much  injured;  in  fact,  they  still  can  stay 
And  sink  again  another  fleet  should  they  approach  the  bay. 
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Then  doff  your  hats  to  Dewey,  the  hero  of  the  fight, 

And  also  to  his  brave  boys,  who  fought  with  lion's  might; 

They  have  avenged  that  treacherous  deed — the  destruction  of  the  Maine 

The  Spanish  loss  is  ten,  ours  none;  which  we  can  do  again. 

A  handsome  sword  for  Dewey,  and  medals  for  his  men, 
By  Congress  have  been  ordered  to  be  presented  them; 
Likewise  the  nation's  gratitude  to  Dewey  has  been  sent, 
Coupled  with  rank  of  "Admiral,"  by  our  good  President. 

Now  once  again  to  Dewey,  for  the  great  work  he  has  done, 
And  to  his  gallant  men,  for  the  victory  they  have  won, 
We  give  our  hearty  thanks  for  the  work  so  well  begun, 
And  link  the  name  of  Dewey  with  that  of  Washington. 

Soon  may  a  lasting  peace  be  given  to  bless  that  lovely  isle, 
And  may  those  tearful  eyes  be  dried  and  she  have  cause  to  smile, 
When  we  our  task  have  finished  to  set  her  people  free, 
And  may  she  from  her  ashes  rise  a  land  of  Liberty. 


MY  WAE   GIRL. 

JAMES  COURTNEY  CHALLISS. 

She  wore  a  dress  of  navy  blue 

The  collar  white  and  blue  and  red; 
A  striped  belt — and  stockings,  too; 

A  sailor  hat  was  on  her  head. 
Red,  white  and  blue  her  chatelaine; 

She  had  a  flag  beneath  her  chin, 
She  wore  a  badge— "U.  S.  S.  Maine," 

A  tiny  cannon  for  a  pin. 

She  wore  a  shell-comb  in  her  hair, 

With  army  buttons  all  embossed; 
Some  swords  were  also  sticking  there, 

And  at  her  belt  small  rifles  crossed. 
Her  pocketbook  was  knapsack  shape, 

Her  smelling  bottle  a  wee  canteen 
Containing  essence  of  "Crushed  Grape 

The  neatest  thing  I'd  ever  seen. 

Her  face  was  patriotic,  too, 
And  full  of  everlasting  charms; 

Her  cheeks  were  red,  teeth  white,  eyes  blue 
She  also  had  repeating  arms. 
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In  fact  she  was  in  "fighting  trim/' 
So  an  "engagement"  I  did  seek; 

And  thought  my  chance  to  win  was  slim, 
I  cruised  around  about  her  cheek. 

Puff!     Suddenly-  she  flared  at  me 

A  perfect  fusilade  of  smiles! 
It  shook  my  heart  "windward"  to  "lee," 

Re-echoing  for  miles  and  miles! 
My  rapid-firing  lips  I  turned 

Upon  her  then,  (for  they  were  loaded) 
But  when  the  fast-sent  kisses  burned, 

The  powder  on  her  face  exploded! 


MAEIA  CHEISTINA  OF  SPAIN. 

MRS.  SKIPWITH  H.  COAL.E. 

Let  us  pause  in  the  hour  of  triumph,  bend  the  head  in  our  noonday  of 

pride, 
In  our  joy  of  the  nation's  defenders,  let  us  glance  at  the  opposite  side; 
While  the  people  are  clapping  and  shouting,  and  cheering  in  martial 

delight 
Let  us  give  a  sigh  to  the  conquered,  to  those  who  go  down  in  the  fight 

We  went  with  our  drums  and  our  trumpets,  our  money  poured  out  like 

a  flood, 
Their  land  had  its  treasury  empty,  was  weakened  by  famine  and  blood; 
Disheartened  and  poverty-stricken,  was  ever  a  sadder  sight  seen? 
But  calmest  and  bravest  among  them  was  Maria  Christina  the  Queen. 

She  came  to  a  heart-broken  husband,  she  came  to  a  tottering  throne, 
To  a  land  where  her  footsteps  were  strangers — yet  loyally  made  it  her 

own; 
In  the  crown  that  she  wears,  though  'tis  golden,  is  melted  a  cruel  alloy, 
But  the  weight  that  is  wounding  her  temples  she  bears  for  the  sake  of 

her  boy. 

She  wears  the  true  crown  of  a  mother,  which  is  greater  than  that  of  a 

Queen, 
In  the  storm  that  is  raging  around  her,  she  stands  self-possesed  and 

serene; 
For  sins  not  her  own  she  is  chastened,  let  us  tenderly  pity  her  pain, 
For  she  ranks  with  the  noblest  of  women — Christina  the  Regent  of 

Spain. 
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THE  AEMIES  OF  THE   CORN. 

J.  B.  V.  COOKE. 

Rank  upon  rank  they  stood,  and  row  on  row; 
Plumed,  taoseled,  uniformed  in  green, 
With  rations  in  their  knapsacked  husks  between 

The  myriad  blades  they  brandished  at  the  foe. 

Long  held  the  brave  brigades  and  would  not  yield 

Till  shattered  by  the  destiny  of  war. 

Then  (gallant  tribute  from  the  conqueror!) 
They  stacked  their  arms  and  tented  on  the  field. 


MANILA   HEMP. 

FRED  N.  CHENEY. 


At  Manila  first  of  May, 

Just  before  the  break  of  day, 
The  Spanish  fleet  rode  gaily  on  the  main  O! 

But  when  the  morning  broke, 

And  the  Yankee  cannon  spoke, 
It  settled  things  for  Spaniards  and  for  Spain  O! 

Oh,  the  wind  was  off  the  shore, 

When  our  gallant  Commodore 
Challenged  ships  and  forts  in  Old  Manila  Bay  0! 

But  before  the  day  was  done, 

He'd  a  glorious  victory  won, 
And  the  Spaniards  hadn't  e'en  a  word  to  say  0! 

Sure  the  boys  in  Yankee  blue, 

Didn't  have  a  thing  to  do, 
But  to  settle  up  a  score  they  had  with  Spain  0! 

So  they  gave  'em  shot  and  shell, 

Sent  'em  hot  and  aimed  'em  well, 
For  the  sake  of  friends  they  had  upon  the  Maine  0! 

And  amidst  the  iron  rain, 

Cooly  chanted  this  refrain, 
"Remember  our  poor  comrades  on  the  Maine  O! 

We  have  waited  well  and  long, 

To  avenge  their  awful  wrong, 
Now  to  Hades  with  all  Spaniards  and  with  Spain  O! 
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And  the  Yankee  people  know, 
That  the  language  spoke  below, 

Is  the  mother  tongue  of  Spaniards  and  of  Spain  0! 
Since  that  fateful  first  of  May, 
Satan's  learned  the  dago  way, 

And  his  imps  are  walking  Spanish,  they're  so  vain  0! 

Then  let's  cheer  our  Commodore, 
Hip  hurrah  and  one  cheer  more, 

We'll  make  him  Admiral  upon  the  main  0! 
Be  it  feast  or  be  it  fight, 
He  will  keep  our  honor  bright, 

And  our  rights  on  land  and  sea  he  will  maintain  O! 

Hail  our  noble  Yankee  tars, 

Who  fight  'neath  Stripes  and  Stars, 

Amidst  the  angry  scream  of  shot  and  shell  0! 
May  their  fame  fill  earth  and  skies, 
And  where  e'r  their  warship  lies, 

Their  ready  guns  will  toll  the  tyrant's  knell  0! 


YANKEE  DOODLE   DANDY  O. 

JAMES  F.  CHRISTY. 

'Twas  in  Manila  Bay  that  the  Spanish  fleet  did  lay 

Under  the  forts,  so  snug  and  handy  0. 
Brave  Dewey  he  sailed  in  and  made  those  Spaniards  grin 

As  his  guns  sang  good  old  Yankee  doodle  dandy  0. 

"Beat  to  quarters!"  Dewey  cries,  the  old  fire  in  his  eyes. 
"Keep  cool;  we'll  do  these  Dons  now  so  handy  0, 
We'll  give  them  shot  and  shell,  they  will  think  themselves  in 
Well,  a  place  unknown  to  Yankee  doodle  dandy  O. 

The  flagship  had  the  call,  she  opened  up  the  ball; 

She  got  there  every  time  so  handy  O. 
The  balance  of  our  fleet  the  Dons  did  quickly  greet, 

While  we  played  them  good  old  Yankee  doodle  dandy  O. 

They  quickly  made  for  land,  our  Are  they  could  not  stand, 

We  sent  it  into  them  now  so  handy  O. 
We  sank  them  in  the  bay.    "Carramba!"  they  did  say, 

While  we  whistled  good  old  Yankee  doodle  dandy  0, 
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We  retired  up  the  bay  to  where  the  foreign  shipping  lay, 
To  breakfast  and  cool  off  our  guns  so  handy  O. 

We  got  everything  in  trim  to  scoop  those  Spaniards  in, 
They  could  not  whistle  Yankee  doodle  dandy  0. 

'Beat  to  quarters  once  again,  and  remember  well  the  Maine; 

Let  not  one  of  them  escape  us  so  handy  0. 
With  grapnel  and  with  grape  their  forts  then  we  will  take 

To  the  tune  of  good  old  Yankee  doodle  dandy  0." 

Now  the  victory  we  did  win,  let  us  give  all  praise  to  him, 
Who  looks  down  on  brave  Yankee  tars  so  handy  0. 

In  God  we  put  our  trust,  and  the  Spaniards'  guns  did  burst; 
Success  to  good  old  Yankee  doodle  dandy  0. 


THE   SPIRIT   OF   '98. 

A.  S.  CONDON. 

When  fierce  resounding  blow  on  blow 
Wakes  all  the  volleying  hills  afar, 
And  hotter  flames  the  battle's  glow 
That  lights  the  gory  paths  of  war, 
E'en  in  that  storm  of  screaming  shell 
And  blinding  death,  my  boy,  fight  well! 

If  somewhere  on  some  reeling  deck 
The  iron  hail  falls  thick  and  fast, 
A  deluge  o'er  the  battered  wreck 
Of  mailed  hull  and  splintered  mast, 
Till  red-mouthed  guns  are  mouths  of  hell; 
Stand  face  with  Death,  and  there  fight  well! 

Nor  tyrant's  arm,  however  strong, 

Can  lower  the  hand  that  strikes  for  right; 
Whose  banner  champions  what  is  wrong 
Goes  down  dishonored  in  the  fight; 
Stand  to  your  guns  at  Duty's  call, 
E'en  though  Old  Glory  be  thy  pall. 

Here  in  the  hollow  of  my  arm 

And  on  the  pillow  of  my  breast, 
I  cradled  thee  from  life's  rough  storm. 
Sweet  only  birdling  of  the  nest; 
And  now  in  manhood's  noon  full  high 
I  kiss  thee,  darling  boy,  good-bye! 
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Bach  harrying  hour  I  saw  In  thee 
The  glorious  image  of  thy  sire, 
Whose  other  like  I  ne'er  shall  see — 
He  withered  in  Antietam's  fire; 
Thou  art  his  self  in  form  and  face, 
On  honor's  field  fill  thou  his  place!   - 

One  last  embrace!    Nor  tears  of  mine 

Shall  course  the  cannels  of  my  cheek; 
Nor  dread  and  boding  fears  combine 
In  this  fell  hour  to  make  thee  weak; 
Hide,  O  my  heart,  thy  tears  from  sight, 
Brew  them  in  loneliness  of  night! 

The  bugle  calls!    Ill  fares  the  day 

For  bastard  sons  of  harlot  Spain, 
When  men  like  these  shall  hew  their  way 
Across  the  red  Golgotha  plain, 
To  be  in  truth  the  scourge  of  God 
That  breaks  in  twain  the  tyrant's  rod. 


WHILE  WE  GO  MAKCHING  THKOTTGH  CUBA. 

J.  HARRY  CROSSLEY. 

Hark!    A  cry  of  anguish  comes 

To  us  across  the  sea, 
Tis  the  starving  Cubans  who  are 

Longing  to  be  free; 
Can  we  stand  the  horror  and 

The  fearful  carnage  see, 
While  Spain  goes  marching  through  Cuba? 

Chorus: 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!   we'll  sing  the  Jubilee! 
Hurrah!  Hurrah!  we'll  make  poor  Cuba  free, 
All  the  world  the  honor  of  our  righteous  cause  shall  see. 
When  we  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

Cuba  looks  with  longing  eyes 

To  Freedom's  land  for  aid, 
Shall  we  then  refuse  them,  or  of  tyrants  be  afraid? 
No!  we'll  send  them  bread  and  guns, 

And  their  oppressors  raid, 
And  we'll  go  marching  through  Cuba. 
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listen!   Hear  the  bugle's  call 
"Columbia's"  men  "To  war!" 

Hear  the  tramp  of  thousands, 
And  the  cannon's  belching  roar, 

Tis  to  drive  oppression  from  , 

Fair  Cuba's  blood-washed  shore, 

While  we  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

God  is  on  the  side  of  right, 
And  He  our  freedom  gave, 

Let  us  trust  in  Him  for 
Victory  on  land  and  wave, 

And  free  Cuba's  flag  beside, 
The  "stars  and  stripes"  shall  wave 

When  we  drive  Spain  out  of  Cuba. 


THE  MAINE  KEMEMBERED. 

J.  A.  COLL. 

What  was  the  thunder  crash  that  boomed  across  the  harbor  wide? 
What  was  the  fountain  glare  that  lit  Havana's  evening  tide? 
The  birth  of  war,  the  life  of  hate,  the  leap  from  peace  to  arms, 
The  death  of  man,  the  death  of  ship,  knelled  in  the  heart  of  storms. 

The  tossing  waves  and  washing  sands  will  stow  the  dead  away, 
The  vanquished  ship  will  hide  her  hulk  beneath  the  ocean's  play. 
Columbia  has  heard  the  groans  from  sea  and  wreckage  pile 
And  spreads  the  vengeance  of  her  flag  from  Spain  to  Spanish  isle. 

When  calmer  pens  of  later  days  shall  chronicle  this  age, 
There  shall  appear  a  double  fate  upon  the  doleful  page, 
And  men  who  read  with  grieving  hearts  the  murder  of  the  Maine 
Will  read  in  that  a  wilder  deed — the  suicide  of  Spain! 


THE  AWAKENING. 

PASCHAL  H.   COGGINS. 

Before  the  nation's  gate  stood  Peace.    The  fire 

Of  outraged  Justice  blazed  through  all  the  land. 

Silent  the  Goddess.    Solemnly  her  hand 

Was  raised  aloft  to  curb  the  quickening  ire 

Of  those  her  chosen  people.    Hope,  desire — 

Aye,  prayer  itself— were  still  for  peace.    "Command," 
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Aloud  they  cried,  "but  while  we  waiting  stand, 

Look  thou,  lest  Honor  in  thine  arms  expire." 

And  he  who  ruled  the  nation's  destiny 

Took  not  his  gaze  from  off  that  face  benign, 

Yet  held  in  leash  the  gathering  dogs  of  war. 

But  hark!    Wave-borne  comes  Mercy's  smothered  cry. 

And  lo!  Where  stood  but  now  that  form  divine, 

Armored  and  grim,  stalks  Mars.    The  dream  is  o'er. 


IF  THEKE  EVER  COMES  A  DAY. 

ROBERT    W.     CHAMBERS. 

You're  a-scrappin'  every  minnit, 

Tommy  A. 
An'  you  look  on  this  here  earth 
An'  the  people  what  is  in  it 
As  your  legacy  from  birth, 

Tommy  A. 
You've  a  damn  unpleasant  fashion, 
When  your  bloody  bugles  play, 
Of  a-boundin'  in  a  passion, 
An'  demandin'  right  of  way — 
With  your  helmet  on  your  head, 
An'  your  tunic  all  of  red, 
An'  your  bloody  bugles  playin' 
All  the  way  from  Mandalay  to  Bombay; 

But— 
Oo  it!  all  the  same, 

Tommy  A., 
Tommy  A., 
For  we're  partial  to  your  name, 
Tommy  A., 
Half  a  million  Boys  in  Blue 
Drink  a  health,  you  brute,  to  you, 
And  they'll  cheer  you  from  Bombay  to  Mandalay, 

Tommy  A. 
Half  a  million  Boys  in  Blue 
Have  a  sneakin'  love  for  you, 
An*  perhaps  they'll  prove  it,  too, 
If  there  ever  comes  a  day 
When  a  brother  needs  a  brother  for  to  help  him  on  his  way, 
Anywhere  this  side  of  hell  and  Mandalay, 

Tommy  A. 
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ON  THE  GULF  SHOHE. 

JAMES  BOARDMAN  CABLE. 

Hold,  Hubert,  let  us  rest  a  moment  here, 

Let  these  pass  on; 
Their  thoughtless,  Idle  chatter,  keen  and  clear, 

I  would  were  gone. 

Nay,  think  not  that,  ill-humored,  thus  I  speak, 

I  mean  no  ill; 
Light-hearted  they,  they  know  I  would  not  seek 

Their  mirth  to  chill. 

Hubert,  the  times  with  issues  grave  are  fraught, 

Strange  things  I  see; 
Strange  things  which  roar  within  me,  forcing  thought; 

Rest  here  with  me. 

Here,  at  the  foot  of  this  grand  live  oak  here, 

Let  us  sit  down; 
See  how  distinct  yon  sand  dune  glistening  clear 

Lifts  its  white  crown. 

"All  things  together  work  for  good  of  them 

Who  love  the  Lord." 
I  pray  you,  Hubert,  scout  not,  nor  condemn 

That  potent  word. 

Not  always  have  those  words  been  proven  true, 

To  our  short  sight; 
And  yet,  like  other  truths,  long  years'  review 

Reveals  them  right 


One  fair  May  Sabbath  morn,  long 

In  sixty-five — 
A  little  company,  with  hearts  of  woe, 

In  vain  did  strive 

To  bow  submission  'neath  the  awful  rod 

Smiting  them  then; 
We  gathered  sadly  in  the  house  of  God, 

We  conquered  men. 


t! 


That  was  the  parson's  text;  it  sank  like  lead 
Into  our  ear 8; 
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As,  in  the  sermon  he  applied  it,  every  head 
Bowed  low  In  tears. 

"We  know  that  all  things  do  together  work 

For  good  of  them 
Who  love  the  Lord;"  did  grim  sarcasm  lurk 
And  us  condemn? 

No;  it  was  false;  sometimes,  some  good  might  come 

Out  of  great  woe; 
But  oar  great  woe  could  not  have  good  outcome; 

Not  so,  not  so. 

Not  man  nor  woman  felt  a  coward  fear, 

Nor  shame-faced,  blushed; 
Not  terrified  we  shed  the  bitter  tear, 

No,  we  were  crushed. 

On  every  hand  the  conqueror's  great  host 

Inflamed  with  hate; 
And  we,  a  homeless,  nameless  few  at  most, 

Guessed  at  our  fate. 

Behind  us  lay  four  years  of  bitter  strife, 

Behind  us,  hope; 
Before,  the  squad's  quick  shot,  prison  for  life, 

Or  hangman's  rope. 

Impossible;  no,  no;  how  could  it  be 

Our  overthrow! 
Our  hope's  black  death,  ruin  and  agony 

One  good  could  know? 

Ah!  blind  and  deaf  with  grief,  our  dulled  ears  heard. 

Our  poor  eyes  saw 
But  faintly;  for  "together"  was  the  word, 

"Together,"  the  law. 

There  must  be  something  more,  some  after-deed, 

Some  joint  event 
Working  "together"  when  hearts  did  not  bleed. 

When  grief  was  spent 

They  came,  they  were,  they  wrought,  together  all, 

And  good  is  ours; 
We  stand  among  the  nations  as  a  wall 

With  many  towers. 
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For  it  was  oars  in  better  sense  to  know 

As  years  have  sped; 
That  it  was  better  God  had  ordered  so, 

That  thus  he  led. 

Again;  he,  working  'mong  the  people,  calls 

To  us  again; 
"Arise  and  strike,  nor  shrink  what'er  befalls; 

Quit  you  like  men!" 


We  heed,  we  rise,  obeying  yet  with  doubt 

That  all  are  true; 
God  blesses  and  a  great,  glad,  joyous  shout 

Rings  the  land  through. 

The  wounds  of  '66,  unscarred,  are  healed! 

Shout!    Sing  for  joy! 
Loyal  and  true,  the  south  stands  pure  revealed, 

Without  alloy! 

We  strike;  the  echo  thrills  the  whole  world  through, 

Kings  start  aghast; 
Columbia  stands  a  giant,  born  anew, 

While  one  day  passed. 

God  smiles;  "Through  ages  and  through  aeons  I 

Work  out  my  will; 
For  this  I  formed  and  cherished  thee,  more  high 
Thou  shalt  be  still." 

He  tarns  his  glance:    Old  England,  mother  dear, 

Obeying,  speaks: 
"Come  near,"  she  says,  in  love  and  hearty  cheer. 

Our  love  she  seeks. 

Yes,  frankly,  clearly,  openly  she  tells, 

In  angels'  tongue, 
What  she  would  have;  no  double-dealing  dwells 

Her  words  among. 

She  asks  that  we,  her  child,  shall  bury  deep 

The  long-dead  past; 
And  stand  with  her  to  bid  the  nations  keep 

Peace  to  the  last. 

That,  of  one  race,  one  common  stock,  one  speech, 
We  two  shall  hold 
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One  aim  and  purpoae;  and  the  nations  teach 
Stern  truths  and  cold. 

That  right  shall  rule;  that  power  shall  not  be 

Another  name 
For  plunder;  that  the  weak  no  more  must  flee, 

To  greed's  great  shame, 

But,  rather,  that  enlightment  shall  spread 

The  whole  world  o'er; 
While  thrift  shall  bloom  and  comfort  crownman's  hea<V 

Aye,  more  and  more. 

That  progress  and  advantage  shall  consist 

In  all  men's  good; 
Kingdoms  and  empires  shall  alone  subsist 

In  brotherhood. 

Ah,  Hubert,  what  a  future  for  the  world 

Shall  such  a  bond 
And  compact  give!    The  fairest  yet  unfurled 

Since  man's  life  dawned! 

And,  friend,  behold  the  workings  of  the  great 

Stupendous  God! 
How  can  men  view  the  course  of  human  fate 

Thoughtless,  una  wed! 

The  times  grow  great;  in  dread  and  doubting  we 

Coddle  our  fears; 
A  Dewey,  Hobson,  Bagley,  Pitzhugh  Lee, 

God  quick  uprears. 

Sweet  is  it  to  the  egotist  to  shout 

"Behold,  'tis  I!" 
I  tell  you,  Hubert,  'tis  God  working  out 

His  purpose  high. 

Why,  know  you,  friend,  that  well  nigh  at  our  feet 

Old  England's  might, 
Her  glory  and  her  worth  now  grand,  complete, 

First  saw  the  light? 

Yes,  it  is  meet,  surpassing  meet  that  we — 

She  and  our  land — 
Should  thus  conjoin  for  right  and  liberty 

On  every  hand. 
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We  call  her  "mother,"  and  we  think  'twas  she 

Who  gave  us  birth; 
In  part  'tis  true;  and  yet  a  wonder  see, 

Strangest  of  earth. 

Yonder,  just  past  those  islands  lying  there, 

A  wondrous  stream 
Rises,  goes  forth,  and  makes  old  England  fair 

As  lover's  dream. 

Without  it,  were  it  not  for  our  gulf  stream 

She  had  remained 
Bleak,  desolate,  uncivilized,  a  dream, 

In  darkness  chained. 

Roman  had  scorned  her,  Norman  had  not  cared 

To  seek  her  shore; 
All  that  she  has  or  is  was  here  prepared, 

Here  placed  in  store. 

That  soothing,  loving,  gentle,  genial  flow 

Kissed  her  bleak  air; 
Softened  the  Norseman,  soothed  the  Saxon's  glow, 

Drew  Norman  there. 

Then,  when  a  race  was  made,  stanch,  sturdy,  true, 

Earth's  master  race; 
This  land  they  gained  nor  once  prevention  knew 

Nor  failure's  face. 

So  it  is  meet  we  should  be  one  indeed. 

Joined  to  God's  will; 
Each  gave  the  other  being;  we  must  heed, 

Our  end  fulfill. 

But,  Hubert,  let  us  go,  the  night  is  near, 

We  must  away; 
I  scorned  those  youngsters,  yet  I  truly  fear 

I'm  worse  than  they. 


AS  OUK  BOYS  GO   MARCHING  BY. 

HOLMAN   F.    DAY. 

Good-bye  boys; 
Take  care  of  yourselves. 
They  will  miss  you  at  home,  and  the  wife  and  the  mother — 
And  that  other — 
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The  dear  women-folk  who  bo  wistfully  smother 

The  fierce,  bitter  longing  to  keep  you,  to  hold  you; 

Who  stretch  out  their  dear,  yearning  arms  to  enfold  you — 

Will  all  miss  you  so, 

But  restrain  you?    Ah,  no. 

We  all  bid  you  go, 
In  the  name  of  our  state,  at  the  call  of  the  nation, 
In  the  cause  of  a  chivalrous  emancipation, 

We  bid  you  Godspeed! 
Success  to  your  arms! 
In  the  midst  of  alarms, 

May  our  God  and  the  Judge  of  the  Right  give  you  heed. 
Once  more  let  the  dear  ones  embrace  you  and  kiss  you — 
The  wives,  the  mothers,  the  sweethearts;  O  miss  you; 

Dear  hearts,  how,  the  will!    But — 

Good-bye,  boys, 

Take  care  of  yourselves. 

For  you  have  your  marching  orders;  in  the  name  of  Sixty-One. 
Attention,  company!  Fours  to  the  right!  Grasp  hard  and  stern  your  gun! 
They  have  called  you;  you  are  ready,  and  your  duty  now  is  plain, 
And  you  march  to  what  confronts  you  with  the  blessings  of  all  Maine. 
With  your  faces  toward  the  southland  toward  its  dangers  undefined. 
Remember  for  your  strengthening  all  the  symbols  left  behind. 
Remember  all  the  war-worn  flags  beneath  the  gilded  dome. 
Remember  each,  old,  tarnished  sword  that's  treasured  in  a  home. 
Remember  those  torn,  faded  coats  that  have  for  all  these  years 
Been  folded  in  the  cedar  chests,  laid  there  with  mother's  tears. 
Remember,  boys,  the  wind-worn  flags  that  quiver  in  the  sun, 
Above  the  graves  of  volunteers  of  Eighteen  Sixty-One; 
Remember,  too,  the  living  eyes,  that  'neath  the  frosted  brow, 
Will  scan  with  eager,  soldier  gaze  the  deeds  of  boys  of  Now. 
Remember  that  your  banner  bears  that  word,  dismay  of  Spain — 
The  slogan  of  this  fight  for  right,  the  talismanic  Maine. 

Go  forth. 

There's  a  hail  for  you,  men  of  the  North, 

When  firm  in  your  pride,  and  with  arms  at  your  side, 

You  stand  forth  to  view 

In  the  eyes  of  the  men  of  the  South — blue  with  blue. 
Take  for  thine 
The  warmth  of  our  hearts  and  the  breath  of  the  pine. 

Good-bye,  boys, 

Take  care  of  yourselves. 
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THE  AWFUL  TEMEKAKIOJ 

I.    MAC   DEMUTH. 

A  few  days  after  Uncle  Sam 

Had  called  down  haughty  Spain, 
And  told  her  flatly  ehe  must  fight 

Or  "git"  off  the  Western  Main, 
A  little  Spanish  torpedo  boat,  the  Temerario, 
Was  buzzing  around,  like  a  blue  bottle  fly  off  Rio  de  Janeiro. 

And  yellow  newspapers  said  that  she 

Was  simply  a  "holy  terror; 
And  to  let  her  get  near  an  American  boat 

Would  be  a  criminal  naval  error. 
Like  a  bubble,  the  yellow  cables  said, 

On  the  waves  she'd  float  all  day, 
And  at  night  at  forty  knots  an  hour 

She  flew  through  billow  and  spray. 

'Twas  hinted  that  boat  could  climb  a  hill; 

Or  sail  through  a  railroad  tunnel; 
And  never  scratch  her  steel  clad  hull, 

Or  disarrange  her  funnel! 
And  every  day,  'twas  solemnly  said, 

Grave  fears  were  entertained 
That  she'd  blow  the  Oregon  higher'n  a  kite 

Before  Key  West  was  gained. 

The  Temerario  became 

A  Goblin,  fierce  to  fight; 
And  the  Sea  Serpent  was  not  in  it 

As  a  Bugaboo  to  affright, 
And  many  million  folks  who  dwell 

Throughout  this  blessed  land 
Were  shaking  in  their  boots  as  though 

They  had  no  sense  or  "sand." 

The  last  we  heard  of  this  terror  grave, 

The  Temerario, 
She  had  scooted  away  up  a  river, 

In  Paraguay — far  from  the  foe; 
She  lies  there  now  with  her  vitals 

All  very  much  out  of  whack; 
And  she  can't  steam  another  foot  forward; 

And  she  can't  travel  another  mile  back. 


Spanish-American  War  Bangs. 
GOODBY  TO  THE  FIFTH. 

MRS.    W.    H.    DURKEE. 

O'er  our  land  the  call  is  sounding, 
Forward!  men,  to  Cuba's  need; 

Strike  the  chains,  and  lift  the  fallen, 
Tou  can  do  no  nobler  deed. 

Comes  a  cry  from  Cuban  missions, 
Crushed  beneath  oppression's  reign, 

Help!  O,  help!  before  we  perish; 
Take  the  helm  and  vanquish  Spain, 

And  our  martyred  brothers  sleeping, 
Low,  'neath  Cuban  waters  lain, 

Cry  for  vengeance:    0,  my  brothers. 
Forward!  to  avenge  the  Maine. 

Out  from  stately  homes  and  lowly, 
Out  from  cottage  and  from  hall, 

See  our  noble  boys  responding, 
Quickly  to  their  country's  call. 

On  the  crowded  city's  pavement, 
Eager  masses  swayed  and  swung, 

Bated  breath  and  hearts  aquiver, 
Thoughts  too  deep  for  human  tongue. 

Adown  the  street  comes  faintly  pealing, 
Swelling  louder  as  it  nears, 

Sounds  of  stirring  martial  music, 
And  the  throng  breaks  forth  in  cheers. 

Along  the  line  a  tremor  passes, 
Through  that  surging  human  sea, 

Cheeks  all  pale  and  lips  grown  silent, 
With  the  fear  of  what  may  be. 

O,  ye  mothers,  wives  and  sweethearts, 
Tho  your  hearts  may  break  and  bleed; 

Offer  up  your  best  and  dearest: 
Given  for  a  nation's  need. 

Nearer,  yet,  and  nearer — nearer, 
To  the  sound  of  fife  and  drum, 

Heads  erect  and  brave  hearts  beating, 
Marching  onward  still  they  come. 
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Throw  sweet  rosea,  shout  your  praises; 

Wave  your  starry  banners  high; 
They  are  going  forth  to  glory, 

Marching  on,  to  do— or  die. 

Forward!  March:  The  ranks  come  sweeping, 

'Round  the  curve  upon  the  square; 
Halting  to  receive  the  banner, 

That  In  honor  waits  them  there. 

Take  the  emblem,  may  It  ever, 

Be  a  talisman  to  thee, 
May  you  bear  It  back  triumphant, 

When  the  land  of  Cuba's  free. 

Should  It  come  In  rags  and  tatters, 

Battle  scarred  and  wreath  entwined; 
Waiting  hearts  will  sing  its  praises; 

'Twill  a  royal  welcome  find. 

God  be  with  you,  gallant  soldiers, 

Loyal  brothers,  brave  and  true, 
May  the  angels  bless  and  keep  you; 

Fare  ye  well  our  boys  in  blue. 


CALL  TO   AKMS. 

D.    LEROT    DARK. 


Once  more,  O  Land,  the  summons  greets  thine  ears, 
Again  In  freedom's  battle  to  engage 
And  for  the  poor  oppressed  thy  war  to  wage, 

Unmoved  by  passion,  undeterred  by  fears. 

Once  more  to  thee  the  day  of  fame  appears; 
The  passing  century,  ere  the  curtain  falls, 
Upon  the  stage  thy  sons  of  valor  calls 

To  end  the  drama  of  the  hundred  years. 

Who  more  than  they  are  worthy  thus  to  be 
The  chosen  actors  in  the  fitting  close 

Of  the  long  strife  for  right  and  liberty? 

Spread,  then,  thy  banner  o'er  the  southern  sea 
And  thunder  back  the  thunder  of  thy  foes, 

And  be  thy  watchword  ever,  "Cuba  free." 


i 
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COLUMBIA'S  LAMENT. 

ISABEL    DARLING. 

My  sons,  my  restless  sons,  prepare  for  battle, 
They  mark  quick  time  and  mutter  threats 

While  all  about  the  borders  of  my  garments 
The  world  of  nations  foams  and  frets. 

My  sons,  the  sons  I  love,  refuse  my  guidance; 

They  choose  their  own  tumultuous  ways, 
Mock  at  my  warning  and  disdain  my  counsel 

Through  weary,  sorrow-laden  days. 

For  long,  long  years  I've  taught  them  songs  of  labor 

The  blessedness  of  love  to  all 
That  bringeth  peace.  Unwillingly  they  listened, 

Then  echoed  low  a  bugle  call. 

Who  mourneth  that  my  sons  prepare  for  battle? 

Who  careth  that  they  may  be  slain? 
Bven  my  daughters— warrior's  daughters  also— 

Press  hard  the  lips  that  might  complain. 

My  sons,  my  sons! — Still  they  prepare  for  battle, 

With  eager  haste  they  fall  in  line. 
Brave  sons!' I  cannot  chide  them,  for  my  bridal 

Was  fierce  with  conflict.   Ye  are  mine, 

My  stalwart  sons,  and  mine,  my  brave,  true  daughters* 
And  when  the  battle  tide  runs  low 

Te  will  remember  me  and  bring  your  bruises, 
And  I  shall  heal  them,  well  ye  know. 

But  now,  ah!  now  they  light  the  fiery  signals, 

Lip  speaks  to  lip  and  eye  to  eye. 
Stand  back,  ye  pompous  monarchs!  for  Old  Glory 

Leaps  to  the  breeze  across  the  sky! 

My  strong  young  sons  are  there  at  its  unfurling, 
And  none  may  soil  its  gleaming  bars. 

Stand  back!  Oh  God,  art  thou  a  God  of  battles? 
Then  smite  the  hand  which  plucks  yon  stars! 

And  should  my  best-loved  sons  be  slain  in  battle 
Ere  freedom's  war  has  scarce  begun, 

Judge  thou  between  us,  great  Jehovah, 
Who  spared  not  thy  beloved  Son! 
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PATEIOTISM. 

HELEN  DAY. 

This  glorious  Yankee  nation,  with  its  many  peaceful  years, 
Made  many  idle  soldiers,  and  sailors  had  no  fears. 
But  when  the  war-cry  sounded  in  the  east  and  in  west, 
From  Canada  to  Tampa  these  Yankees  had  no  rest. 

Uncle  Sam  was  sorely  puzzled  for  he  didn't  want  to  fight; 
He  gave  tafley  to  the  Spaniards,  to  his  Yankees  he  talked  "right" 
"From  bloody  war  defend  us;  we'll  give  freely  from  our  store" — ! 
Uncle  Sam's  "back-bone"  was  questioned,  midst  the  nation's  mighty  roar. 

Spain  called  us  "pigs"  and  "cowards"  in  her  boastful  treacherous  strain. 
Was  Uncle  Sam  not  patient  till  they  blew  up  our  Maine? 
Old  Glory  was  triumphant;  the  Stars  and  Stripes  unfurled; 
Bach  soul  in  this  great  nation  was  proud  of  this  New  World. 

The  tax  list  now  is  open  to  our  "patriots,"  one  and  all. 
This  gives  the  test  of  "freedom,"  for  it  is  our  country's  call. 
Yoa've  got  your  war  and  victory;  now  take  it  like  a  man; 
Don't  shirk  your  honest  taxes — don't  fight  poor  Uncle  Sam. 


POEM. 

REV.  EDGAR  F.  DAVIS. 

Ready  to  go  for  a  soldier, 

Ready,  when  morning  shall  come, 
To  fall  into  line,  and  obeying  the  sign, 

To  march  to  the  beat  of  the  drum; 
Ready  to  shoulder  the  rifle, 

Ready  to  put  on  the  blue, 
And  battle  with  might  for  the  cause  of  the  right, 

To  Flag  and  to  Fatherland  true. 

Adown  from  the  old  granite  mountains, 

Along  by  the  surf-beaten  strand, 
From  each  Inland  vale,  on  the  sweet  summer  gale, 

Is  wafted  the  word  of  command: 
And  it's  "Ready,  men,  ready  for  action; 

Ready  to  do  and  to  dare! 
Men  of  the  northland,  men  of  the  southland, 

Duty  is  calling,  prepare." 
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You've  heard  it,  O  men  of  the  mountains, 

Tou  heed  it,  and  answer  the  call; 
You're  ready  to  go  and  encounter  the  foe, 

And  to  sacrifice  comfort  and  all; 
To  follow  "Old  Glory"  to  battle; 

To  fight  till  our  banner  shall  wave 
Over  islands  redeemed,  over  peoples  that  dreamed 

Of  no  fate  but  the  fate  of  the  slave. 

Our  foemen  are  proud  and  insulting, 

But  we've  shown  them  of  what  we  are  made; 
For  one  morning  in  May  at  the  breaking  of  day, 

Our  fleet  was  for  conflict  arrayed: 
With  a  Oreen  Mountain  man  on  the  bridge, 

And  with  Granite  State  boys  at  the  guns, 
"We  remembered  the  Maine,"  and  the  flower  of  Spain 

Make  a  breakfast  for  old  "Davey  Jones." 


IT'S  SPANISH,  YOU  KNOW. 

PHOEBE    DAVIS. 

They  say  at  Matanzas  they  killed  but  a  mule; 

That's  Spanish  you  know,  quite  Spanish  you  know. 
To  twist  out  of  shape  our  old  cherry  tree  rule; 

That's  Spanish,  quite  Spanish,  you  know. 
Brave  Sampson  began  a  most  brisk  cannonade, 

And  the  guns  were  all  fired  by  experts  at  the  trade. 
Mr.  Blanco  reports,  "One  mule  killed,"  undismayed; 

That's  Spanish,  quite  Spanish,  you  know. 

What  queer  things  you  say  and  what  queer  things  you  do, 
You  Spanish,  you  know,  you  Spanish,  you  know. 

When  you  send  home  your  cables  why  not  have  'em  true, 
In  Spanish,  good  Spanish,  you  know? 

We  nickname  you  "Dagos"  and  you  call  us  "Pigs;" 

It's  Spanish,  you  know,  it's  Spanish  you  know. 
You  raise  good  bananas  and  raisins  and  figs, 

That's  Spanish,  quite  Spanish,  you  know. 
But  we  beat  you  at  shooting  and  never  half  try, 

And  for  that  mule  story,  fie,  Blanco,  fie! 
In  your  tongue  "mentirosa,"  in  our  a  big  lie, 

That  Spanish — and  Yankee,  you  know. 
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OX  THE  EYE  OF  WAR. 


O,  God  oC  Battles,  who  art  still 
The  God  of  Lore,  the  God  of  Rest, 

Subdue  thy  people's  fiery  will. 
And  quell  the  passions  in  their  breast! 

Before  we  bathe  our  hands  in  blood 

We  lift  them  to  thy  Holy  Rood. 


The  waiting  nations  hold  their  breath 
To  catch  the  dreadful  battle-cry; 

And  in  the  silence  as  of  death 
The  fateful  hoars  go  softly  by. 

O.  hear  thy  people  where  they  pray. 

And  shrire  our  souls  before  they  fray! 

Before  the  son  of  peace  shall  set, 
We  kneel  apart  of  solemn  while; 

Pity  the  eyes  with  sorrow  wet. 
But  pity  most  the  lips  that  smile. 

The  night  comes  fast;  we  hear  afar 

The  baying  of  the  wolves  of  war. 

Not  lightly,  O,  not  lightly.  Lord, 
Let  this  oar  awful  task  begin; 

Speak  from  thy  throne  a  warning  word 
Abore  the  angry  factions'  din. 

If  this  be  thy  Most  Holy  will, 

Be  with  us  still— be  with  us  still! 


THE   SAILOR  OF  THE  SAIL. 

THOMAS  FLEMING  DAY. 

I  sing  the  sailor  of  the  sail,  breed  of  the  oaken  heart. 
Who  drew  the  world  together,  and  spread  our  race  apart, 
Whose  conquests  are  the  measure  of  thrice  the  ocean's  girth, 
Whose  trophies  are  the  nations  that  necklace  half  the  earth. 

Lord  of  the  Bant  and  Gasket  and  Master  of  the  Yard, 

To  whom  no  land  is  distant,  to  whom  no  sea  is  barred; 

Who  battled  with  the  current;  who  conquered  with  the  wind, 

Who  shaped  the  course  before  him  by  the  wake  he  threw  behind. 
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Who  burned  in  twenty  climates;  who  froze  in  twenty  seas; 

Who  crept  the  shores  of  Labrador  and  flashed  the  Carribees; 

Who  followed  Drake,  who  fought  with  Blake,  who  broke  the  bar  with 

Spain, 
And  who  gave  to  timid  traffic  the  freedom  of  the  main. 


TO   TEDDY'S   ROUGH   EIDERS. 

S.  R.  DAVIS. 

Here's  health  to  you,  Teddy, 

And  your  riders  rough  and  ready; 
Braver  laddies  never  fired  a  gun. 

Just  pound  'em  on  the  back, 

And  hit  'em  every  crack — 
Good  luck  to  you,  every  mother's  son! 

We  have  all  heard  the  story 

Of  how  you  flung  Old  Glory 
To  the  breeze  on  that  hot  summer  day, 

How  you  faced  the  leaden  hail, 

And  never  stopped  to  quail 
'Til  the  last  bloody  Spaniard  ran  away. 

Since  the  days  of  Sixty-one 

We've  never  seen  such  fun; 
The  Spaniards  fought  like  devils— but,  oh  my! 

With  you  they  were  not  in  it 

Just  for  a  single  minute, 
Though  fighting  in  the  brush  and  on  the  sly. 

'Twas  red-hot  and  whoop  'em  up! 

Drive  'em  out  and  scoop  'em  up! 
The  boys  all  a  sweatin'  and  a  swearin' — 

Revolvers  a  poppin'  'em, 

Sabers  a  choppin'  em, 
Until  they  had  drove  'em  to  the  clearin'. 

Then  you  ought  to  seen  the  race! 

How  the  Dons  set  the  pace — 
How  they  skedaddled,  never  stopped,  until 

They  got  safe  behind  the  gate, 

With  our  boys  a  little  late, 
To  catch  'em  before  they  climbed  the  hill. 
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Here's  a  rest  for  those  who  fell! 

Softly  toll  their  funeral  knell; 
Braver  lads  ne'er  wore  the  army  blue. 

Peace  through  all  the  years, 

Laurels  bright,  but  bitter  tears, 
Sleep  'till  the  last  grand  review. 

And  so,  here's  a  health  to  you,  Teddy! 

And  your  riders,  rough  and  ready; 
Braver  laddies  never  fired  a  gun. 

Just  pound  'em  on  the  back, 

And  hit  'em  every  crack — 
Good  luck  to  you,  every  mother's  son! 


"CUBA  LIBRE." 

WM.   J.   DAWSON. 

"Mark  time!"  now  hear  the  solemn  tread 

Of  armed  men  in  might, 
Our  sun-kissed  banner  overhead, 

To  'lume  oppression's  night* 
No  North,  no  South,  no  Bast,  no  West, 

But  one  unbroken  line, 
Of  all  our  truest,  bravest,  best, 

The  Maine"  our  countersign! 
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"Forward!"  The  stirring  drum  beat  rolls. 

Along  Atlantic's  shore, 
Its  echo  in  Havana  tolls 

The  knell  for  evermore 
Of  Spanish  cruel  try  and  wrong 

In  Cuba's  blood-stained  isle, 
We  come,  one  hundred  thousand  strong 

Of  freemen,  rank  and  file. 

Aye,  every  racial  blood  that  flows 

From  Europe's  distant  strand, 
But  swells  the  tide  that  inward  goes, 

Enriching  our  fair  land; 
As  rain  drops  from  the  deep  salt  sea 

That  fall  in  summer  shower, 
Rise  to  the  sun  rejoicing,  free, 

To  nourish  field  and  flower. 
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The  Rhine,  the  Seine,  from  Holland's  banks 

Where  flows  the  Zuyder  Zee, 
Have  borne  their  warriors  to  our  ranks 

To  flght  for  liberty; 
From  where  the  turbid  Tiber  flows 

In  sunny  Italy, 
From  streams  that  rise  'mid  Alpine  snows 

And  run  unto  the  sea. 

From  where  the  glowing  midnight  sun 

Illumes  the  northern  wild, 
The  Norseman  sends  his  hardy  son — 

The  North  sea's  storm-beat  child; 
And  from  Auld  Scotia's  lakes  of  blue — 

Reflecting  heaven's  sky, 
Her  line  of  tartans,  steadfast,  true 

Go  proudly  forth  to  die. 

From  Poland'  too,  where  Freedom's  shriek 

Smote  on  the  listening  ear 
Of  all  the  world,  her  freemen  speak 

When  called  on,  "we  are  here!" 
The  Austrian,  and  the  warlike  Finn 

Step  firm  and  fast  beside 
No  bond  but  love  their  hearts  within 

As  they  march  on  in  pride. 

And  who  are  they  whose  smiling  eyes 

And  proudest  martial  meln, 
Whose  songs  of  joy  now  heavenward  rise 

Above  their  flag  of  Green? 
The  memories  of  their  fighting  race 

Inspire  to  deeds  of  fame 
They're  Erin's  sons,  and  their  proud  place 

Is  front  of  war's  red  flame! 

"March!"  and  the  world  in  wonder  sees 

Such  unity  of  heart; 
Our  flag  shall  float  o'er  lands  and  seas — 

To  all  oppressed  impart 
New  hope  to  lift  them  from  the  dust 

In  brotherhood  of  man, 
Our  motto  is  "In  God  we  trust; 

And  we're  all  "American." 
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MEMOKIAL   DAY. 

S.  M.   bEAN. 

To  strew  once  again  o'er  the  dust 
Of  those  patriot  heroes  of  ours 

Who  died  for  a  cause  true  and  just. 
Bring  flowers,  sweet  beautiful  flowers! 

The  shy,  wilding  buds  from  the  dells, 

Rare  orchids,  and  soft  waving  ferns, 
Azalea's  pink,  wood-perfumed  bells; — 

We  would  fill  all  the  vases  and  urns. 
Bring  flowers,  sweet  beautiful  flowers! 

Bring  boughs  of  fresh  laurel  and  palm 
To  spread  o'er  each  flag-honored  grave, 

As  we  murmur  a  low,  grateful  psalm 
In  memory  of  soldiers  so  brave. 

Bring  flowers,  sweet  beautiful  flowers! 

Bring  pansies,  and  violets  blue, 

And  roses  as  bright  as  the  blood 
That  was  shed  by  men  loyal  and  true, 

For  their  country,  their  home,  and  their  God. 

Bring  flowers,  sweet  beautiful  flowers! 

Pure  lilies,  and  snowballs,  and  sprays 

Of  the  spice-laden  lilac,  oh  give 
On  this  day  hallowed  now  midst  the  days, — 

A  day  which  forever  shall  live. 
Bring  flowers,  sweet  beautiful  flowers! 


HOBSON'S  CHOICE. 

T.   C.   DELEON. 

Cool,  calm  and  modest — as  real  worth 

Makes  history's  every  hero  show — 
The  southern  boy  illumes  his  birth 

And  sets  all  patriot  pride  aglow. 
Not  his  the  mad'ning  wine  of  war 

That  thrills  the  soul  as  squadrons  rush; 
But  black,  fell  jaws  of  Death  afar 

Through  that  slim  channel's  awful  hush- 
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And  valor  stills  its  prldeful  voice, 
•Dazzled  and  dazed  by  Hobson's  choice! 

i 

Straight  from  protecting  towers  of  steel, 

That  turn,  as  peas,  great  shells  aside, 
The  old  ship  bears  on  even  keel — 

Slow,  black,  nor  boasting  pomp  or  pride. 
Into  those  jagged  jaws  of  Death, 

'Neath  hailing  shot  still  moves  the  hulk, 
While  tried,  grim  vet'rans  hold  their  breath — 

Their  eyes  glued  to  its  dingy  bulk— 
For  Hobson's  choice  has  touched  the  key 
That  twins  brave  souls  eternally! 

The  volunteers — that  handful  grand — 

Move  silent,  slow  to  chosen  doom; 
Hot  pulses  chill — the  yards  all  manned 

By  grim  Suspense,  half  hope,  half  gloom — 
'Till  sudden  comes  the  signal  crash — 
'  One  yell  flings  out  the  silence  furled! 

For  lightning  round  the  globe  may  flash 

New  heroes'  names  to  all  the  world, 

And  manhood  everywhere  rejoice 

At  rich  result  of  Hobson's  choice! 

But — proudest  of  all  proud  acclaim, 

As  cheer  and  pean  grandly  swell — 
Her  state-voice  calls  her  young  son's  name 

From  Alabama's  hill  and  dell. 
The  old  Gulf  State  grand  names  enrolls; 

Her  throbbing  sons  and  daughters  feel 
This  latest  verdict  world  ward  rolls: 

"The  Iron  Dam  must  cub  true  steel!" 
For  Hobson's  choice  wakes  again 
Her  glories  in  a  fresh  refrain. 

From  Bienville's  days — historic  ground 

Through  Spanish  war  and  Indian  fray — 
The  old  state  never  yet  has  found 

Exemplar  brighter  than  today. 
Semmes,  Rhodes  and  Pelham — many  more — 

She  gave  to  Fame,  for  Honor's  sake; 
Wheeler  and  Oates,  her  brave  of  yore, 

She  bids  the  new  re-Union  take — 
While  echo  come  in  Glory's  voice: 
"Well  made — thrice  well — was  Hobson's  choice! " 
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OUR    HERO'S    CROWN. 

PEARL.    MARIE    DUNN. 

When  our  Hero  comes  sailing  home, 

Bearing  our  great  flag  so  true — 
Waving  America's  colors — 

Floating  the  red,  white  and  blue. 

Back  from  the  scene  of  its  triumph    . 

Where,  under  its  ample  folds, 
Tyranny's  mandate  was  silenced, 

And  oppression's  days  were  told. 

When  mothers  receive  their  first  born 

And  sisters  their  brothers  greet; 
When  the  Pearl  of  the  Antilles 

Is  saved  from  the  Spanish  fleet 

Through  the  death  blow  dealt  Castillia 

Out  by  the  Philippine  shore — 
Dealt  by  our  own  peerless  sailors 

Through  fire  and  through  cannon's  roar. 

When  Cuban  manhood  is  ransomed, 

And  her  starving  children  fed, 
When  is  saved  her  women's  honor 

And  when  Spain  is  captive  led. 

When  our  navy  safe  is  anchored 

And  Right  is  again  enthroned; 
When  Tyranny  is  branded 

And  has  for  its  wrongs  atoned — 

How  shall  we  honor  our  Hero? 

Could  gold  his  brave  deed  repay? 
Could  the  wealth  of  untold  millions 

Touch  a  heart  so  loyal? — nay. 

Only  in  song  and  in  story 

Can  fitting  tribute  be  paid; 
Only  the  pen  is  worthy, 

To  yield  to  his  valor  its  meed. 

We  hail  thee,  "Admiral"  Dewey! 

Our  choicest  tribute  we  bring 
America's  love  has  crowned  thee 

Of  all  her  Patriots— King! 
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A  WAR  SONG. 

JULIUS  DREW. 

A  voice  of  distress  comes  oyer  the  wave, 
The  voice  of  humanity  calling  to  save 
The  people  of  Cuba,  and  ne'er  call  in  vain 
On  Americans  those  in  sorrow  or  pain. 

No,  never!    Come  Northrons  and  Southrons  abreast, 
And  under  our  banner,  Old  Glory,  we'll  wrest 
Every  inch  of  American  soil  from  proud  Spain, 
And  while  we're  about  it  forget  not  the  Maine. 

Come  South  and  come  North,  with  a  Lee  and  a  Logan! 
Come  East  and  come  West,  "Cuba  Libre"  your  slogan, 
And  Spain  bending  low  her  stiff  neck  in  the  fight 
Shall  sue  us  for  mercy,  Ignoble  dust  bite. 

Ah,  Spain!   Tou  old  despot!    With  power  tyrannic 
Tou  have  crushed  with  your  heel  and  your  venom  Satanic 
Tour  children,  whose  cry  comes  over  the  breeze, 
And  floats  on  the  air  from  the  fair  Antilles. 

To  arms  and  away!   "Free  Cuba"  our  cry. 
Our  trust  is  in  God;  our  powder  is  dry. 
'Mid  booming  of  guns  and  'mid  flashing  of  steel, 
Proud  Spain  at  America's  footstool  shall  kneel. 


EXOKDIUM. 

THEODOR&  DREISER. 

Right  with  naked  hands  hath  beaten 
At  the  haughty  gates  of  crime; 

She  hath  for  thy  freedom  battled 
With  all  nations,  through  all  time; 

She  has  marched  through  snows  of  Winter 
With  her  blood-stained  feet — sublime. 

Lo,  no  pain  can  thwart  the  holy, 

Nor  yet  fear  retard  the  free; 
Right  makes  giants  of  the  lowly, 

Loosing  fury  to  their  plea, 
She  hath  wrung  from  kings,  unwilling, 

Justice  for  her  own  and  thee. 
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Hers  the  strength  in  every  battle, 

Hers  the  knowledge  how  to  die; 
And  she  speaketh  through  the  landscape, 

And  she  speaketh  through  the  sky-* 
All  her  realm  is  earth  and  heaven, 

Good  and  evil,  thou  and  I. 

She  the  broken  line  at  Siloh 

Kept  that  freedom  might  not  fall. 
She  hath  stormed  the  clouds  at  Lookout, 

Marched  with  Sherman  over  all; 
Sped  with  Sheridan  to  victory. 

Gave  to  Brown  the  martyr's  call. 

From  the  scabbard  let  thy  sword  leap; 

Mercy  speaks  in  her  command. 
By  her  slaughter  brings  she  healing; 

Bringeth  love  unto  the  land. 
She  is  tender,  without  error, 

And  her  dead  wake  to  her  hand. 

Yea,  the  time  for  her  force  cometh, 

Cometh  at  the  cry  of  pain, 
Till  impassioned  lips  thrill  with  it, 

Till  the  heart  beats  to  the  strain; 
Oh,  she  maketh  song  of  reason, 

And  to  weapons  moulds  the  chain. 

Be  thou  ready,  ever  waiting, 

Lest  the  voice  thou  fail  to  hear. 
Unto  honor  she  shall  bring  thee, 

Out  of  bondage,  out  of  fear. 
She  shall  wreathe  thy  brow  with  sunbeams, 

Unto  ages  make  thee  dear. 


OLD   GLOEY. 

\ 

SIDNEY  DYER. 


When  Freedom  unfurled  her  new  flag  to  the  breeze 
To  our  fathers  the  standard  was  given, 

Who  stood  like  the  rock  as  it  hurls  back  the  seas 
Till  the  bonds  of  oppression  were  riven. 

Divinely  'twas  fashioned,  a  gift  for  the  brave, 
True  champions  of  liberty's  right, 


I 
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And  grandly  there  flashes  from  every  broad  wave 

The  beams  of  a  world-saving  light! 
The  aegis  of  freedom,  it  breaks  on  the  view 

With  glories  no  rival  e'er  mars, 
For  Jehovah  has  hallowed  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 

And  spangled  its  azure  with  stars. 

All  glorious  by  victories  and  patriot  blood, 

Sublime  in  the  zenith  of  fame, 
It  streams  in  its  radiance  o'er  land  and  o'er  flood, 

With  the  trail  of  a  meteor's  flame; 
Old  monarchies  tremble,  their  thrones  disappear, 

Their  hands  drop  the  whip  and  the  chain, 
While  the  welkin  re-echoes  the  freeman's  glad  cheer, 

'Neath  its  shadow  no  tyrant  can  reign; 
Undaunted,  triumphant,  with  glories  all  new, 

No  foeman  its  grandeur  e'er  mars, 
For  Jehovah  has  chosen  the  Red,  White  and  Blue 

To  blaze  with  the  world's  brightest  stars. 

Hail!  banner  of  freedom,  divinely  unfurled, 

Ever  proudly  to  lead  in  the  van, 
Till  its  prestige  of  gladness  encircles  the  world. 

And  crowns  the  redemption  of  man! 
Supreme  in  the  past,  with  its  mission  divine, 

When  its  last  grand  achievement  is  done, 
Erect  it  forever  on  victory's  shrine, 

True  guard  of  the  liberties  won. 
How  it  brightens  the  world  where  it  floats  on  the  view 

So  grand  in  its  trophies  and  scars! 
For  Jehovah  has  spangled  the  Red,  White  and  Blue 

With  a  cluster  of  Bethlehem's  stars. 


► 


THE    SOLDIER'S    FAREWELL. 

i 

ABBIE   LEAH  DYER. 

"So  you're  going  to  war  my  brave,  brave  boy,' 

A  mother  gently  said, 
While  she  wiped  away  the  burning  tears 

And  pressed  her  aching  head. 
"Then  listen  to  my  pleadings,  dear, 

And  do  not  go  I  pray; 
Oh,  do  not  leave  your  happy  home, 

And  parents  old  and  gray. 


V' 
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Think  of  the  dangers  at  sea,  my  lad, 

Think  of  the  strife  and  pain, 
Think  of  your  dear  old  father's  grief 

If  you  ne'er  return  again; 
How  could  we  part  with  you  my  child! 

Our  comfort  and  our  pride, 
Remember  you  are  all  we  have 

And  never  left  our  side." 

"Now  mother  dear  you  must  not  weep," 

Then  he  tenderly  did  say, 
While  he  smoothed  the  silken  tresses 

That  were  turning  silver  gray; 
"It  grieves  me  much  to  leave  you 

To  face  the  wild,  wild  sea, 
But  I  must  go,  for  duty  calls, 

We  must  set  Cuba  free. 

Think  of  the  starving  Cuban, 

Of  the  Spaniard's  cruelty. 
Think  of  our  dear  old  Battleship  Maine 

That  was  sunk  In  the  deep  blue  sea; 
Think  of  the  brave,  brave  soldiers, 

Who  met  their  fate  that  night; 
Think  of  all  this  and  stay  at  home? 

Oh  no;  I'm  going  to  help  them  fight 

Then  farewell  my  dear,  dear  mother 

And  father,  old  and  gray, 
You'll  both  give  me  your  blessing 

While  I  start  upon  the  way; 
You'll  not  forget  your  loving  son 

While  on  the  raging  sea, 
And  I'll  be  home  but  not  until 

We  have  set  Cuba  free." 

Next  morn  at  the  railway  station 

A  crowd  was  gathered  there, 
And  while  the  express  came  round  the  curve 

They  breathed  silent  prayer; 
A  prayer  for  the  loved  ones  going  to  war 

While  tears  bedimmed  their  eyes, 
When  hark!   The  bell  began  to  ring 

And  they  hurriedly  said  "Good-bye.* 


»» 
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There  sweethearts,  wives  and  mothers; 
/  Brothers  and  sisters  too; 

Who  turned  away  with  aching  hearts 

When  they  said  that  last  "adieu," 
Oh  what  a  pitiful  sight  it  was 

As  they  watched  that  flying  train, 
"God  bless  them  all/'  was  what  they  said, 

And  bring  them  safe  home  again." 


WITH  THE  RANGERS. 

CON  DE  VL1EGER,  JR. 

Tour  answer  came,  but  all  too  late,  the  gates  are  not  ajar. 
Ah,  sudden  change  from  bondage  to  where  the  Cubans  are! 
And  yet,  I  think,  they  would  have  lived  beneath  thy  wretched  rag, 
Could  they  have  seen  one  star  of  hope  for  them  upon  your  flag. 

"Spain's  rule,"  they  said  to  me  one  day,  had  betrayed  each  sacred  trust, 
And  stamped  upon  their  Cuban  hearts  the  curse  of  golden  lust. 
Their  children  had  been  sacrificed  upon  Spain's  cross  of  gold; 
Their  honor  and  their  liberty  been  bargained  for  and  sold. 

Why  did  you  want  them,  cruel  Spain,  through  so  many,  many  years, 
To  grant  thy  subjects  liberty,  Instead  of  swords  and  fears? 
For  now  fair  Cuba's  soil  is  wet  with  her  soldiers'  warmest  blood; 
And  their  souls  have  arisen  to  heaven  and  heaven's  God. 

Her  flower  beds  and  sugar  fields  in  abandoned  quiet  lay, 
And  weeds  and  thorny  briars  thrive  in  wild  array; 
Her  homes  are  now  but  ashes  that  by  southern  winds  are  blown 
Across  the  Cuban  deserts.    Is  thus  thy  mercy  shown? 

Reading  your  histories,  we  know  the  awful  horror  wrought; 
To  win,  by  fair  or  foul  means  and  gained  them — fearful  thought! 
What  stolen  wealth  you've  lavished  to  retain  thy  Cuban  isle! 
What  noble  women  sacrificed  by  thy  cruel  sword  the  while! 

Tour  treacherous  pleading  reached  our  ears  from  the  dying  on  the  Maine, 
Tour  loathsome  love  called  "honor"  is  but  ignorance  and  shame! 
We  did  not  hurry  from  the  ship  in  frightened,  mad  dismay, 
But  rushed  to  our  seamen's  aid,  down  in  Havana's  bay. 

Today  our  gallant  men-of-war  their  nation's  vigil  keep. 
Today  our  sturdy  ships  await  thy  boasted  strength  of  fleet. 
The  hour  has  come  to  raise  a  hand  and  crush  thee  in  thy  shame. 
Therefore,  hear  our  battle  cry — Remember,  boys,  the  Maine! 


% 
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OUK  COUNTRY'S  GLORY. 

C.  A.   S.   DWIGHT. 

Our  country's  pride  lies  not  in  wealth — or  things — 

In  aught  that  power  commands  or  tribute  brings; 

In  broad,  rich  fields,  or  mln'ral  stores  untold, 

Nor  yet  in  arts  and  cultures  manifold. 

Our  chief  dependence  is  not  in  bonds  and  stocks, 

We  build  our  hope  upon  far  steadier  rocks. 

Though  it  hath  often  been  said  of  old, 

We  are  not  abject  worshippers  of  gold. 

A  thousand  knees  have  not  to  Baal  bent, 

Nor  owned  that  pelf  is  yet  omnipotent 

Our  wealth  is  but  the  setting  of  the  gem, 

While  virtue  is  our  fairest  diadem. 

For  what  we  have — or  bring  from  Tarsish  far — 

Is  never  half  so  much  as  what  we  are. 

The  metal  which  we  most  delight  to  find 

Is  finer  ore  of  spirit  and  of  mind. 

The  truth  on  which  we're  one,  without  a  schism, 

Is  praise  of  virtue,  love  and  patriotism. 

We  glory  in  our  country's  riches  then, 

But  mostly  in  its  splendid  wealth  of  men. 

And  while  it  has  defenders  such  as  these 

We  boldly  fling  our  ensign  to  the  breeze. 

Did  worth  not  find  its  symbol  in  the  flag 

Twould  only  be  a  gaudy,  sorry  rag, 

But  while  high  sentiment  our  people  hold 

We  need  not  blush  to  greet  each  beauteous  fold! 


MY  SAILOR  LAD. 

MART   E.    DRAKE. 

My  lad  is  a  jolly  tar; 

He's  sailing  on  the  sea; 
And  when  the  war  is  over 

He'll  come  back  to  me. 

He  said  to  me  at  parting: 
"My  lass,  weep  not  for  me; 

I   must  fight  for  my  country, 
My  flag,  my  home  and  thee. 


»» 
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Soldier,  as  well  as  sailor, 
He's  sailing  on  the  main, 

Eager  to  engage  in  combat 
With  the  warriors  of  Spain. 

In  dreams  I  see  his  eyes, 
So  tender  and  so  true — 
Oh,  God,  protect  and  save 
My  sailor  lad  in  blue! 


I 


IN  FAIR  MANILA'S   BAY. 

PAUL,  DE   VILLIERS. 

Oh  listen  shipmates  to  my  song, 

'Twas  on  the  first  of  May, 
When  "Dewey"  and  his  Yankee  tars, 

Reached  fair  Manila  bay, 
Where,  ranged  in  line  of  battle, 

Beneath  Cavlte's  forts, 
The  Spanish  squadron  waited  him, 

With  gloomy  open  ports. 


»» 


»» 


Our  flag  ship,  the  "Olympia,' 

Went  cruising  on  before, 
And  following  swiftly  in  her  wake, 

The  good  ship  "Baltimore;" 
While  the  "Raleigh"  and  the  "Petrel/ 

With  the  "Boston"  close  to  lee 
Led  the  "Concord"  and  "McCullough"  on, 

To  certain  victory. 

At  break  of  dawn  brave  "Dewey"  sailed, 

The  harbor  bar  within; 
When,  Fort  Cavite's  batteries, 

The  trouble  did  begin; 
Then  from  five  hundred  sturdy  throats, 

There  burst  this  loud  refrain: 
"Remember  Spanish  treachery, 

Destroyed  the  good  ship  Maine." 

Then  Dewey's  guns  made  quick  reply, 
With  storms  of  iron  hail, 
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Before  whose  well  aimed  deadly  blasts, 

The  haughty  Dons  did  quail, 
As  swiftly  'round  our  gallant  fleet, 

On  wings  of  steel  did  go; 
While  at  each  turn  they  worked  their  guns, 

With  broadsides  to  the  foe. 


» 


First,  the  "Reina  Christina,' 

With  crimson,  blood-stained  deck, 
Sank  slowly  'neath  the  troubled  wave, 

A  charred  and  shattered  wreck; 
While  later  on  the  "Costella," 

Pierced  by  a  twelve-inch  shell, 
Burned  fiercely  to  the  water's  edge, 

A  fiery  funeral. 

Five  times  like  coursers  on  the  track, 

We  passed  the  Spanish  fleet; 
And  then  withdrew  to  rest  a  while, 

And  get  a  bite  to  eat, 
Then  with  the  "Baltimore"  on  hand. 

Gave  battle  once  again, 
Till  not  a  single  vessel  flew 

The  yellow  flag  of  Spain. 

At  twelve  o'clock  the  flag  that  flew, 

Above  the  arsenal, 
Was  lowered  from  its  lofty  stag, 

Upon  the  castle  wall, 
While  in  its  place  a  flag  of  truce, 

Full  peacefully  did  sway, 
Proclaiming  "Dewey's"  victory 

In  fair  Manila's  bay. 

Then  shipmates  listen  to  my  song, 

And  join  the  chorus,  too; 
In  praise  of  Yankee  "Dewey," 

And  his  sailors  tried  and  true; 
Who  'neath  our  country's  starry  flag, 

In  far  isles  of  the  sea, 
'Gainst  Spanish  pride  and  fearful  odds, 

Won  famous  victory. 
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"THE   AEMY   SAILS    FOR  CUBA   SHORTLY." 

PRANK  ALASTON  DAVIS. 

Upon  red  battle's  awful  verge 
We  lift  suppliant  hearts  to  Thee, 

Who,  throughout  all  the  years, 
Hast  ruled  above  the  free. 

Not  in  the  pride  of  power, 

Not  in  the  hope  of  gain, 
We  move  with  battle  flags 

Upon  the  ranks  of  Spain. 

Not  because  that  we  are  strong, 

Not  because  that  she  is  weak, 
Do  we  to  battle  come, 

Do  we  her  armies  seek. 

Not  because  of  ancient  wrongs, 
Done  to  patient,  subject  lands; 

Have  we  placed  the  gage  of  war 
In  the  Spaniard's  bloody  hands. 

But  we  hear  upon  the  Southern  wind 
A  helpless,  suffering  people's  cry 

Borne  across  the  Gulf  Stream's  rushing  wave, 
"Bring  to  us  succor,  or  else  we  die." 

'Tis  to  Thee  we  owe  our  power 
To  Thee  we  owe  our  country  fair 

'Tis  from  Thee  all  blessings  come 
To  Thee  we  lift  our  humble  prayer. 

And  Thou  hast  taught  in  ancient  days 
To  save  the  weak  from  bitter  wrong; 

They  cry  aloud  in  sore  distress, 
They  who  are  weak,  to  us  the  strong. 

We  come  not  hither  to  avenge; 

No  conquest  calls  across  the  wave; 
We  only  do  Thy  holy  will, 

To  right  the  wrong,  the  weak  to  save. 

Let  not  the  haughty  pride  of  power, 
The  love  of  battle's  fierce  array 

Lure  us  from  the  narrow  path 
Our  sense  of  right  and  justice  sway. 


i 
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Thine  to  avenge  the  wrong; 

Ours  to  uphold  the  right; 
Lead  us  onward,  Oh,  Lord,  we  pray! 

Protect  us  from  dark  error's  night. 

And,  with  hearts  sustained  by  Thee, 

Now  let  us  forward  steadfast  go; 
The  war  drums  roll,  the  bugles  call, 

To  do  Thy  will  we  seek  the  foe. 


OUR  BANNER. 

E.  DUTTON. 

Like  the  eyes  of  the  Father  shining 
From  the  blue  of  heaven  above, 
Are  the  stars  of  white 
In  the  banner  bright, 
Which  we  Americans  love. 

Like  the  glorious  red  of  sunset, 
When  the  day  Is  nearly  done, 

Is  the  crimson  bar 

That  shows  afar 
The  freedom  Americans  won. 

Like  the  souls  of  little  children, 
As  in  purity  they  grow, 
Is  the  white  stripe — blest 
Above  the  rest, 
As  true  Americans  know. 

As  the  stars  of  the  flag  shine  o'er  us, 
With  their  tender  light  and  true, 
And  the  stripes  of  white, 
And  the  crimson  bright 
Shine  down  upon  us,  too. 

May  we,  our  country's  children, 
By  grace  of  God  above, 

Be  loyal  still, 
Let  come  what  will 
To  the  flag  Americans  love. 
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HANG  OUT  THE  FLAG. 

GORDON  A.  DAMON. 

Hang  out  your  flag! 

Let  the  populace  know 
You're  a  friend  of  the  nation 

And  never  its  foe; 
Let  whatever  befall, 

That  you're  loyal  and  true, 
In  peace  or  in  war, 

To  the  red,  white  and  blue. 

Hang  out  your  flag, 

Or  how  shall  we  tell 
If  you're  friendly  or  faithless; 

If  you  act  your  part  well. 
Its  broad  stripes  and  stars 

Bear  an  unwritten  tale; 
I  am  with  you,  dear  land, 

If  you  win,  if  you  fail. 

• 

Hang  out  your  flag! 

Let  our  proud  banner  wave 
In  the  gentle  spring  breeze, 

In  the  face  of  the  knave! 
Hang  out  your  standard! 

Let  no  traitor  drag 
Its  folds  in  the  dust,  yes, 

Hang  out  the  flag. 


TIMES  SNAP  SHOTS. 

ELIZABETH  DAVENPORT. 

Stand  for  your  country,  boys, 
Stand  firmly  for  your  land; 

Only  a  worthy  cause 
Can  rightfully  command. 

Break  not  the  record,  boys, 

Of  Independence  Act; 
Stand  by  the  colors  true, 

Proclaim  aloud  the  fact. 


\ 
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Power  means  duty,  boys, 

In  deeds  that  must  be  done; 
Freedom  has  won  its  height 

Through  many  a  noble  son. 

Stand  for  the  nation's  cause — 

For  Cuba  and  the  Maine, 
God  will  give  you  victory 

O'er  cruel,  heartless  Spain. 


HALT!  COMRADES. 

S.  B.  DICKINSON. 

Call  a  "halt"  i'  th'  Grand  Army, 
Those  veteran  corps  in  blue 

Who,  when  the  skies  were  stormy, 
Stood  by  their  colors  true. 

A  halt  to  these  old  soldiers, 

Across  the  plains  of  time, 
Whose  stalwart  steps  despite  old  years, 

Are  a  spectacle  sublime. 

An  hour's  halt,  Grand  Army, 
Spring  time  has  come  again, 

The  scented  air  is  balmy — 
Let's  think  of  comrades  slain. 

All  down  the  long  march  dreary, 

The  morning  roll  calls  tell, 
Of  some  who,  grown  o'er  weary, 

No  more  respond  "All's  well.' 


»» 


Let's  halt  one  little  hour, 
Beside  each  grassy  mound; 

These  blooms,  these  tears  we  shower- 
But,  hark!  what  means  that  sound? 

It  is  war's  dread  alarms; 

We  know  it  all  too  well 
The  nation's  call  to  arms, 

With  rifle,  shot  and  shell. 


Fall  in!"    "'Bout  face!"  Grand  Army. 
Three  hundred  thousand  strong," 


«< 
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We're  coming,  Father  Abraham, 
To  right  the  Cuban's  wrong." 


With  Thomas,  Grant  and  Sherman, 

And  Sheridan  on  horse, 
With  Lee  and  Stonewall  Jackson, 

And  telegraphic  Morse. 

With  Farragut  and  Porter, 
And  Semmes  to  scour  the  seas, 

We'll  sweep  o'er  land  and  water 
Until  the  Spaniard  flees. 

This  is  eternal  fitness, 

The  North  and  South  are  one; 
No  accident  of  slavery, 

Shall  spoil  God's  work  begun. 

Columbia  no  longer 

Shall  mourn  oppression's  power. 
The  bonds  of  love  grow  stronger, 

And  this  is  Freedom's  hour. 

Then,  hurrah  for  a  land  united! 

Hurrah  for  Cuba  too; 
Hurrah  for  old  Columbia, 

With  Freedom  through  and  through. 


VICTORY. 

ANDREW  DICKERMAN. 

Victory!  the  starry  banner 

Floats  in  triumph  o'er  the  wave; 
And  the  enemies  of  freedom 

Sleep  unhonored  in  the  grave. 
Evermore  will  tyrants  tremble 

When  Columbia  lifts  her  hand; 
Evermore  will  Dewey's  valor 

Live  in  glory  through  the  land. 

Victory!  the  Spanish  squadron 
Ne'er  will  sail  the  waters  more; 

And  the  fame  of  Dewey's  heroes 
Will  resound  from  shore  to  shore. 
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The  Spanish  forts  have  fallen 

And  the  Spanish  soldiers  fly; 
While  of  all  the  valiant  freemen 

Not  a  man  was  called  to  die. 

Victory!  the  dawn  of  freedom 

Glows  o'er  Cuba's  bloody  sod; 
And  the  thanks  of  countless  patriots 

Rise  in  hymns  of  praise  to  God. 
The  oppressor's  grasp  was  broken 

In  (Manila's  fatal  bay; 
And  Cuba's  perfect  freedom 

Soon  shall  glorify  the  day. 


THE  SHIPS  OF  SPAIN. 

T.  P.  DONLIN. 

Where  are  the  Spanish  squadrons? 

Go,  ask  the  angry  waves 
That  break,  and  roar,  on  Cuba's  shore. 

There,  in  their  wat'ry  graves, 
A  host  of  gallant  seamen  sleep — 

From  out  the  troubled  main 
Some  ghastly  shade  may  rise,  and  aid 

Tour  search  for  ships  of  Spain! 

Question  the  sturdy  mermen, 

Who  guided  Dewey's  craft, 
With  strong  sea  vine,  past  sunken  mine, 

Dark  reef  and  rocky  shaft 
Ask  of  the  water  sirens, 

Who  sung— and  not  in  vain; 
Some  nymph  may  tell  what  fate  befell 

The  steel-clad  ships  of  Spain! 

Ask  of  the  storm-king's  minions, 

Speak  of  the  winds  that  play, 
That  moan,  and  sigh,  and  rage  a-nlgh 

Manila's  sun-kissed  bay. 
Ask  of  the  cruel  wall-eyed  shark, 

The  tiger  of  the  main, 
With  sated  maw  and  bloody  jaw, 

Has  found  the  ships  of  Spain! 
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Where  are  the  Spanish  squadrons? 

The  sullen  breakers  roar: 
"Hulks,  twisted  spars,  and  guns  and  tars, 

Swell  Neptune's  treasure  store. 
Resting  in  steel-bound  sepulchres, 

The  seamen  ne'er  complain — 
'Midst  barnacles  and  trumpet  shells 

Now  lie  the  ships  of  Spain!" 

Ask  ye  the  maiden,  mother, 

Or  widow  of  Castile! 
Ah,  well  they  know  the  place,  I  trow, 

And,  knowing,  may  reveal 
Where  lover,  husband,  father, 

Amid  the  myriad  slain, 
A  grim  watch  keep,  ten  fathoms  deep, 

O'er  battleships  of  Spain! 


COMRADES. 

H.   R.    DORR. 


Now  from  their  slumber  waking — 

The  long  sleep  men  thought  death- 
The  war  gods  rise,  In  surging  deep 

The  cannon's  fiery  breath! 
Their  mighty  arms  uplifted, 

Their  gleaming  eyes  aglow 
With  the  steadfast  light  of  battle, 

As  it  blazed  long  years  ago! 

Now  from  the  clouds  they  summon 

The  captains  of  the  past, 
Still  sailing  in  their  astral  ships 

The  star-lit  spaces  vast; 
And  from  Valhaill's  peaceful  plains 

The  great  commanders  come, 
And  marshal  again  their  armies 

To  the  beat  of  the  muffled  drum! 

His  phantom  sails  unfurling, 
McDonough  sweeps  amain 

Where  once  his  yankee  sailors  fought 
The  battle  of  Champlain! 
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And  over  Erie's  waters, 

Again  his  flagship  sweeps, 
While  Perry  on  the  quarter  deck 

His  endless  vigil  keeps. 

Silent  as  mists  that  hover 

When  twilight  shadows  fall, 
The  ghosts  of  the  royal  armies 

Foregather  at  the  call; 
And  their  glorious  chiefs  are  with  them, 

From  conflicts  lost  or  won, 
As  they  gather  round  one  mighty  shade — 

The  shade  of  Washington! 

The  war  gods  give  their  orders; 

The  serried  hosts  are  gone 
As  mists  recede  from  the  valleys 

With  the  coming  of  the  dawn; 
And  they  join  the  fleets  and  armies 

Of  their  children's  children,  where 
The  thunder  of  war  is  breaking 

On  the  tender  April  air! 

Side  by  side  with  the  war  ships 

That  sail  for  the  hostile  fleet, 
The  ships  of  the  past  are  sailing 

And  the  dauntless  comrades  meet; 
And  standing  shoulder  to  shoulder, 

The  armed  spirits  come, 
And  march  with  our  own  battalions 

To  the  beat  of  the  muffled  drum! 


THE  MARTYR. 

JOHN   E.    DONLEY.   JR. 

Thick  darkness  broods  upon  the  night 

The  breezes  landward  blow; 
From  distant  city  flecks  of  light 

The  dim-seen  mast-heads  show. 
The  sober  sentry  walks  the  ship. 

To  stem  and  back  to  stern; 
The  drowsy  breakers  rise  and  dip, 

Afar  the  camp  fires  burn. 


I 


Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

Fell  Hate  upon  the  sunburnt  strand 

Where  gulf  and  ocean  meet, 
And  Treachery,  with  hand  in  hand, 

The  damned  silence  greet. 
Adown  the  shore  they  creep  and  gaze, 

Where  rides  the  peaceful  spar; 
Thin  fingers  pointed  pierce  the  haie 

Where  sleeps  the  Yankee  tar. 

Clutched  by  hand  with  demon's  hold. 

The  hateful,  unseen  knob; 
Felt  by  wires  slinking  cold, 

The  murderous  lightning's  throb; 
Sped  along  the  secret  line 

'Twixt  sea  and  land  the  bond; 
Found  at  last  the  sunken  mine, 

The  floating  death  beyond. 

Awake!  Arise!   Oh  can  ye  hear 

Who  slumber  on  the  wave? 
The  scorpion  of  hell  is  near 

Beneath  a  gaping  grave. 
Too  late!    The  shooting,  livid  flash 

That  sets  the  sky  aflame; 
The  shrieking,  twisting,  splitting  crash 

That  speaks  a  nation's  shame. 

Confusion  rends  the  maddened  air, 

Athwart  the  dismal  gloom, 
The  hideous  sisters  grin  and  stare 

Upon  the  working  doom. 
Wild,  hungry  flames  the  victim  clasp 

And  hold  her  in  their  throes; 
At  life  the  frenzied  seamen  grasp. 

No  more!    The  waters  close. 

Thick  darkness  broods  upon  the  night 

The  breezes  landward  blow; 
From  distant  city  flecks  of  light 

The  shiv'ring  wreckage  show. 
The  saddened  breakers  rise  and  dip. 

The  watchers  o'er  the  slain; 
The  earth  weeps  for  a  buried  ship, 

Immortal,  martyred  Maine. 
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CHARLES  H.  DORRIS. 

Boom!  rang  the  guns  at  midnight; 

Flash!  and  the  deed  was  done; 
Lo!  ere  the  break  of  morning 

Dewey  the  fight  had  won! 

Into  the  silent  harbor, 
Borne  on  the  rippling  sea, 

Glided  the  Ships  of  Justice 
Onward  to  victory. 

Into  that  Spanish  squadron, 
Hot  with  a  martyr's  breath, 

Rattled  our  shots  of  vengeance, 
Rattled  our  shells  of  death! 

Boom!  rang  the  guns  at  midnight; 

Flash!  and  the  deed  was  done; 
Lo!  ere  the  break  of  morning 

Dewey  the  fight  had  won. 


THE  LOSS  OF  THE  MAINE. 

THOMAS  MINOTTE  DONNELLY. 

When,  open-mouthed,  Morro's  guns 

Sent  greeting  to  the  Maine, 
When  waved  beside  Old  Glory 

The  standard  royal  of  Spain, 
How  little  dreamed  the  brave  on  board 

Their  death  hour  was  at  hand, 
Those  noble  hearts  that  never  feared 

A  foe  on  sea  or  land. 

In  Havana's  fatal  harbor 

Their  final  watch  was  set,  « 
But  the  Stars  and  Stripes  they  hoisted 

Flies  o'er  their  wrecked  one  yet 
In  the  murky  night  blown  basely  up, 

In  most  mysterious  way; 
Whose  was  the  deed?    Go  ask  the  dead- 

What  can  the  living  say? 
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The  Spaniards  heard  no  cry  for  help; 

No  whine  escaped  their  lips; 
Well  may  the  world  wonder  at 

The  tars  that  man  our  ships! 
For  never  yet  on  vessel's  deck 

Stood  sailors,  kings  or  queens, 
To  match  the  men  on  board  the  Maine — 

United  States  Marines. 

There's  mourning  o'er  the  land  today 

For  our  lost  Maine  marines; 
War  tidings  flash — the  boys  prepare, 

From  'Frisco  to  Orleans. 
Peace,  peace,  but   not  at  any  cost; 

The  truth  shall  not  be  hid; 
Our  country's  honor  love  we  most — 

Receive  the  news,  Madrid. 

"The  Maine!  the  Maine!"  the  cry  goes  up, 

Each  day  growing  louder  more, 
And  at,  the  word  our  hearts  are  stlrr'd, 

Aye,  to  the  very  core. 
"Vengeance's  mine,"  so  saith  the  Lord, 

To  quote  the  holy  text; 
But  Justice's  claims  must  be  enforced. 

Though  war  should  follow  next 


TO   FREEDOM'S   BAKNTER. 

W.   J.   DUNHAM. 

Oh,  Flag  of  Freedom,  kindly  smile 
On  every  land  thy  votaries  tread; 

On  Queen  of  the  Antilles  isle 
Be  all  thy  radiance  brightly  shed; 

Down-trodden  rights  in  glory  save; 
May  freedom's  banner  ever  wave. 

All  patriot  eyes  now  look  to  thee 
To  guide  their  legions  safely  on, 

To  break  the  chains  of  tyranny, 
Till  Freedom's  battle's  fought  and  won- 

Oh,  glittering  stars,  shine  on  the  brave! 
May  freedom's  banner  ever  wave. 
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O'er  yonder  distant  orient  deep, 

Where  wave  the  Stars  and  Stripes  aloft 
All  patriot  wishes  fondly  creep — 

The  admiring  world  so  desp  and  soft 
Breathes  Dewey's  name  and  loud  octave 

Shouts  flag  of  freedom  ever  wave. 

And  when  the  bloody  carnage  comes, 

Where  Sampson's  ensign  decks  the  sky, 
'Mid  crimsoned  waves  and  shattered  domes 

In  glory  bear  thy  standard  high! 
O'er  Cuba's  tyrant's  nameless  grave 

May  freedom's  banner  ever  wave! 

When  all  the  war  clouds  flee  away, 

When  peaceful  skies  on  Cuba  smile, 
Then  gallant  soldiers,  blue  or  gray, 

Who  bore  thy  colors  o'er  the  isle, 
Be  doubly  blessed  for  what  they  gave. 

May  freedom's  banner  ever  wave. 


DEWEY'S  MAYING. 

A.  G.  DURNO. 

Says  Dewey  to  his  bold  marines, 

"Come,  boys,  let's  go  a-Maying; 
We'll  run  down  to  the  Philippines 

Where  the  Spanish  Dons  are  staying— 
The  brave,  blue-blooded  Spanish  Dons — 

You've  heard  what  they  are  saying? 
Mayhap  they'll  change  their  opin-ions 

When  Dewey  goes  a-Maying. 

"We'll  have  a  little  dance,  my  lads, 

Down  there  before  Manila — 
A  'Valse  Yankee'  of  ironclads — 

And  their  little  old  flotilla 
Shall  dance  with  us;  the  tune  shall  be 

A  new  one  of  our  playing; 
You  bet  there's  lively  fun  at  sea 

When  Dewey  goes  a-Maying. 

"The  proud  Reina  Christina 
Will  give  us  courtly  greeting, 
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And  dainty  Donna  Castilla 
Will  hasten  to  the  meeting; 

E'en  haughty  Don  Antonio 
Will  hardly  be  for  straying, 

When  he  hears  the  strains  robustlco 
That  prelude  Dewey's  Maying. 


I 


« 


What  say  you,  lads?"  Up  rose  a  roar 

As  if  a  bomb  exploded: 
"Aye,  aye!  we're  with  you,  Commodore, 

All  to  the  muzzle  loaded! 
You  set  the  Jig,  we'll  follow  on, 

Tour  slightest  sign  obeying, 
And  every  blooming  Spanish  Don 

Shall  dance  at  Dewey's  Maying.' 
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Oh,  sure,  that  day  the  very  sun 

Ran  quicker  up  the  east, 
In  haste  to  see  the  strange,  mad  fun 

Of  Dewey's  May-day  feast. 
Had  ever  queen  such  fiery  crown, 

Such  robe  for  her  arraying? 
Won  ever  captain  such  renown 

As  that  of  Dewey's  Maying? 


THE  ANSWER. 

S.  M.  DEAN. 


O.  Freedom,  I  have  waited  long  thy  call 

To  rise  and  break  the  thrall 

Which  binds  our  sister  fair! 

Who  would  not  for  the  weak  and  suffering  dare 

To  strike  a  tyrant,  e'en  though  he  must  share 

Her  anguish  and  her  loss? 

I  go  In  the  blest  name  of  Him  who  bore  the  Cross. 

Thy  grave  behest  I  will  now  undertake 

Most  freely  for  her  sake; 

Knowing  naught  can  o'erwhelm 

The  safety  of  our  beloved  realm 

With  God  and  thee,  0  Freedom,  at  the  helm! 

To  arm  each  gallant  son 

And  strike  for  Liberty; — nor  cease  till  it  be  won! 
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HIS   COLORS. 

AIDA   R.    DE  MILT. 

Good-by,  he  said,  whene'er  I  see 
This  flag  which  claims  my  loyalty 
I'll  think  of  you  sweetheart,  alway — 
In  calmest  night  and  fiercest  day. 

Tour  lips  so  red,  and  purs  white  brow, 
Are  colored  like  the  stripes,  you  know; 
The  deep  clear  blue  is  like  your  eye. 
You  are  my  star,  sweetheart,  good-by! 


THE   SONG    OF   IIARTIGAN'S    TIGERS. 

MARGUERITE  L.  DE  FLEURY. 

Throw  out  old  glory  to  the  sky; 

Aye,  let  her  kiss  the  breeze. 
To  sons  of  freemen  comes  a  cry, 

Across  the  South'rn  seas. 
Cursed  be  the  men  of  dastard  minds, 

Whose  bosoms  do  not  burn 
To  break  the  bonds  that  Cuba  binds, 

Her  tyrant  foe  to  spurn. 

Then  pass  the  word  along,  that  Cuba  shall  be  free; 
Then  shout  it  out  in  song,  we  fight  for  liberty; 

For  we  are  Hartigan's  tigers. 
Come,  comrade,  now,  a  three  times  three, 

The  growl  of  Hartigan's  tigers. 

We'll  guard  our  country's  banner  bright; 

And  follow  where  it  leads. 
That  flag  that  never  trailed  in  flight, 

Shall  float  o'er  glorious  deeds. 
Then  raise  the  sacred  emblem  high, 

We'll  plant  it  where  we  go 
With  freedom  for  our  battle  cry, 

We  charge  upon  the  foe. 

Then  pass  the  word  along,  etc. 

Our  gallant  ships  shall  proudly  ride 
Triumphant  o'er  the  seas. 
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While  haughty  Dons  shall  yield  their  pride, 

And  sue  on  bended  knees. 
For  freedom's  sons  will  prove,  by  guns, 

The  justice  of  her  laws; 
And  stretch  out  hands  to  helpless  ones, 

Who  plead  a  righteous  cause. 

Then  pass  the  word  along,  etc. 

We  laugh  at  ball  and  saber  thrust, 

Nor  heed  the  bursting  shell; 
In  God  above  we  put  our  trust, 

Nor  fear  the  fires  of  hell. 
The  blows  we  strike  are  struck  to  save; 

We  fight  for  liberty. 
If  there  we  fall — a  soldier's  grave. 

For  Cuba  shall  be  free. 

Then  pass  the  word  along,  etc. 


COMMODOKE  DEWEY  TO  HIS  MEK 

SAMUEL.   DUNLOP. 

Remember  now!    Remember, 

Americans  are  ye, 

A  brave  and  warlike  people 

Upon  the  land  and  sea. 

No  nation  hath  such  forces — 

Supplies  and  money,  too; 

Add  th*  rewards  of  victory, 

What  then  will  Spaniards  do? 

Ready  are  ye  to  fight, 

Entering  with  contentment 

And  joy,  to  stand  for  right, 

Glorious  beneath  your  starry  flag. 

Ye  undertake  for  God, 

And  of  yourselves  for  loved  ones 

Ye'd  ofTer  up  your  blood 

For,  not  to  quit,  but  conquer; 

Conquer  or  die  ye  stand, 

Proving  by  deeds  most  noble, 

Love  for  fair  Freedom's  land. 
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Perish  the  foe  forever 
By  valor's  shot  and  shell, 
Manila  felt  your  coming, 
Havana  fears  as  well. 


STAND  FIRMLY. 

P.  DENISON. 


Commander-in-Chief  undismayed  hold  the  helm, 
The  storm  may  be  piercing,  the  gale  may  be  loud; 

The  billows  in  anger  our  ship  would  o'erwhelm, 
But  only  a  moment  will  hover  the  cloud. 

To  the  pole  star  of  liberty  firm  hold  the  prow, 
Our  flag  be  for  God  and  humanity  held; 

To  the  Stars  and  the  Stripes  bid  our  enemies  bow, 
By  right  shall  the  rage  of  oppression  be  quelled. 

Our  nation  is  called  to  a  mission  sublime, 
Defending  great  principles  born  from  above; 

The  noblest  of  tasks  in  the  annals  of  time, 
The  moulding  of  men  for  the  empire  of  love. 

More  terrible  far  than  the  besom  of  war. 
That  sweeps  like  a  hurricane  over  the  land; 

Are  the  wrongs  that  a  suffering  people  endure, 
Down  trodden  and  chained  by  barbaric  command. 

Stand  strong  by  the  standard  that  knows  no  defeat, 
Elected  to  liberate  men  from  their  chains; 

All  forces  of  foes  to  triumphantly  meet, 
Till  uninterrupted  the  Prince  of  Peace  reigns. 


THE    MEN    OF    MAEBLEHEAD. 

MARY  DEVEREUX. 

Out  on  the  Neck  the  bright  lights  flit, 
As  on  the  old  fort's  bank  I  sit 
And  see  against  the  eastern  skies 
The  full  moon's  yellow  disk  arise. 
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And  as  I  watch  its  golden  track — 
The  angel's  path  across  the  sea" — 
The  thoughts  of  old-time  days  come  back, 
That  made  us  free. 

Thoughts  of  the  days  when  hand  in  hand 
Stood  forth  that  gallant,  fearless  band 
Who  strove  to  end  oppression  dire, 
And  fought  to  light  Old  Glory's  fire; 
Who  swore  their  birthright  ne'er  to  yield, 

And  staked  their  lives  upon  the  cast; 
Who  shed  their  blood  on  every  field, 
And  won  at  last. 

And  thoughts  come  of  that  later  day, 
When  Northern  blue  met  Southern  gray, 
And  found  this  little  rock-ribbed  town 
Still  faithful  to  Its  old  renown. 
Its  heroes  fought  on  sea  and  shore 
To  save  the  rights  their  fathers  won, 
And  ne'er  gave  up  the  arms  they  bore 
Till  this  was  done. 

And  now  once  more  the  day  has  come 
When  sound  of  fife  and  roll  of  drum 
The  echoes  wake  along  the  streets, 
And  stir  again  the  brave  heart-beats. 
This  time  they  call  for  others'  rights, 
And  march  from  home  and  peaceful  rest 
To  fight  as  did  the  old-time  knights, 
For  those  opprest. 

They  march  away,  these  sons  of  Mars, 
Beneath  Old  Glory's  stripes  and  stars; 
Brave  women  speed  them  on  their  way, 
And  then  steal  home  to  weep  and  pray, 
While  out  above  the  shores  and  waves 
Rings  from  the  high-up  curfew  bell 
A  peal  that  bids  the  old  town's  braves 
A  long  farewell. 

And  when  far  off  by  tropic  seas 
They  hear  thrill  on  the  night's  warm  breeze 
The  "taps"  clear  notes  that  curfew  tell 
As  does  the  old  town's  deep-toned  bell, 
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They'll  think  of  loved  ones  far  away, 
Remote  from  drum  and  bugle  call, 
And  know  that  In  our  hearts  we'll  say, 
"God  bless  them  all." 

And  ever  so  the  story  runs 
Of  Marblehead  and  her  brave  sons, 
Who  never  failed  the  call  to  heed 
That  sought  them  In  their  country's  need. 
The  tale  is  told  by  brush  and  pen, 
And  by  our  children  shall  be  read 
The  story  of  the  gallant  men 
Of  Marblehead. 


UNCLE  JEREMIAH'S  FOUETH   OF  JULY. 

J.    FRED  DE  BERRY. 

I  have  just  come  from  the  country, 

And  I  hope  I'm  not  too  late 
Ter  see  the  big  precession, 

And  help  you  celebrate. 
I  have  brought  my  wife  Erliza, 

Although  she's  not  so  pert; 
I  did  not  think  the  trip  to  town 

Would  do  her  any  hurt. 

Everything  and  everybody's 

Mighty  nice  in  this  here  town, 
And  I  think  I'd  like  to  live  here 

All  the  year  around. 
I'd  be  ridln'  in  the  street  cars, 

'Round  the  city  every  day — 
Tou  know  it  would  not  do  to  walk, 

For  I  might  lose  my  way. 

You'd  a  died  ter  seen  Erliza 
Try  In'  fer  ter  ride  the  wheel; 

She'd  no  more  than  got  it  started 
When  I  saw  the  old  thing  keel. 

Now  her  bran'  new  dress  I  bought  her, 
A-purpose  for  this  trip, 

Will  have  to  go  to  daughter  Fan- 
It  was  an  orful  rip! 
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I  was  standing  on  the  corner, 

When  I  got  a  mighty  scare, 
All  because  of  them  there  rockets 

Thet  go  fizzing  through  the  air. 
I  have  never  felt  so  funny; 

Somehow  it  seemed  to  be 
That  all  of  hades  broken  loose 

Was  searching  after  me. 

I  am  glad  to  see  the  soldiers, 

Though  'tis  nothin'  new  to  me, 
Fer  I  once  was  In  the  army, 

And  I  fit  with  Ginral  Lee. 
He's  a  mighty  bang-up  officer, 

Such  men  ez  him  are  rare, 
And  I  hope  we'll  some  day  see  him, 

In  the  Presidential  chair. 


HOME-COMING. 

MARY  DEVEREUX. 


Once  more  upon  the  old  stile's  top 

I  rest  my  arms  and  look 
Upon  the  dear,  oft-dreamed -of  scene 

Of  meadow  land  and  brook, 
The  tall  fir  trees  about  me  stand 

Like  clustered  soldiers  grim, 
And  through  their  tops  the  evening  breeze 

Sighs  a  soft  requiem. 

Against  the  west  the  mountains  rise 

Enwrapped  in  curling  mist, 
While  o'er  their  tops  the  sunset's  flood 

Pours  gold  and  amethyst; 
From  out  the  grasses  at  my  feet 

Shrills  out  the  crickets'  cry; 
All  nature  is  a  dreaming  scene, 

Framing  the  days  gone  by. 

Those  happy  days  of  long  ago, 

When  life  was  in  its  spring, 
With  youth's  gladheart  as  free  from  care 

As  birds  that  soar  and  sing. 
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And  dreams  of  that  sweet  by-gone  time 

Shine  through  the  dark'ning  past 
As  harbor  lights  to  sailors'  eyes, 

Storm-tossed,  show  home  at  last 

From  all  the  turmoil  of  my  life 

I  find  a  sweet  release, 
And  to  my  burdened,  tired  heart, 

Comes  God's  most  perfect  peace. 
Ah,  weary  souls,  whose  dearest  dreams 

Earth's  fate  and  grind  may  blight, 
Let  nature's  teachings  point  the  way 

If  you  would  find  true  light 


THE  "BOYS"  AEE  COMING. 

WILL  N.  DENTON. 

In  the  massing  of  the  soldiers, 

To  the  gath'ring  of  the  clans, 
They  are  coming  by  the  thousands, 

By  the  hundreds  and  by  tens. 
In  the  work  shops  in  the  cities, 

In  the  country  on  the  farms, 
They  have  left  plow  and  hammer 

For  the  field  of  martial  arms. 

Both  East  and  West  are  coming, 

And  the  North  is  on  before, 
While  the  South  is  in  the  saddle 

With  her  "Fighting  Joe"  once  more, 
With  that  Fitzhugh  Lee,  the  gallant, 

Who  the  Federal  gauntlet  ran 
With  his  "boys"  at  Appomatox 

When  surrend'ring  arms  began. 

They  are  coming  all  together, 

Not  as  foemen  as  of  yore, 
But  in  bands  of  hero  brothers 

That  will  form  a  mighty  corps. 
Coming  at  their  country's  call, 

Coming  tho'  a  people  free; 
Worthy  sons  of  valiant  fathers 

Who  will  make  the  tyrant  flee. 
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Brave  in  precepts  taught  of  freedom, 

True  in  honor's  priceless  worth, 
They'll  oppose  the  proud  oppressor 

Till  they  drive  him  from  the  earth, 
At  the  hands  of  our  brave  legions 

Spain  must  surely  meet  defeat; 
Then  in  liberty  fair  Cuba 

Will  her  sister  nations  greet 


NEW  BATTLE  HYMN  OF  THE  REPUBLIC. 

J3FFIB   DUGGAN. 

In  the  solemn  hush  of  midnight, 
We  have  seen  the  war  clouds  meet; 

We  have  heard  the  burst  of  battle, 
We  have  felt  its  lightning  heat; 

We  have  stilled  our  heart's  loud  tumult, 
While  the  storm  came  fast  and  fleet; 
For  the  Right  is  leading  on. 

We  have  heard  an  echo  ringing, 
Far  and  faint  along  the  shore; 

We  have  thrilled  as  it  drew  nearer, 
It  was  the  howling  wolves  of  war; 

Lo!    The  pack  is  close  upon  us, 
And  the  hour  of  peace  is  o'er; 
But  the  Right  is  leading  on. 

We  have  lit  the  lamp  of  Freedom, 
And  her  light  must  not  grow  pale; 

We  have  ushered  in  a  dawning 
Which  mankind  shall  gladly  hail; 

May  the  God  who  thus  hath  led  us 
Let  our  triumphs  still  prevail; 

But  the  Right  Is  leading  on. 

We  shall  pause  before  the  conflict, 

May  a  solemn  silence  reign; 
We  have  met  in  Life's  great  bivouac, 

We  may  never  meet  again; 
God  be  with  us,  God  protect  us, 

While  the  angels  say  amen, 

And  the  Right  is  leading  on. 
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LES  DEPITEES   D'AMEKIQUE. 

FELIX  DE  MONNBCOVB. 

Je  crois  vraiment  que  lea  translantlques  *• 

Soot  atteintes  de  coleree  epiques: 
Deja  noe  produits  sont  exclus 
De  toutes  leurs  toilettes 
Et  ces  belles  coquettes 
Disent  qu'elles  ne'en  voudront  plus. 

Sans  mettre  le  poing  sur  la  hanche, 

Nous  aurons  bien  notre  revanche. 
Songez  done!  Sans  noe  gracieus  corsets, 
Sans  nos  robes,  nos  chapeauz,  nos  dentelles, 

Que  deviendront  toutes  ces  belles? 

Ce  ne  seront  que  des  paquets. 

Alors  New  York  sera  rempli  d'alarmes, 
Et  les  plus  beaux  yeux  verseront  des  larmes, 

Car  on  salt  qu'il  faut,  a  tout  priz, 

Que  la  femme  due  Nouveau-Monde, 

Eut-elle  tout  Tor  de  Golconde, 

Se  fasse  habiller  a  Paris. 

Done,  si  vou8  fagotez  vos  fllles, 

Nous  vous  les  laisserons 

Et  nous  nous  en  irons 
Josques  au  pays  des  man  til  les 
Porter  auz  brunes  manolas 

Nos  auz  fraiches  toilettes, 

Nos  robes  si  coquettes 
Et  nos  plus  nouveaux  falbales. 


WHEN  THE  "BOYS"  GO  MAKCHING  BY. 

EDITH  MAIDA  LESSING  DOUGHERTY. 

When  the  boys  go  marching  by, 

With  their  guns  and  coats  of  blue, 
I  think  that  I  feel  what  our  mothers  felt, 

In  the  days  of  sixty-two. 
There's  a  tremor  about  my  heart, 

And  soft  tears  in  my  eye; 
And  to  me  they  all  are  heroes, 

When  the  boys  go  marching  by. 
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When  the  boys  go  marching  by, 

In  the  gray  of  the  early  dawn, 
I  torn  from  the  window  away  to  hide 

My  tears — when  they  are  gone. 
And  I  wonder  if  some  mother's  son 

Will  in  far  off  Cuba  die, 
Away  from  the  ean-kissed  soil  of  his  birth. 

When  the  boys  go  marching  by. 

When  the  boys  go  marching  by, 

So  proud  and  erect  and  true, 
Who  have  offered  their  lives  and  hearts  and  hands 

Their  country's  will  to  do; 
I  catch  up  my  toddling  boy, 

And  I  turn  away  with  a  sigh, 
And  I'm  glad — and  I'm  sorry  he  is  not  one 
fTTv  Of  the  boys  that  are  marching  by. 


THE    SOLDIER'S    DEPARTURE. 

J.  V.   DE  GRUY. 

The  beat  of  drums,  the  bugle  sound, 

Awake  each  heart  on  that  camping  ground, 

Where  heroes  led,  a  night  of  rest 

Their  thoughtful  minds,  their  hearts  oppressed. 

Those  heroes,  Ah!  a  nation's  pride, 
Who  now  are  called  to  set  aside 
The  pleasures  and  the  joys  of  life, 
To  war  and  win,  a  nation's  strife. 

That  day  to  part  has  come  at  last, 
That  day  on  which  all  minds  were  cast; 
That  day  of  farewell,  day  of  pain, 
Day  to  avenge  "The  Sunken  Maine." 

A  gloomy  day,  a  woeful  day, 
When  mothers  kneel  to  weep  and  pray; 
A  farewell  kiss,  a  last  embrace, 
That  son  is  gone,  cruel  death  to  face. 

The  clarion  sound  is  heard  again, 
And  deeper,  deeper  grows  the  pain; 
'Twill  come,  alas!  the  hour  nears, 
Which  cause  those  bitter,  bitter  tears. 
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Ah!   Cast  a  glance  of  sympathy 
Upon  that  scene  of  tyranny, 
And  say*  ia  war,  a  dreadful  thing 
As  oft  we  hear  the  poet  sing? 

Farewell!     Farewell!     The  order's  heard 
Like  cries  of  that  ill-omened  bird, 
Which  rings  within  that  broken  heart 
Which  sees  her  only  son  depart 

The  ranks  are  formed,  the  march  is*  on, 
A  last  farewell,  and  now  he's  gone. 
Onward!    Forward!    and  when  again 
Shall  he  return  to  cure  that  pain? 

Far,  far  away,  like  a  gleaming  light 
On  an  angry  sea,  on  a  stormy  night, 
She  sees  him  pass,  she  sees  him  gone 
To  do  that  task,  yet  to  be  done. 

To  satisfy  a  nation's  pride 

His  only  thought,  his  only  guide 

To  avenge  his  brothers,  who  He  slain, 

The  cruel  victims  of  the  "Sunken  Maine." 


COME  FORTH  FROM  THE  HILLS. 

ANNA  CHASE  DEPPEN. 

Come  forth  from  the  hills  and  mountains  and  plains 

Te  sons  of  an  honest  soil! 
Buckle  your  sword  and  armor  on, 

And  cease  from  the  struggle  and  toll 
Of  everyday  life,  with  its  sweets  and  its  joy. 

I  am  the  minstrel  who  sings, 
When  America's  Eagle  swoops  down  from  the  sky, 

And  touches  the  harp  with  its  wings. 

O  plunderer,  tyrant,  your  sires  reek  blood — 
The  Aztec — Inca — O  Spain! 
Long  years  of  oppression  to  Cuba,  and  now — 
What  have  you  to  say  of  the  Maine? 

The  nation  is  hammering  steel.    Behold! 

The  east,  the  west  are  combined — 
Our  ships  are  manned  and  ready — beware! 

The  north  and  south  are  enlined. 
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With  a  patience  untold — endurance  sublime, 

Our  chief  stands  waitings- O  Spain! 
The  waves  that  have  washed  many  wrecks  into  rot 
>  Will  never  wash  blood  from  the  Maine. 

Beware  of  a  nation  that  bears  on  its  crest 

No  mark  of  dishonor  or  bar; 
That  never  submitted  to  tyrant's  misrule, 

Desirous  of  peace — goes  to  war. 
The  women  are  silently  trimming  the  lamps, 

For  every  hero  a  shrine. 
And  even  the  children  are  cheering  the  flag— 

The  Blues  and  the  Grays  are  in  line. 

So  steadily,  steadily  on— goes  the  work, 

There's  hush  o'er  sea  and  land; 
Ten  million  heroes,  the  bravest  and  true, 

Are  waiting  the  chief's  command. 
For  his  rock-ribbed  eyry  the  Eagle  has  swooped — 

Long  are  his  talons  and  sharp— 
With  an  eye  on  the  flag,  unsullied  and  bright, 

His  wing  Is  sweeping  the  harp. 

All  hail!    To  the  chief  who  is  guarding  our  peace 

As  a  trust  that  is  sacred.    Hail! 
The  sword  of  justice  defending  the  right 

Is  the  sword  that  cannot  fall. 


HOW  WE'LL  AVENGE  THE  MAINE. 

JAMES  DEGNAN. 

Americans  arouse,  quickly  muster  for  the  fray, 

Hurry  on  our  legions,  let  our  ships  get  under  way; 

Give  vent  to  pent  up  feelings,  let  our  cheers  resound, 

With  thrilling  peals  of  rapture,  that  have  no  uncertain  sound; 

We'll  teach  the  treacherous  minions  of  proud  and  haughty  Spain, 

How  Yankee  tars  and  soldiers  fight,  how  we'll  avenge  the  Maine. 

Our  cause  Is  just  and  righteous,  we'll  set  a  suffering  people  free, 

We'll  maintain  our  country's  hpnor,  and  wipe  the  Spanish  off  the  sea; 

Then  rally  'round  our  standards,  with  hearts  and  nerves  of  steel, 

We'll  show  to  all  the  world  how  patriots  act  and  feel: 

How  Americans  treat  assassins,  and  teach  proud  and  haughty  Spain, 

How  Yankee  tars  and  soldiers  fight,  how  we'll  avenge  the  Maine. 
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GREETING   OF   VETERANS. 

PROP.  JOSEPH  T.  DERRY. 

Loved  comrades,  who  have  come  from  far  and  near, 

We  give  to  each  of  yon  a  welcome  dear;  | 

Our  lovely  city,  from  her  ruins  risen 

With  charming  homes  and  spires  that  point  to  heaven, 

Bids  each  one  of  the  future  hopeful  be, 

And  look  for  better  times — which  may  we  see!  <. 

Brave  men  who  fought  with  Johnson  and  with  Hood, 

Or  under  Price  and  Shelby  did  as  could 

None  but  brave  men;  if  Beauregard  or  Bragg, 

Who  in  the  fiercest  combat  ne'er  did  lag, 

Tour  leaders  were,  or  If  with  hearts  so  free 

Tou  fought  with  peerless  Jackson,  matchless  Lee, 

We  greet  you  all,  and  open  wide  our  gates 

To  the  good  cheer  which  one  and  all  awaits. 


CUBA  LIBRE. 

J.  T.   DENNIS. 


Out  from  each  sunlit  Southern  city, 

Down  from  each  crowded  Northern  street, 
Led  by  the  touch  of  a  common  pity, 

Comes  the  clamor  of  marching  feet. 
Over  each  mountain — through  each  valley — 

Down  where  the  ocean  waves  are  rolled, 
All  of  our  soldiers  to  battle  rally, 

Under  our  one  flag's  waving  fold. 

Over  she  blue  our  gray  fleets  winding 

Speed  to  their  distant  island  goals; 
Searching  the  foe,  in  the  faith  of  finding 

Honor  and  fame  where  the  grim  smoke  rolls. 
Hate  flies  with  them,  the  stronger — deeper, 

(Standing  there  by  the  fierce-mouthed  guns,) 
At  thought  of  the  ship  and  each  noble  sleeper, 

Resting  under  the  Cuban  suns. 

Southward  and  westward  the  guns  are  thirsting 
For  blood  of  carnage  and  death  of  flame, 

Strongest  and  firmest  where  shells  are  bursting — 
Peace  for  the  dead— for  the  living,  fame. 
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A  thousand  sailors  in  grim  ranks  landing 
There  where  the  gray  death's  kisses  fall; 

Five  hundred  thousand  behind  them  standing. 
Waiting  the  bugle's  "forward"  call. 

Sampson — strong  as  the  old  Ulysses — 

Leads  his  fleet  where  the  gulf  waves  flow; 
Only  one  man,  such  a  man  as  this  is 

Dewey,  who  forgeth  blow  for  blow. 
The  first  one,  patient  and  tireless,  waiting 

There  till  the  f oemen's  ships  are  met; 
The  latter  nobly  with  victory  mating, 

Since  on  Manila  his  heel  was  set 

The  great  guns  roar,  and  the  rifles  rattle, 

And  red  death  follows  an  steel-clad  wings, 
While  the  flame  and  sulphurous  smoke  of  battle 

Close  over  the  blue  waves  darkly  clings. 
The  sharp  grim  sickle  of  Time  is  reaping 

His  blood-red  harvest  to  garner  home, 
And  the  eyes  that  yield  to  the  endless  sleeping, 

Sink  swift  to  peace  in  the  dashing  foam. 

And  the  warhounds  howl,  ere  the  leash  be  shattered, 

To  join  In  the  chase  of  the  Spaniards'  fleet; 
Assured  that  their  ranks  shall  be  widely  scattered, 

When  in  the  conflict  their  sharp  teeth  meet. 
For  their  iron  teeth  in  the  war  flame  glisten, 

Ere  yet  to  the  world  their  grip  they  show; 
When  the  frightened  flocks  of  the  Old  World  listen 

To  crash  of  carnage  and  smiting  blow. 

let  beyond  it  all,  while  the  hope  w#re  holding 

That  peace  shall  come  to  the  brave  hearts  there, 
We  see  the  beams  of  a  sunrise  golden 

Of  greater  glory  and  honor  fair. 
For  the  shield  that  Columbia's  strong  arm  holdeth 

Is  stamped  with  the  brand  of  a  new-born  race; 
Whose  onward  progress  His  eye  beholdeth, 

Who  keepeth  the  seas  in  their  earth-bound  place. 

For  new-born  Cuba  shall  rise  the  stronger, 
Because  of  the  blood  her  sons  have  shed, 

And  war's  grim  carnage  shall  curse  no  longer, 
When  days  of  the  Spanish  rule  are  sped. 
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And  graves  shall  cover  their  brave  dead  under, 
Who  fought  (like  our  own)  that  they  might  be  fire 

And  war  no  more  shall  divide  asunder 
The  Cuban  limb  from  the  Spanish  tree. 

For  the  nations  pass,  and  the  old  ties  broken, 

tJnlte  no  more  on  the  green  earth's  breast; 
Far  past  is  the  shadow  of  shameful  token 

That  slavery  binds  on  the  free  hearts'  breast 
Far  in  the  van  of  a  true  progression, 

The  little  island  shall  take  its  stand, 
Firm  fixed  forever — no  retrogression 

May  stay  the  progress  of  God's  command. 


KILLED— BUT  ONE. 

LILLIAN  H.  DU  POIS. 

Like  father,  like  son,  he  sailed  away 

One  soft,  spring  morn,  while  the  dawn  was  gray, 

Her  boy — her  only  one. 
So  strong  and  handsome,  so  young  and  gay, 
Twas  hard  for  the  mother's  heart  to  say, 

"Dear  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done.' 


ft 


With  scream  of  shot  and  burst  of  shell. 
Not  fiercer  did  the  combat  swell 

B'en  victory  was  won, 
That  when  with  death  deliv'ring  knell 
From  Mount  Olympus,  thunders  fell 

On  Chronos,  overthrown. 

There,  when  the  smoke  had  cleared  awav. 
Half  folded  in  the  flag  he  lay — 

A  lad  of  twenty-one; 
Our  only  victim  of  the  fray; 
Ah!  an  enormous  price  to  pay, 

A  life — but  scarce  begun. 

Tis  common,  all  that  lives  must  die; 
But  the  love  and  hope  of  a  lifetime  lie 

Buried  'neath  torrid  sun, 
And  out  in  the  streets  the  newsboys  cry, 
Latest  messages  from  Commodore  Schley, 

"Four  wounded— killed,  but  one." 
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THE   MAECH  OF*  THE  DEAD   BRIGADE. 

THOMAS  8.  DEN1SON. 

No  sound  disturbs  the  drowsy  dawn, 

As  forms  the  dead  brigade; 
Its  silent  ranks,  in  serried  lines, 
Glide  onward  toward  the  spring  pines, 

All  phantoms  in  parade. 

Their  steps  bent  not  the  drooping  corn, 
These  warriors  all  are  ghosts. 

In  rank  and  file,  with  solemn  tread, 

Their  captains  marching  at  the  head, 
Move  on  these  silent  hosts. 

From  out  the  tented  camp  of  death, 
Their  flag  of  peace  displayed. 

With  footfall  soft  as  dew  at  morn, 
These  cohorts  sweep  the  bending  corn, 

Where  battle  once  was  laid. 
The  mark  of  God's  eternal  peace 

Their  countenances  bear; 
And  freed  from  all  unholy  hate, 
They  shine  with  that  exalted  state, 

Which  Heaven's  angels  share. 


HURRAH  FOR  THE  FLAG. 

JOHN  R.   DICKSON. 

Stand  by  your  guns!  the  order  comes  clear, 
Stand  by  your  guns!  the  enemy's  near; 
See!  our  flagship  it  speaks,  the  signal  is  plain, 
It  charges  us  all  "To  remember  the  Maine." 
Hurrah  for  the  flag  with  the  blue  field  of  stars, 
Hurrah  for  the  flag  with  the  red  and  white  bars, 
On  to  victory  we  go, 
Spite  of  every  foe, 
With  our  banners  of  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

Not  a  man  in  our  midst  but  feels  in  his  breast 
A  pang  of  regret  for  the  boys  gone  to  rest; 
By  treachery  base  each  one  found  his  bier; 
Our  men  answer  back  with  a  wild-ringing  cheer. 
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Hurrah  for  the  flag  with  the  bine  field  of  stars, 
Hurrah  for  the  flag  with  the  red  and  white  bars, 

On  to  victory  we  go, 

Spite  of  every  foe, 
With  our  banners  of  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

Willing  hands  train  the  guns— 'midst  a  deafening  roar, 
Spanish  traitors  they  fall— to  do  battle  no  more; 
Where  the  flag  that  was  hoisted  in  bombast  and  spleen, 
Now  dismantled  and  torn— another  is  seen. 
Hurrah  for  the  flag  with  the  blue  field  of  stars, 
Hurrah  for  the  flag  with  the  red  and  white  bars, 
On  to  victory  we  go, 
Spite  of  every  foe, 
With  our  banners  of  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

Our  cause  it  is  just— our  motto's  the  best, 
To  strengthen  the  weak  and  to  help  the  oppressed; 
For  cruelty's  face  the  false  mast  to  drag, 
To  honor  our  country  and  defend  our  loved  flag. 
Hurrah  for  the  flag  with  the  blue  field  of  stars, 
Hurrah  for  the  flag  with  the  red  and  white  bars, 
On  to  victory  we  go, 
Spite  of  every  foe, 
With  our  banners  of  Red,  White  and  Blue. 


THE  MAINE. 

GRISWALD  DICHTER. 


Brave  hearts  still'd  on  the  Maine,  a  last  good-night! 

Good-night  to  gallant  fellowship  and  stanch; 
Lives  not  less  honor'd  if  not  lost  in  fight! 

Tho'  upon  unknown  waters  ye  must  launch 
Tour  boats  with  our  rich  cargo  of  regret, 

None  who  our  country  love  can  bid  good-bye 
To  your  remembrance,  nor  can  e'er  forget 

What  sacrifice  ye  made  for  her.   We  die 
In  age  'mid  aliens,  but  in  youth  'mid  friends, 

Whose  impulses  are  ours,  to  whom  alike 
The  bright  meridian  of  manhood  lends 

Its  glory.    Tho*  your  knell  untimely  strikes, 
No  silent  silting  of  the  hurried  years 
May  hide  your  worth,  nor  choke  the  source  of  tears! 
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"WE'LL  BE   THERE." 

WILL  H.  DIXON. 

We  are  ready,  O  Columbia, 

We  have  heard  the  nation's  call; 
Thy  true  sons  will  still  be  loyal, 

We  are  ready  one  and  all. 
From  old  Maine  and  California, 

From  the  north  and  southland  fair, 
Side  by  side  we'll  face  the  conflict, 

You  have  called  us,  we'll  be  there. 

From  the  far-off  plains  of  Texas, 

From  the  pine  woods  of  the  north; 
From  the  mountains,  hills  and  valleys, 

To  defend  thee  we'll  march  forth; 
With  thy  colors  waving  o'er  us, 

We'll  defend  thee  everywhere, 
Tro'  the  conflict  may  rage  fiercely 

We'll  stand  by  thee,  we'll  be  there. 

From  each  city,  town  and  hamlet 

From  the  far-off  western  plain, 
We've  come  to  fight  for  Cuba's  freedom 

And  avenge  the  "good  ship  Maine." 
With  thy  chieftains  brave  to  lead  us, 

We'll  bear  the  burden,  do  our  share, 
Side  by  side  we'll  face  the  conflict, 

You  have  called  us,  we'll  be  there. 

• 

Yes,  we're  ready,  fair  Columbia, 

Well  be  with  thee  in  the  fray; 
Ready,  steady,  faithful,  loyal, 

Freedom's  cause  must  gain  the  day; 
Thy  true  sons  will  now  prove  loyal, 

Every  man  will  do  his  share, 
When  with  Spain  we  face  the  conflict, 

We'll  not  waver,  we'll  be  there. 

Spain  may  boast  her  standing  armies. 
Boys  and  serfs  who  fight  thro'  fear, 

Yet  the  world  has  known,  Columbia, 
No  braver  man  than  volunteer; 

You  have  stood  by  us,  Columbia, 
Now  thy  sons  will  stand  by  thee. 
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North  and  south  again  united, 
"Side  by  side  a  Grant  and  Lee." 

So  from  farm,  from  mill  and  work-shop, 

To  our  tasks  we  bid  adieu, 
To  fight  for  thee,  right  and  freedom. 

We'll  be  loyal;  we'll  be  true; 
Yes,  we're  coming,  fair  Columbia, 

Keep  the  old  flag  still  unfurled, 
Freedom,  right  and  truth  shall  triumph, 

We  will  prove  it  to  the  world. 


A   SONG   FOR    CUBA. 

LOUISE  PRANCE8  DODGE. 

Oh,  hear  the  sound  that  circles  round 
From  our  dear  land's  remotest  bound, 

TIfl  "Cuba,  Cuba  shall  be  free!" 
From  every  State  beneath  "Old  Glory," 
Striking  hands,  both  young  and  hoary, 

Cry,  "Cuba,  Cuba  shall  be  free!" 

Chorus: 

Then  away  we  go  to  Cuba, 

Hooray,  hooray! 
To  Cuba  fair  we'll  soon  be 
To  live  or  die  for  Cuba: 
Away,  away,  away  to  struggling  Cuba; 
Away,  away,  away  to  struggling  Cuba. 

Our  mothers  dear  we  leave  behind  us, 
Fathers,  too,  seek  not  to  bind  us, 

For  Cuba,  Cuba  must  be  free; 
The  girls  we  love  with  fond  devotion 
Send  their  hearts  across  the  ocean 

Till  Cuba,  Cuba  shall  be  free. 

Then,  Spain,  to  you  a  last  adieu, 

And  bright  will  float  the  Red,  White  and  Blue 

When  Cuba,  Cuba  shall  be  free. 
For  freedom,  home  and  a  happy  land 
Praise  God,  'tis  here  our  colors  stand 

And  Cuba,  Cuba  shall  be  free. 
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THE  WAR  DECLARATION. 

OTIS  FRANKLIN  DICKEY. 

•A  nation  rises  in  its  might, 
Around  the  world  the  edict  flies — 

Alas!  that  in  behalf  of  Light 
The  din  of  war  must  ever  rise. 

Nor  strength  of  love,  nor  worth  of  deed, 
Can  woo  the  race  to  its  fair  Day; 

Throughout  the  world-long  night  of  greed 
Lo!  there  are  Calvary  a  ail  the  way. 

Lament  no  warrior-strength  that  yields 
Its  blood  and  life  for  common  weaL 

The  peace  that  follows  battle-fields 
Shall  sanctify  the  glint  of  steel. 

Prevailing  Love  anon  shall  cast 
On  every  soldier-grave  its  eyes, 

And  celebrate  the  martial  blast 
That  led  the  way  to  Paradise. 


OL'   HEMINWAY  ON   WAR. 

W.  H.  EILWORTH. 

Queer  feller,  that,  01'  Heminway; 

Hed  a  streak  o'  genius,  too, 
Runnin'  from  hlz  childhood  through — 

Couldn't  tell  jest  what  he'd  do. 
Likely  ez  not,  sometimes  In  June 
He'd  profesy  a  snowstorm  soon, 
Quit  hiz  hayln',  an'  set  at  home 
A-wunder'n  why  et  didn't  come. 
"Strange!"  sez  he,  an'  roamed  hiz  eye 
Profet-llke  off  to'ards  the*  sky. 

Hed  no  kinfolks,  01'  Heminway, 
Sort  o'  "oozed  out"  life  alone 

In  a  drowsy  undertone, 
An'  f'los'flced  on  what  he'd  done; 

Set  contemplatin'  an'  content 

A-eyin'  of  the  firmament; 
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Thought  heaps  o'  Nature — even 
Skepllated  some  on  Heaven — 
An'  found  in  hiz  maturin'  grace 
Compashun  fer  the  human  race. 

Patriot,  too,  Or  Hemlnway; 

"Tears  fernomenal  to  me, 
These  here  humane  folks,"  sex  he, 

"A-prayln'  'gin  their  own  country. 
I  'low  et  ain't  more  wrong  to  fight 
(Pervidln'  alius  thet  yer  right) 
Than  preachin'  'gin  wrong;  no-sir-ee! 
I'm  alius  fer  Ameriky. 
Hain't  much  religion,  but  what  I  got 
Would  jest  ez  leave  to  fight  ez  not 
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I  ain't  sayin',"  sez  Hemlnway, 

All  war  iz  right,  but  tain't  all  wrong. 
Some's  wrong,  some's  right;  right  ez  long 

Ez  kings  's  throttle  Freedom's  song — 
This  durn  humane  insanity 
Won't  never  save  humanity 
Ontll  they  git  up  an'  declare 
A  little  fightln'  after  prayer. 
Prayer's  the  right  thing,  I  confess, 
Fer  gener'l  all-round  cussedness, 
But  somehow  et  don't  'pear  to  bring 
A  Spaniard  'round  to  see  a  thing. 


a, 


I  'low  agin',"  sez  Heminway, 

Thet  Right  kin  nohow  well  afford 
To  lose  her  strong  grip  on  the  sword — 

Jest  what  Christ  sez  in  the  Word. 
Reckon  He  knows,  when  He  died 
With  Wrong  spear-deep  in  Hiz  side — 
(Thet  poor  solitary  flower 
Jest  bloomin'  out  its  little  hour) — 
He  knows!   An'  them  Blgelow  Papers 
Thet  cut  up  sich  awful  capers, 
A-sayin'  how  thet  war  wuz  murder, 
'Pears  ez  they  will  go  some  furder 
Than  their  Testyment  fer  that. 
Some  war's  to  be  trembled  at, 
But  some  iz  jest  plain  salvashun 
Fer  a  part  o'  God's  creashun; 


818  Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

m 

An'  thet's  the  kind,"  sez  Heminway, 
"Amerlky  hex  got  to-day. 


"Ain't  got  no  learnln',  an'  I  'low 
I  can't  argy  much,  nohow — 
Wiaht  thet  I  hed  quit  'fore  now, 
But  somehow  et  jest  'pears  to  me 
God  sort  o'  loves  Amerlky 
Bs  His  big  child;  an'  hardihood 
Thet  bleeds  fer  a  human  good 
Iz  the  incense  o'  content 
Perfumin'  Heaven's  battlement 
So,  tain't  no  more  wrong  to  fight 
(Pervldin'  alius  thet  yer  right) 
Than  preachin'  'gin  wrong,  no-sir-ee! 
I'm  alius  fer  Amerlky.' 


»» 


HEROES  EIGHT. 

C.   H.   DOING. 

I'm  here  to  say,  and  I  don't  care 
•Who  hears  me;  that  to  play  it  fair 

And  make  earned  honors  even, 
That  when  eight  men  a  scheme  prepare 
And  execute  it,  then  and  there, 
No  one  should  take  the  lion's  share 

And  rob  the  other  seven. 

Nor  do  I  think  it's  Hobson's  choice, 
And  none  will  ever  hear  his  voice 

Proclaim  the  honor  his. 
For  modesty  will  ever  be 
The  running  mate  of  bravery, 
A  gallant  sailor  such  as  he 

Is  all  that  honor  is. 

And  so  I'll  sing  the  whole  brave  eight, 
Whose  deed  of  valor  closed  the  gate 

That  bars  the  Spaniards'  way; 
And  honor  to  our  Yankee  tars 
Whose  business  'tis  to  watch  the  bars 
'Neath  noonday  sun  or  midnight  stars 

In  Santiago  Bay. 
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DECORATION  DAY. 

JOHN  I*   DOUGHBNT. 

'Tis  Decoration  Day  with  rueful  grace 

The  people  gather  round  the  resting  place 

Of  those  who  fought  and  died  for  freedom's  sake, 

Who  peacefully  sleep  and  never  more  will  wake, 

With  emblems  fair  and  flowers  fresh  and  sweet 

They  make  the  martyred  soldiers'  last  retreat 

The  veterans  in  slow  procession  slowly  tread, 
And  many  a  sigh  is  heard  and  tear  is  shed 
O'er  some  brave  son  who  served  his  country  well. 
Tis  they  who  know,  'tis  they  alone  can  tell, 
The  bravery  of  the  dead,  how  well  they  fought, 
How  dearly  was  their  life-blood  bought 

The  civil  war  was  over  40  years  ago. 

But  now  again  we  hear  the  shot  and  smite  the  foe. 

For  Cuba's  sake  we  bade  the  Spaniards  fly; 

The  Spanish  brute  must  drop  his  hold  or  die. 

And  when  Decoration  Day  comes  again, 

We'll  mourn  the  soldiers  of  the  "war  with  Spain." 


REMEMBER  THE  MAINE. 

LOUI8  DODGE. 

Ours  not  a  nation  of  strife  and  aggression; 

Ours  not  the  wish  to  devastate  and  spoil; 
Better  we  love  to  make  kindly  concession, 

Nobler  we  deem  the  good  conquest  of  toil. 
Better  than  cities  bombarded  and  taken 

Are,  in  our  eyes,  fragrant  valleys  of  grain; 
But  to  its  heart  our  loved  country  is  shaken 

By  the  stern  mandate:    Remember  the  Maine! 

Long  has  Columbia,  the  kindly  and  frugal, 

Sat  by  her  loom;  for  her  loved  to  provide; 
Hearing  no  tumult  of  drum  nor  of  bugle — 

Sons  of  the  shop  and  the  plowshare  her  pride. 
But  from  his  slumber  that  long  was  unbroken 

Mars,  the  dread  god,  springs  to  life  once  again; 
And  through  the  nation  the  word  has  been  spoken: 

'Freemen,  remember,  remember  the  Maine!" 


<«i 


8*0  Spanish- American  War  Songs. 

Lo!  we  behold  the  green  graves  of  our  sires; 

Long  have  they  lain  'neath  the  stripes  and  the  stars. 
All  unforgetf ul  of  strife  and  campfires, 

All  unforgetful  of  wounds  and  of  scars. 
Heroes  are  they  who  for  liberty  perished — 

They  who  repose  'neath  the  sunlight  and  rain — 
And  their  graves  speak  to  the  land  that  they  cherished: 

"Boys,  to  your  duty!  Remember  the  Maine!" 
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Ay,  though  the  shuttle  and  loom  should  be  idle; 

Ay,  though  the  powshare  should  rust  in  the  sod, 
Arms  must  be  taken  and  household  be  shaken, 

That  we  may  wreak  the  just  vengeance  of  God. 
Let  not  a  nation  of  courteous  assassins 

View  their  foul  deed  and  our  grief  with  disdain. 
"Shopkeepers,"  show  your  base  love  of  true  honor! 

This  be  your  watchword:    "Remember  the  Maine!" 

Soon  shall  an  army,  our  honor  defending, 

Sail  for  the  isle  where  the  Spaniard  holds  sway. 
Our  beloved  country  its  manhood  is  sending 

Forth  from  its  shores  to  the  conflict  and  fray. 
Ay,  and  perhaps  the  death  angel  shall  number 

Many  beloved  with  the  fallen  and  slain; 
But  their  proud  land  shall  proclaim  as  they  slumber: 

"They  were  the  men  who  remembered  the  Maine!" 


CUBA. 

OLIVER  DOWNING. 


You  may  search  the  annals  of  time, 

But  those  four  centuries  of  crime, 

By  that  cruel,  heartless  race  of  Spain, 

Her  hold  on  the  new  world  to  maintain, 

Show  hers  to  have  been  the  most  cruel  race  of  men 

Whose  deeds  were  e'er  chronicled  by  history's  pen. 

Her  cross  and  banner  she  raised, 
By  her  priests  her  God  was  praised, 
Then  her  work  of  oppression  begun; 
But  before  that  cruel  work  was  done. 
And  her  hold  on  the  new  world  was  broken. 
The  millions  that  perished  none  may  reckon. 
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With  murder,  with  rapine  and  treachery, 
Under  her  code  of  honor  called  chivalry. 
She  sought  her  empire  to  expand, 
Claiming  it  was  by  God's  command, 
That  in  His  name  and  to  His  glory 
Was  that  long  epoch  of  misery. 

Cuba,  the  fairest  isle  of  the  sea,   , 

Has  suffered  long  from  her  tyranny; 

She  was  the  richest  prize  in  all  that  mighty  domain* 

Once  subject  to  the  merciless  rule  of  haughty  Spain. 

With  courage  sublime  her  people  fight  to  be  free; 

America  arms  to  insure  her  liberty. 


THE  DREAM  OF  THE  SPANISH  ADMIRAL. 

SAMUEL  DORMAN. 

In  slumber  as  the  morning  broke 
(It  was  our  homeward  voyage  to  Spain) 
Methought  I  gave  a  parting  look 
At  the  New  World  beyond  the  main: 
The  shores  were  low,  and  soft  and  faint, 
Half  purple  mist  and  half  firm  land, 
On  which  the  sunbeams  seemed  to  paint 
The  semblance  of  a  foamy  strand. 

I  dreamed  I  saw  a  hundred  ships 
Where  not  a  sail  had  glanced  before, 
And  for  chained  hands  and  livid  lips 
I  heard  a  new-born  people  roar. 
To  every  mast  a  flag  was  nailed, 
No  lion  crest,  but  stripes  and  stars, 
And  deep  into  the  sea  they  sailed 
To  wrestle  with  us,  old  in  wars. 

They  clove  our  ranks,  they  clomb  the  towers 
Our  loftiest  galleons  proudly  bore; 
They  struck  with  more  than  mortal  powers,. 
Till  Spain  herself  could  strike  no  more. 
And  down  the  wind  we  drifted  far, 
And  to  the  shore  our  hulks  were  blown; 
The  sea  was  thick  with  mast  and  spar, 
And  Spain  was  shaken  from  her  throne: 
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And  louder  than  the  whirring  brine, 
And  louder  than  the  cannon's  roar, 
I  heard  a  voice,  "Vengeance  is  mine, 
I  recompense  for  evermore!" 
Now  may  St  James  defend  us  still, 
And  may  the  cavaliers  of  Spain 
Sail  on  conquer  whom  they  will, 
And  teach  me  that  my  dream  was  vain. 


"AND  WHERE  ARE  THE  GALLEONS  OF  SPAIN  ? 

AUSTIN    DOBSON. 

King  Philip  had  vaunted  his  claims; 

He  had  sworn  for  a  year  he  would  sack  us; 
With  an  army  of  heathenish  names 

He  was  coming  to  fagot  and  stack  us; 
Like  the  thieves  of  the  sea  he  would  track  us, 

And  shatter  our  ships  on  the  main: 
But  we  had  bold  Neptune  to  back  us 

And  where  are  the  galleons  of  Spain? 

His  carackes  were  christened  of  dames 

To  the  kirtles  whereof  he  would  tack  us; 
With  his  saints  and  his  gilded  stern-frames 

He  had  thought  like  an  egg  shell  to  crack  us; 
No  Howard  may  get  to  his  flaccus, 

And  Drake  to  his  Devon  again, 
And  Hawkins  bowl  rubbers  to  Bacchus — 

For  where  are  the  galleons  of  Spain? 

Let  his  Majesty  hang  to  St.  James 

The  ax  that  he  whetted  to  hack  us; 
He  must  play  at  some  lustier  games 

Or  at  sea  he  can  hope  to  out-whack  us; 
To  his  mines  In  Peru  he  would  pack  us; 

To  tug  at  his  bullet  and  chain; 
Alas!  that  His  Greatness  should  lack  us, 

But  where  are  the  galleons  of  Spain? 

Envoy: 

Oloriana! — the  Don  may  attack  us 

Whenever  his  stomach  be  fain; 
He  must  reach  us  before  he  can  rack  us, 

And  where  are  the  galleons  of  Spain? 
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THE  RECOMPENSE. 

CHARLES    H.    DORRIE. 

^*tay  are  marching  from  the  Southland,  from  the  North  and  from  the 

»w^     West, 

^om  the  sonny  hills  of  vintage,  from  the  crags  where  eagles  nest, 

^om  the  altars  of  devotion,  from  a  mother's  loving  breast 

^iiile  above  them  floats  Old  Glory,  boon  to  all  the  world  oppressed. 

*  £*<y  are  marching  to  the  ocean  where  the  crimsoned  waters  cry, 
^"fc*ere  the  cowards  jeered  in  anger,  laughed  to  see  our  heroes  die, 
j^fc-tle  dreaming  that  in  vengeance  God  was  watching  from  on  high, 
it  He  heard  the  blood-stained  billows  lift  their  voices  to  the  sky. 


«re's  a  song  comes  from  the  forest,  there's  a  song  breaks  from  the  sea, 
d  the  echoes  ring  from  heaven  in  tumultuous  ecstacy; 
►t  the  flag  floats  high  in  splendor,  our  old  flag  of  liberty, 
lere  the  mists  of  night  are  lifting,  and  God's  people  are  made  free. 

O    l3e  brave,  my  heart,  with  courage,  and  my  soul,  be  ever  strong; 
To  the  right  or  left  turn  never,  but  press  fearlessly  along; 
f"ox  God  above  hath  vengeance,  and  shall  recompense  the  wrong, 
•pMl  the  wrath  of  man  shall  praise  Him,  and  the  darkness  break  with 
song! 

HAMILTON   FISH,   JK. 

W.    F.    DUNBAR. 

Mid  smoke  of  battle  and  clash  of  steel, 

And  scream  of  the  hurtling  shell; 
From  powder  flame  to  the  arms  of  Fame — 

We  know  how  he  fought  and  fell. 

Oh,  cease  to  prate  of  the  rich  man's  pride 

In  the  land  where  love  abides; 
The  plutocrat,  in  a  cowboy's  hat, 

With  his  buckskin  brethren  rides. 

Yes,  fierce  and  wild  was  the  charge  they  made 

On  the  treacherous  horde  that  day; 
And  when  it  was  done, — at  set  of  sun 

They  found  him  among  the  slain — 

First  in  the  van  of  the  headlong  charge, 

First  kissed  by  the  lips  of  Fame — 
His  spirit  freed  by  a  daring  deed — 

And  a  nimbus  'round  his  name. 
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OUR  TARS  OF  THE  MAINE. 

OLIVER  DOWNING. 

Five  hundred  Yankee  tars, 
Under  the  stripes  and  stars, 
Trusting  in  the  faith  of  Spain, 
Aboard  our  ship  the  Maine, 
Sleeping  in  their  hammocks  lay, 
Resting  at  close  of  day, 
Dreaming  o'  their  homes  were  they, 
That  night  in  Havana  Bay. 

One  awful,  fearful  roar, 

Echoed  from  ship  to  shore; 

Was  it  by  an  accident, 

Or  cravens  foul  intent, 

Who  by  Spanish  gold  was  bought, 

Wher'er  brave  tars  have  fought, 

Broadside  ne'er  such  havoc  wrought, 

As  that  one  explosion  brought. 

Refrain — 

Our  people  trusted  to  the  plighted  faith  of  Spain 
That  our  brave  soldiers  lads  would  come  back  home  again. 
When  the  roll  is  called  three  hundred  men  make  no  reply. 
But,  twenty  million  freemen  will  know  the  reason  why. 

Our  people  have  the  means 
To  build  a  hundred  Maines, 
But,  not  all  the  wealth  of  Spain 
Can  bring  back  our  boys  again. 
Priceless  to  their  country  they, 
Honor  to  them  we  pay; 
Ever  shall  their  glory  b3, 
Their  death  will  set  Cuba  free. 

Strip  our  ships  for  the  fray, 
Repaint  with  wartime  gray, 
Give  our  tars  a  chance  to  fight, 
To  them  belongs  the  right, 
To  show  Spain  with  Yankee  skill, 
Under  the  stripes  and  stars, 
What  it  cost  to  kill, 
Three  hundred  Yankee  tars. 
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Refrain— 

Our  people  trusted  to  the  plighted  faith  of  Spain 
That  our  brave  sailor  lads  would  come  back  again. 
When  the  roll  is  called  three  hundred  men  make  no  reply, 
But,  twenty  million  freemen  will  know  the  reason  why. 


TO  AMERICANS. 

WARD   EMBERSON. 

Let  the  war  drum  send  its  summons, 
And  the  fife  pipe  shrill  and  clear, 
Let  the  south  wind  kiss  our  banner, 
We  rejoice  that  war  is  here. 

Brush  the  dust  from  long  sheathed  sabres, 
Flash  them  brightly  in  the  sun, 
Call  the  nation's  brave  unnumbered, 
They  will  all  arise  as  one. 

Let  the  cannon,  grim  and  silent, 
Through  long  years  of  peace,  now  speak, 
Let  it  teach  the  brutal  Spaniards 
Not  to  tyrannize  the  weak. 

Let  the  cry  of  "Cuba  Libre" 
Ring  throughout  this  mighty  land, 
'Till  in  answer  comes  the  tramping 
Of  an  armed  avenging  band. 

Let  the  cry  of  murdered  sailors, 
That  Havana  Harbor  holds, 
Be  remembered  by  our  soldiers, 
When  the  battle's  flag  unfolds. 

In  the  cause  of  wounded  honor, 
'Gainst  oppression  dire  and  long, 
Shot  and  shell  to  haughty  Spaniards, 
Guerdon  for  this  monstrous  wrong. 

Rise  then,  ye  who  nurture  freedom, 
Ye  whose  hearts  with  one  accord, 
Hold  the  nation's  honor  sacred, 
And  a  brother's  right  would  guard. 


fc 
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THE   SOLDIERS   OF  THE   UNION  WAR. 

THOMAS   DUNN  ENGLISH. 

No  more  for  these  the  cannon's  thunder  pealing, 
No  more  for  these  the  pride  of  martial  tramp; 

No  lurking  spy  around  their  rest  is  stealing; 
No  sentry  walks  to  guard  the  silent  camp. 

No  more  the  soldiers  toil  in  weary  marches, 
No  more  the  hosts  engage  in  deadly  fray; 

And  now  beneath  the  gloomy  yews  and  larches 
They  wait  the  trumpet  of  the  Judgment  Day. 

Strew  ye  their  graves  with  pansies,  rose,  and  lily; 

Pansies  for  memory,  roses  for  their  fame, 
Lilies  for  love  which  never  may  grow  chilly 

But  fan  the  patriot's  fervor  into  flame. 

No  sound  is  heard  to-day  of  warlike  clangor, 
Of  sharp  command,  or  bugles'  warning  blast; 

But  here  arise,  without  a  thought  of  anger, 
The  stirring  memories  of  the  long  time  past 

From  cloudless  skies  there  came  a  peal  of  thunder, 
And  all  men  stood  awestruck  and  sore  amazed 

To  see  disunion  strive  to  rend  asunder 
The  stately  fabric  which  our  fathers  raised. 

The  Dragon's  teeth  were  sown;  and  quick  upspringlng 
From  the  field  and  workshop  came  men's  heavy  tread; 

And  bold  defiance  to  all  foemen  flinging, 
War  drew  the  sword  and  Peace  in  terror  fled. 

Brandished  the  Northern  Thor  his  mighty  hammer, 
Wielded  the  Southern  Mars  his  falchion  keen; 

And  then  arose  throughout  the  land  the  clamor 
Of  such  a  fight  as  ne'er  before  was  seen. 

From  home  and  fireside  in  the  olden  manor, 
Leaving  behind  their  children,  wives  and  kin, 

They  rallied  underneath  our  glorious  banner, 
And  gave  their  lives  the  sacred  fight  to  win. 

They  brought  with  them  self-sacrifice,  devotion, 
Ready  to  fight  and  die,  if  die  they  must, 

Ere  that  old  flag,  supreme  o'er  earth  and  ocean. 
Should  fall  and  trail  dishonored  in  the  dust 
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They  fought  no  dwarfs;  each  grappled  with  a  giant; 

Each  champion's  heart  was  filled  with  martial  fire; 
Each  on  his  inborn  courage  was  reliant; 

None  brought  to  shame  the  surname  of  his  sire. 

These  saved  the  Union — union  which  had  perished 
But  for  the  courage  which  their  deeds  revealed; 

No  stripes  were  taken  from  the  flag  they  cherished, 
No  star  was  blotted  from  its  azure  field. 

The  old  survivors  of  that  fight  victorious, 

Some  still  remain,  yet  leave  us  one  by  one; 
They  die,  but  never  die  their  actions  glorious — 

They  die,  but  lives  the  work  so  nobly  done. 

They  pass  away  as  pass  the  Summer  roses. 

Each  withering  slowly  on  the  stalk  of  life, 
Each  soon  shall  join  some  comrade  who  reposes, 

Forever  freed  from  human  care  and  strife. 

They  fought  no  cowards  in  those  days  of  terror, 

Each  hero  wrestled  with  hero  foe. 
'Twas  four  long  years  ere  truth  prevailed  o'er  error, 

Ere  patriot  union  laid  disunion  low. 

Peace  reigns  supreme,  and  War  is  here  no  longer, 
The  dark-faced  Hate  slinks  scowling  to  his  den, 

The  broken  chain  of  union  welded  stronger; 
And  warring  states  once  foes  are  friends  again. 

Then  speak  not  harshly  of  the  foes  who  fought  us, 
Who  bravely  for  their  cause  threw  life  away; 

Honor  the  Blue  for  all  the  good  they  wrought  us, 
But  drop  a  tear  of  kindness  for  the  Gray. 


PEACE,   BE   STILL. 

S.  B.   EBBERT. 

'Twas  the  Christ  who  stilled  the  tempest, 

When  the  waves  were  dashing  high, 
When  aroused  by  his  disciples, 

Lord  save  us,  or  we  die; 
And  in  answer  :o  their  calling, 

Though  He'd  left  them  to  their  will, 
Reproved  them  for  their  doubting, 

Then  commanded,  "Peace,  be  still." 
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On  a  night  when  least  suspected, 

Of  the  danger  on  the  Maine, 
Came  the  deadly  black  destroyer, 

Through  an  enemy  from  Spain. 
Oh!  the  pain,  the  death,  the  dying 

Of  the  ones  who  bore  no  ill. 
Then  came  thoughts  of  home,  or  heaven; 

Hushed  the  silence,  all  was  still. 

Oh!  Father,  send  a  message 

From  thy  holy  courts  above, 
That  Thou'rt  not  a  God  of  conflict, 

But  Thou  art  a  God  of  love. 
And  now  oe'r  rule  the  nations, 

Who  would  fight  the  foe  at  will, 
Thou  canst  stay  the  fiercest  battle 

By  Thy  gentle  "Peace,  be  still." 

Dear  Lord  go  with  our  soldiers, 

Who  are  leaving  home  to-night, 
Go  with  them  into  battle, 

Should  they  be  called  to  fight. 
And  should  they  not  be  needed, 

War  orders  to  fulfill, 
Give  each  Thy  benediction, 

And  Thy  righteous  "Peace,  be  still." 


CAVALRY  SONG. 

HUGO  ERICHSEN. 

Ho,  in  your  saddles,  steady, 
With  a  tight  grip  on  your  sword, 

The  hour  is  come  to  right  the  wrong 
And  do  battle  for  the  Lord. 

Follow  your  leaders  into  the  fray 
And  crush  the  haughty  foes; 

No  mercy  to  the  men  that  caused 
Defenceless  Cuba's  woe3. 

North  and  south  ride  side  by  side, 
And  one  flag  floats  above  them, 

But  prayers  follow  where'er  they  go, 
Of  those  at  home  that  love  them. 


I 
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Many  a  horse  will  be  riderless, 

Many  hearts  will  beat  no  more. 
Heroes  will  die  in  the  bloody  fight, 

'Mid  the  cannon's  sullen  roar. 

But,  ho!  in  your  saddles  steady, 

With  a  tight  grip  on  your  sword, 
The  hour  is  come  to  right  the  wrong, 

And  do  battle  for  the  Lord. 


SOLDIER   BOYS. 

LOUISIANA'S  FIELD  AND  WASHINGTON  ARTILLERY. 

LOTTIE    ELGIN. 

Go  forth,  brave  lads,  at  Columbia's  call; 

Go  forth,  like  the  heroes'  sons  you  are, 
With  never  a  care  if  you  stand  or  fall, 

Hitching  your  chariot  to  a  star. 

Go  forth  to  the  echo  of  "Dixie  Land" 
And  "Yankee  Doodle"— the  past  is  past. 

And  over  Its  tomb  take  the  Yankee's  hand — 
Soldier  and  brother  at  last,  at  last. 

Go  forth  with  the  love  of  your  native  state, 

Like  a  rainbow  shining  in  your  sky, 
And  glory  and  honor  will  be  your  fate 

Whether  you  live  or  whether  you  die. 

The  Pelican  hovers  over  you  yet, 

And  higher  up  In  the  Southern  blue 
Hangs  the  watching  Eagle,  with  pinions  set, 

A  mighty  canopy  over  you. 

Go  forth,  like  vet'rans  to  fight  and  to  die; 

Your  fathers  conquered  in  other  wars, 
And  Victory  ever  in  times  gone  by 

Has  made  her  banner  the  "Stripes  and  Stars." 

Good-by!  When  the  artillery's  sullen  roar 
Shall  cease,  and  the  white  dove  builds  her  nest 

In  the  cannon's  mouth,  and  her  young  shall  soar 
O'er  the  dear  homeland  that  you  all  love  best — 
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Come  back  to  honor,  devotion  and  fame; 

Come  back  to  the  measure  of  "Dixie  Land" 
And  "Yankee  Doodle" — we'll  trace  each  name 

On  lasting  marble,  and  not  on  sand. 

Like  trusting  children,  we  give  to  you 
Our  banner — and  now  let  down  the  bars. 

Good-by!    Three  cheers  for  our  soldiers  true, 
And  a  thousand  cheers  for  the  "Stripes  and  Stars/" 


THE   RED,   WHITE   AND   BLUE. 

FLORA  WHITNEY  EVANS. 

Our  boys  are  called  to  the  Isle  of  Cuba,         .     , 

To  avenge  the  slaughter  of  the  Maine; 
That  McKinley  was  slow  in  giving  orders, 

Was  lack  of  ammunition,  so  they  say. 
Our  noble  and  gallant  Consul  General 

Is  a  man  so  brave,  staunch  and  true, 
That  with  army  and  navy  together 

They'll  whip  the  Spaniards  out  of  Cuba — 
I  hope  they  do. 

Chorus. 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 
Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 

That  with  army  and  navy  together, 
They'll  whip  the  Spaniards  out  of  Cuba — 
I  hope  they  do. 

When  they  arrive  at  this  Isle  of  Desolation, 

To  serve  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  Red,  White  and  Blue 
And  forever  free  poor  Cubans  from  starvation 

And  from  the  gall  of  Spain's  tyrannic  rule; 
They'll  come  home  with  heads  crowned  with  glory, 

And  our  country  will  be  proud  of  her  boys  in  blue; 
For  there  is  no  flag  that  represents  a  nation 

As  grand  as  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

Chorus. 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 
Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 

For  there  Is  no  flag  that  represents  a  nation 
As  grand  as  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 


T  « 
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So  will  end  the  Cuban  insurrection, 

Brought  about  by  the  brave  boys  in  blue, 
Having  brought  the  Spaniards  in  subjection, 

Butcher  Weyler'a  demon  task  is  now  through; 
General  Lee  will  be  governor  of  Cuba, 

And  will  rule  with  a  heart  kind  and  true. 
Then  the  Cubans  will,  with  lungs  stout  and  hearty, 

Hall,  three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

Chorus. 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 
Then  the  Cubans  will,  with  lungs  stout  and  hearty, 

Hail,  three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 


NOTES  OF  WAR 

MRS.   J.   E.  EATON. 

What  sound  is  this  that  greets  the  ear 

Across  the  seas  from  far? 
And  fills  the  soul  with  sudden  fear — 

It  is  the  noise  of  war. 

From  crowded  city's  busy  mart 

The  news  is  borne  along; 
True  patriot  fire  thrills  every  heart 

For  right  must  conquer  wrong. 

And  surely  'tis  a  righteous  war 

That  seeks  to  lift  again 
The  suff'ring  Cubans  from  the  dust 

Ground  by  the  heel  of  Spain. 

The  flag  of  peace  should  never  float 

Above  oppressions  slaves; 
0,  better  far,  a  thousand  times 

It  marks  brave  soldiers'  graves. 

Then  ye  who  weep  for  absent  ones 

Gone  forth  to  fight  today, 
Be  strong!   For  God  is  at  the  front, 

This  cloud  shall  pass  away. 
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And  even  now  the  note  of  war 

Rings  with  a  triumph  strain! 
A  victor's  song  for  our  brave  troops; 

A  knell  for  haughty  Spain. 
O  gallant  Dewey!  Wise  true  knight 

What  shall  be  sung  of  thee? 
Who  fearless  sailed  o'er  hidden  mines 

Straight  on  to  victory. 
For  thee  and  thy  brave  men,  today, 

A  nation's  praises  ring. 
Our  Qod  has  truly  answered  prayer 

And  thanks  to  Him  we  bring. 
Bright  on  the  page  of  history 

In  gold  shall  gleam  thy  name. 
A  tarnished  sheet  of  darksome  deeds 

la  thine,  0  cruel  Spain! 


THE  DOOM  OF  SPAIN. 

RAYMOND  EVANS. 

Comes  a  cry  from  out  the  silence— 

From  the  dungeon— from  the  grave- 
From  forgotten  fields  of  battle — 

From  the  Cloister— from  the  wave- 
Ever  fraught  with  gleams  prophetic. 

Rising  to  us  from  the  dust, 
Comes  a  solemn  call  for  vengeance. 

For  atonement  stern  and  Just 
From  the  dark  Peruvian  mountains, 

Where  the  Incas  bled  and  died, — 
From  the  land  where  Montezuma 

Fell  to  sate  Castlllan  pride,— 
From  the  marshy  meads  of  Holland, — 

From  the  islands  of  the  sea,— 
Full  three  hundred  years  uprising, 

Has  been  heard  that  selfsame  plea! 
And  again  a  err  'or  vengeance! 

From  the  Pearl  of  southern  seas, 
From  a  placid  Island  harbor 

In  the  sunny  Antilles, 
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Comes  a  cry  but  newly  risen — 

O,  ye  children  of  the  West, 
TiB  the  blood  of  kindred  calling — 

Lo,  their  spirits  will  not  rest! 

Tremble,  then,  thou  proud  Castilian, 

Woe  to  thee  and  to  thy  pride! 
Lo!  the  blood  that  calls  for  vengeance 

Surely  shall  be  satisfied! 
Hark!    That  cry  from  out  the  silence — 

'Tis  thy  prophecy  of  bane! 
Hark!  a  myriad  spirit  voices 

Heralding  the  fall  of  Spain! 


DRIVE   OFF   THE   SPANISH  SAILOR. 

D.  M.  EDWARDS. 

Momentous  days  are  these. 

Run  up  the  flag — and  nail  her; 
We're  flying  o'er  the  seas 

To  meet  the  Spanish  sailor. 

Our  ways  were  ways  of  peace; 

Beneficence,  and  order, 
And  plenty,  without  cease 

Overflowed  our  border. 

Our  gates  were  open  wide 
And  safe  for  friend  or  stranger; 

Who  came,  we  bade  him  bide; 
Who  went,  went  without  danger. 

But  now  is  war.  The  drum 
And  trumpets  call  "assemble," 

Great  warships  go  and  come 
And  the  lone  sea  wastes  tremble. 

Hard  by  our  southern  shore 

Unclean  birds  had  nested; 
Too  long  the  stench  we  bore, 

Tet  left  them  unmolested. 

But  dark  one  winter's  night 
Spain  fouled  the  flag  we  honor; 
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Now  America  Is  right 
To  set  her  wardogs  on  her. 

We're  sailing  o'er  the  sea, 
Cruiser,  yacht  and  whaler — 

Slgsbee,  Sampson,  Schley — 
To  thrash  the  Spanish  sailor. 

The  far  off  Philippines 
Are  telling  now  the  story 

Of  Dewey's  brave  marines, 
Their  victory  and  glory. 

Hark  ye!  The  sounds  ye  hear 
Are  but  a  spirit  speaking, 

Though  swift  shells  split  the  air 
And  decks  with  red  are  reeking. 

Nor  Conquest,  Pride  nor  Gain, 
But  Light  the  battle  wages. 

Renounce,  renounce,  Oh  Spain, 
The  darkness  of  dark  ages. 

The  Spaniard  found  these  lands: 
God  send  he  now  discovers 

What  angel  'tis  that  stands 
And  holds  the  torch  above  us. 

Then  float  her  to  the  breeze, 
The  stars  and  stripes  so  gala, 

And  from  our  hallowed  seas 
Banish  the  Spanish  sailor. 


THE   BATTLE    OF   MANILA. 

ANSON  EVANS. 

The  dawn  was  dimpling  the  breast  of  broad  Manila  bay, 

And  lights  were  flickering  'neath  the  forts  where  the  Spanish  s 

lay. 
The  softly-sighing  breeze  that  bore  a  breath  benign  and  warm 
From  out  the  quiet  harbor  bar  presaged  the  coming  storm. 

The  stars  paled  lightly  and  the  sky  with  morning  gray  bands  i 
While  the  sailors  on  the  Spanish  ships  in  fitful  slumber  dreame 
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^     ^Bothers,  sisters,  sweethearts,  whose  warm  kisses  they  could  feel 
**  tfcr-off  Barcelona  or  the  city  of  Seville. 

3?*^  light  burned  brighter  in  the  east,  then  flamed  the  break  of  day, 
Vj^*ea  lo!  the  Yankee  fleet  was  seen  a-steaming  up  the  bay. 
^J*^  good  Olympia  lead  the  van  with  dignity  and  grace, 
^^itA  daring  Dewey  on  her  bridge  with  smiles  upon  his  face. 


astern  the  Baltimore  and  Raleigh  slowly  steamed, 
le  the  guns  upon  the  Boston  and  the  Concord  grimly  gleamed, 
cally  they  rode  the  waves  as  slowly  on  they  came, 
«n  suddenly  from  fort  Cavite  flashed  a  jet  of  flame. 

11  the  Spanish  gunboats  thundered,  but  the  Yankees  held  their  way, 
dful  of  the  screaming  shells  that  skimmed  across  the  bay; 
a  fearful  mine  exploded  just  before  Olympia's  prow, 
muddy  streams  across  the  gallant  Dewey's  brow. 

he  only  smiled  and  kept  his  eye  upon  the  Spanish  foe 
l>i«llng  time  propitious  when  he'd  deal  a  crushing  blow, 

demonstrate  to  them  a  thing  they  never  understood 
**ont  the  fighting  fire  that  flamed  in  Anglo-Saxon  blood. 


onward  steamed  our  cruisers  till  they  got  their  reckoning  well, 
loudly  belched  their  deadly  guns  their  lurid  flames  of  hell, 
*Ul  it  seemed  the  bay  was  bursting  in  an  everlasting  roar, 
^*M1  the  loud  reverberations  shook  the  ramparts  on  the  shore. 

Hhot  and  shell  upon  the  Spanish  fell  as  thick  as  drops  of  rain — 
*&We  them  hell!"  the  Captain  shouted,  "and  remember,  lads'  the  Maine." 
"&We  them  hell!"  and  Yankee  gunners  poured  their  deathly  missiles  in, 
Tftl  the  foe  were  bullet-riddled  and  their  decks  were  swept  of  men. 

For  four  fierce  hours  the  battle  raged  beneath  the  burning  sun, 
Until  to  our  grim  bull-dogs  answered  never  Spanish  gun. 
*Tta  noble  Maine  had  been  revenged  upon  that  Sabbath  day, 
A&6  the  squadron  of  the  Spaniards  were  as  drift-wood  on  the  bay! 


A  WAE  SONG. 

DAVID  JAMES  EVANS. 

To  arms!  to  arms!  the  eagle  screams, 

The  bugle  sounds  the  call; 
The  roar  of  battle's  on  the  breeze — 
Our  gallant  navy  ploughs  the  seas — 
We're  ready — one  and  all. 
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A  Spartan  spirit  fills  the  land, 
And  mounts  upon  the  gale; 
Our  flying  squadrons  furious  ride — 
Upon  the  ocean,  deep  and  wide — 
Surcharged  with  iron  hall! 

The  Stars  and  Stripes  our  oriflamme — 

The  Maine — our  battle  cry; 
We'll  swift  avenge  our  shipmates'  death, 
Spain — execrate,  at  every  breath — 
And  fight  her  till  we  die. 

We'll  arbitrate  with  cannon  balls, 

Teach  rapine  to  refrain; 
O'erturn  by  force  of  arms,  the  wrong — 
In  God  our  trust — In  justice,  strong — 

Till  liberty  obtain! 

We'll  double-shot  each  bellowing  gun, 

And  tinge  the  oceans  red; 
Rain  down  upon  Spain's  vaunted  fleet — 
An  avalanche  of  iron  sleet — 
And  pave  their  decks  with  dead. 

As  bravely  speed  our  gallant  tars, 

Across  the  raging  sea; 
We'll  charge  upon  the  Spanish  main — 
Annihilate  the  hordes  of  Spain — 

And  set  poor  Cuba  free. 


THE  MOTHERS  OF  THE  MAINE. 

ELMER  D.   EWERS. 

From  Havana's  distant  churchyard, 
From  the  wreckage  of  the  Maine, 
Comes  a  figure  slowly  stealing, 
(Breathing  forth  the  strange  refrain! 
'You  who  stand  in  doubtful  waiting 
You  who  dread  the  war  with  Spain, 
Use  a  woman's  care  and  judgment, 
Ask  the  mothers  of  the  Maine — 
They  whose  minds  have  reeled  in  anguish, 
They  whose  minds  are  rent  with  pain. 
IJow  should  this  great  debt  be  canceled? 
Ask  the  mothers  of  the  Maine." 


% 
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AS  WE  GO  MARCHING  THROUGH  CUBA. 

WILBUR  EASTLAXE. 


:,  ye  freemen,  to  the  drums  that  call  you  to  the  fray. 
XJiberty  now  needs  her  sons,  the  fight  is  on  to-day; 
•Truth  and  Justice  will  prevail  and  Tyranny  decay 
As  we  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

Ignorance  of  human  rights,  contempt  for  human  kind 
~Aj*d  neglect  of  Freedom's  growth  hath  made  Earth's  rulers  blind. 
fling  Old  Glory  to  the  breeze,  'twill  closer  brave  hearts  bind 
As  we  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

"Where  the  Starry  Banner  waves  shall  men  indeed  be  free; 
to  think,  to  speak,  to  do.    We'll  make  the  world  to  see 
foul  oppressor's  race  is  doomed  through  all  eternity 
As  we  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

Then  raise  the  Stars  and  Stripes  on  high,  loud  let  the  bugle  sound, 
freedom's  hosts  are  marching  by,  to  Cuba  they  are  bound, 
^Ajnd  Freedom's  shot  shall  once  again  be  heard  the  world  around 
As  we  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

Chorus. 

Hurrah,  Hurrah,  the  Flag  will  set  them  free. 
Hurrah,  Hurrah,  this  year  of  jubilee, 
So  we'll  sing  the  chorus  from  Havana  to  the  sea 
As  we  go  marching  through  Cuba. 


POEM. 

GEO.  D.  EMERY. 


They  are  not  dead  whose  names  we  breathe 

With  trembling  voice  and  tear-dimmed  eyes, 
For  whom  the  marble  shaft  we  wreathe 

With  garlands  of  immortal  dyes; 
Not  dead — they  sleep,  while  angel  guards 

Patrol  their  camp  on  every  hand; 
Sweet  rest  at  last  their  toil  rewards 

Who  sought  to  save  their  leaguered  land. 

When  Liberty  assailed,  oppressed, 
Raised  up  her  voice  against  the  wrong 
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O  loyal  sons  of  dauntless  breast 
How  firm  ye  stood  in  cordon  strong. 

A  hero's  soul  in  every  eye 
Fired  with  a  hero's  purpose  grand 

For  liberty  if  need  to  die, 
Or  living  for  her  cause  to  stand. 

The  screaming  shot,  the  bursting  shell, 

The  long-roll  echoing  through  the  night, 
To  lead  the  charge  'mid  groan  and  yell, 

The  deadly  struggle  might  with  might 
The  bivouac  on  the  bloody  field 

Racked  with  the  pangs  of  wounds  and  thirst, 
Too  weak  to  fly — too  brave  to  yield — 

With  bitterness  of  death  accurst 

The  horrors  of  the  prison  pen, 

Whence  few  who  entered  ever  came, 
Starvation  in  a  loathsome  den 

Where  life  was  death  and  hope  a  name; 
All  these  and  more  these  heroes  dared 

That  freedom's  light  might  shine  afar, 
Bach  breast  to  death  was  freely  bared 

Amid  the  wild  alarm  of  war. 

True  hearts  who  heard  that  stirring  call, 

Who  formed  that  phalanx  strong  and  deep, 
What  matters  if  ye  live  or  fall 

Tour  sons  and  sires  why  should  they  weep? 
Tour  names  are  writ  on  glory's  page, 

Secure  doth  freedom  reign  supreme 
While  down  each  far  succeeding  age 

Tour  deeds  shall  honor's  voice  proclaim. 

Again  across  Columbia's  plains 

The  war  trump  peals  its  thrilling  blast, 
Once  more  it  sings  in  stirring  strains 

The  glorious  triumphs  of  the  past; 
The  answering  tread  of  mustering  hosts, 

The  land  aglow  with  bivouac  fires, 
Proclaims  that  still  our  Union  boats 

Sons  brave  and  loyal  as  their  sires. 

These  graves  with  tears  of  love  bedew 
And  deck  them  with  the  bloom  of  May 
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In  honor  of  the  boys  in  blue, 
In  memory  of  the  boys  in  gray. 

No  more  opposed  in  deadly  strife, 
Brother  to  brother,  sire  to  son, 

They  proved  their  valor  life  for  life, 
Now  side  by  side  they  sleep — as  one. 

Sleep  on  brave  hearts  and  take  your  rest 

A  hundred  million  strong  and  free 
Shall  guard  in  each  heroic  breast 

Tour  pure  and  priceless  legacy. 
'Twas  not  in  vain,  O  noble  band 

Tour  blood  imbued  Columbia's  sod, 
United  now  her  children  stand — 

One  flag,  one  country  and  one  God. 


MORRO   CASTLE. 

ANNE  STEWART  ETHERIDGB. 

So,  boy!  Ho,  boy!    Lend  a  hand  here,  sir! 

Awash  is  the  water,  aheave  is  the  vessel; 
Steady,  steady;  hoist  the  cable  there,  sir; 

Loose  for  Havana  and  dark  Morro  castle. 

-All  right!    Let  her  go.    Clang  strikes  the  bell, 
A  long,  loud,  hoarse  blast  bellows  the  whistle; 

She's  off,  she's  free;  there's  the  turmoil  of  a  wheel 
That  turns  toward  Havana  and  dark  Morro  castle. 

She  poises  a  moment,  she  feels  of  the  spray, 

A  moment  still  to  the  shore  she  nestles; 
Then  out  toward  the  Liberty,  and  into  the  bay, 

She  starts  for  Havana  and  dark  Morro  castle. 

Oh,  the  ocean  is  shining,  the  ocean  is  blue, 
And  white  is  the  spray  that  plays  with  the  vessel; 

But  alas  for  the  ship,  and  alas  for  the  crew, 
Bound  for  Havana  and  dark  Morro  castle. 

Five  nights  stained  the  skies,  and  five  days  did  clear  them, 
When  early  in  the  dawn,  "Land,  ho!"  and  the  bustle 

Of  sailors  was  gay  as  they  sprang  to  steer  them 
Toward  that  speck  of  land  where  stands  Morro  castle. 
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When  the  day  had  burned  down  to  twilight's  dim  hour, 
They  stayed  in  the  harbor;  and  the  weary  wrestle 

Of  wide  ocean's  waves  were  stilled,  and  the  power 
Of  peace  was  on  them  and  Havana  and  the  castle. 

And  birds  in  the  sunset  did  sail,  and  green  trees 
Came  down  to  the  water  Inviting  the  vessel, 

And  a  smell  of  the  orange  sweetened  the  sea  breeze 
That  blew  from  Havana  and  dark  Morro  castle. 

Day  after  day,  she  beguiled  them,  this  Pearl 
Of  all  the  Antilles,  with  sweet  sounds,  and  wassail 

Of  honey-dipped  winds,  and  sights  of  her  girls 
That  bloom  in  her  gardens  and  shun  Morro  castle. 

Till  one  night, — Harken,  and  weep  as  I  tell  it — 
When  black  rain  blotted  sea,  harbor  and  vessel 

And  city  from  sight,  and  only  a  fillet 
Of  three  lights  bound  the  hill  where  stands  Morro  castle. 

Death  came  down  upon  them  on  wings  of  the  lurid, 
Death  came  with  the  shriek  of  the  crazed  and  the  bestial; 

The  ship  shuddered,  sprang,  sank  back  in  the  horrid 
Black  waters  that  ooze  under  dark  Morro  castle. 

Oh,  those  sailor  lads  jaunty  and  those  sailor  lads  brave, 
That  had  hied  with  a  heart  so  free  to  the  vessel, 

Found  Havana  was  death,  and  their  haven  a  grave, 
And  their  black  beetling  tombstone,  dark  Morro  castle. 


Then  weep  for  the  sons  and  weep  for  the  brothers, 
And  weep  for  America,  stricken  and  dazzled; 

But  I  tell  you,  ye  sisters,  and  I  tell  you  ye  mothers, 
While  you  weep  you  may  shudder  for  dark  Morro  castle. 


IN  A   HAMMOCK   SHROUD. 

BARRETT  EASTMAN. 

When  my  turn  comes,  dear  shipmates  all, 
Oh!  do  not  weep  for  me; 
J  Wrap  me  in  my  hammock  tight, 

And  put  me  into  the  sea; 
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For  it's  no  good  weeping 
When  a  shipmate's  sleeping, 
And  the  long  watch  keeping 
At  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 

But  think  of  me  sometimes  and  say: 

"He  did  his  duty  right, 
And  strove  the  best  he  knew  to  please 
His  Captain  in  the  fight;" 
But  it's  no  good  weeping 
When  a  shipmate's  sleeping, 
And  the  long  watch  keeping 
Through  the  long,  long  night. 

And  let  my  epitaph  be  these  words: 

"Cleared  from  this  port,  alone, 
A  craft  that  was  stanch,  and  sound,  and  true — 
Destination  unknown;" 

And  it's  no  good  weeping 
When  a  shipmate's  sleeping, 
And  the  long  watch  keeping 
All  alone,  all  alone. 

And  mark  this  well,  my  shipmates  dear, 

Alone  the  long  night  through, 
Up  there  in  the  darkness  behind  the  stars 
I'll  look  out  sharp  for  you; 
So  it's  no  good  weeping 
When  a  shipmate's  sleeping, 
And  the  long  watch  keeping 
All  the  long  night  through. 


THE   SWORD. 

LOUISE  BETTS  EDWARDS. 

The  sword  Is  sharp — the  sword  is  truth, 
That  makes  the  crooked  places  plain, 

And  teaches  roughly,  without  ruth, 
Great  verities  pressed  home  through  pain; 

That  carves  through  falsehood's  living  flesh, 

To  cut  the  deeds  that  drew  her  mesh. 

The  sword  is  merciless — as  love, 
That  lances  deep  to  heal  a  wound; 
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That  holds  the  unblemished  soul  above 
Sleep  safety,  with  dishonor  crowned. — 

"Say*  hast  thou  stopped  to  count  the  cost?" — 

"Nay!  nations  did  so,  and  were  lost!" 


The  sword  costs  dear— the  sword  this  day 
Is  honor,  worth  all  worlds  to  him 

Who  hears  the  future's  patriots  pray: 
"Leave  not  the  stain  our  shield  to  dim!" 

The  sword  deals  death?    Then  wait  for  life 

To  do  the  deed  with  duller  knife! 

The  sword  Is  terrible — the  sword 
Is  God,  the  God  of  hosts,  the  Lord, 

Who  yet  leads  forth  a  chosen  band 
To  lift  the  curse  that  loads  a  land. 

Through  tears  of  women,  blood  of  men, 

His  peace  on  earth  must  come  again. 

The  rusting  sheath  when  Right  is  wronged- 
The  fainting  fear— feet  leaden  shod, 

Or  eyes  in  shameless  sleep  prolonged — 
Nay,  these  are  terrible  as  God, 

As  sharp  as  truth,  as  dread  as  death. 

That  never  stifled  freedom's  breath! 


THE   NATION'S   CALL. 

(DR.   E.   A.    EDLEN. 

Arise,  ye  people,  who  of  yore 

Have  guarded  jealously 

Your  rights  and  liberty! 
Fly  to  the  standard,  as  before, 

And  wipe  oppression  from  the  earth, 

Proclaim  to  Cuba  freedom's  birth! 

Ah!  Hear  the  wretched  sufferers  groan! 

The  despots,  wild  and  rash, 

Do  wield  the  bloody  lash 
On  people  who  from  hunger  moan. 

Lo!  death  and  desolation  there 

Crush  liberty  and  bring  despair! 
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The  whip  of  tyrants  shall  rebound 

Upon  their  backs;  their  fame 

And  grandeur  die  in  shame. 
Now,  hear  the  shrilly  trumpets  sound! 

The  hungry  dogs  of  war  are  loose, 

A  worthy  prey  they'll  surely  choose! 

Shall  liberty  be  trampled  down? 

Te  fearless  braves,  awake! 

Our  honor  is  at  stake, 
The  oily  Dons  upon  us  frown! 

Now  chastise  them  with  no  restrain 

And  quickly  cut  their  victims'  chainl 

March  on,  march  on  to  victory! 

The  foe  with  terror  smite, 

And  show  that  ye  can  fight 
Like  true  sons  of  the  brave  and  free. 

Then  shall  your  glorious  deeds  be  told 

In  joyful  strains  by  young  and  old! 


THE  AMERICAN  SOLDIER. 

LANNBTTA  M.  BLUOTT. 

Ah,  mother,  dear,  you  need  not  fear 
That  I'll  be  killed  by  knaves, 

The  Spanish  will  be  killed  themselves 
By  the  American  Yankee  braves. 

I'll  fight  the  cowards  to  the  death, 
While  thinking  of  Cuba's  plight, 

And  never  be  satisfied  until 
I've  whipped  them  out  of  sight 

If  the  thoughts  of  Cuba  don't  suffice, 
I'll  think  of  the  ship — our  Maine — 

And  if  this  won't  fill  my  soul  with  ire, 
I'll  never  fight  in  war  again. 

I'll  look  the  Spaniards  in  the  face, 
And  split  their  hateful  flag  in  two; 

Then  raising  forth  our  Stars  and  Stripes, 
Will  say  this  is  the  flag  for  you. 
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MEMORIAL  DAY,  1898. 

J.    A.    EDGERTON. 

Flowers  on  the  graves  of  oar  dead  we  strew. 
Flowers  we  give  to  our  soldiers  new; 

One  in  memory,  both  In  tribute, 
Unto  our  heroes  who  wear  the  blue. 

Grand  old  army  passing  away! 
Grand  young  army  marshaled  today, 

Going  to  fight  the  battle  of  freedom, 
Linked  indissolubly,  Blue  and  Gray. 

Tenting  tonight  on  the  old  camp  ground, 
Sacred  memories  hovering  round! 

Then,  as  foemen  who  fought  each  other; 
Now,  as  brothers,  together  bound! 


How  we  love  them,  our  boys  in  blue, 
Those  on  whose  graves  our  flowers  we  strew, 
These,  their  sons  who  are  going  from  us! 
How  we  cherish  them,  old  and  new! 

These  have  gone  at  their  country's  call. 
Some  will  return  to  us,  some  will  fall. 

We  are  powerless  to  shield  or  save  them; 
We  can  love  them,  and  that  is  all. 

Strewing  flowers  in  the  pleasant  May, 
Sad  and  proud  are  our  thoughts  today, 
Tears  we  mingle  for  those,  the  fallen, 
And  these,  the  living,  who  march  away. 

Unto  the  future  we  turn  and  see 
Two  armies  meet  in  eternity — 

One,  the  dead  whose  ashes  are  round  us, 
And  one,  the  dead  who  are  yet  to  be. 


THE  DRUM  OF  '98. 

HARRY    STIIJL.WBL.L.    EDWARDS. 

Hear  the  ripple  and  the  rattle 

Of  the  drum! 
How  the  memories  of  battle  rise  and  come 

With  the  drum!  \ 
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Where  the  banner's  golden  lance  Is 
Where  the  mettled  charger  prances, 
Where  the  long  gray  line  advances, 
There  the  distant  rifles  prattle 

To  the  drum, 

To  the  drum, 
To  the  ripple  and  the  rattle 

Of  the  drum! 

Hear  the  booming  and  the  roaring 

Of  the  gun 
Through  the  smoke  of  battle  soaring 

To  the  sun! 
Where  the  dauntless  hero's  choice  Is 
Where  the  hero-heart  rejoices, 
Where  the  victors  lift  their  voices, 
There  the  raging  ranks  are  pouring 

Round  the  gun, 

Round  the  gun, 
Round  the  black  and  blazing  muzzle 

Of  the  gun. 

Home  of  the  fearless  free 

Thy  sons  encompass  thee; 

For  glory  once  again  they  stand, 

From  rock-bound  Maine  to  Tampa's  strand 

The  eagle  watches  o'er  the  land, 

His  shadow  sweeps  the  sea! 

For  glory  once  again  they  stand! 

Nor  lustful  heart  shapes  thy  demand — 

It  is  the  Saxon's  destiny 

To  lift  the  torch  of  Liberty 

Full-flamed  for  all  eternity 

And  guard  it,  sword  in  hand. 

Home  of  the  free,  the  brave! 
They  sunk  beneath  the  wave 
Who  did  thy  spotless  honor  keep — 
Assassins  struck  them  in  their  sleep 
They  are  not  coffined  in  the  deep, 
Our  memory  is  their  grave, 
Who  did  thy  spotless  honor  keep! 
Aye,  let  the  bright  sword  lightly  leap; 
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Their  lives  for  love  of  man  they  gave 
And  this  alone,  of  God  we  crave 
To  free  the  despots'  famished  slave 
And  dry  the  eyes  that  weep! 

Hark  to  the  eagle's  cry; 
Gray  sentinel  of  the  sky — 
Waiting  aloft  on  outspread  wings! 
Hark!  how  his  warning  war  note  rings! 
Vengeance  of  our  God  It  flings 
Down  from  on  high! 
Waiting  aloft  on  outspread  wings! 
Watch  what  the  waiting  brings! 
Watch,  for  the  hour  is  nigh! 
A  bolt  unto  the  earth  will  fly 
The  wolf  upon  your  shore  will  die 
When  back  the  eagle  springs! 

Hear  the  ripple  and  the  rattle 

Of  the  drum! 
How  the  memories  of  battle  rise  and  come 

With  the  drum! 
Where  the  banner's  golden  lance  is 
Where  the  mettled  charger  prances, 
Where  the  long  gray  line  advances, 
There  the  distant  rifles  prattle 

To  the  drum, 

To  the  drum, 
To  the  ripple  and  the  rattle 

Of  the  drum! 

Hear  the  booming  and  the  roaring 

6f  the  gun, 
Through  the  smoke  of  battle  soaring 

To  the  sun! 
Where  the  dauntless  hero's  choice  is, 
Where  the  hero-heart  rejoices, 
Where  the  victors  lift  their  voices, 
Where  the  raging  ranks  are  pouring 

Round  the  gun, 

Round  the  gun, 
Round  the  black  and  silent  muzzle 

Of  the  gun. 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  MANILA. 

HOWELL,  S.  BNC&ANIX 

The  mists  of  night  hung  darkly  o'er  proud  Manila's  bay, 
^*3er  sentinel  forts  in  silence  slept,  her  ships  at  anchor  lay, 
AJVhen,  silently,  but  boldly,  the  fearless  Yankee  fleet 
Steamed  right  into  the  harbor's  mouth,  beneath  thy  guns,  Cavite; 
~And  when  the  mists  were  lifted,  and  shone  the  morning  sun, 
Our  boys  beheld  the  Spanish  ships,  in  number,  two  to  one. 

Then  quickly  from  the  citadel,  the  opening  volleys  fly, 
And  quick  and  true,  with  deadly  aim,  the  Yankee  tars  reply; 
Bach  head  is  cool,  each  eye  is  clear,  and  steady  every  hand, 
Above  them  float  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  and  Dewey  hath  command. 
8even  thousand  miles  across  the  seas  they've  come  in  fierce  delight 
To  show  the  treacherous  Spaniard  how  free  men,  and  strong  can  fight 

With  what  reverberations,  roared  forth  the  cannonade! 

The  bursting  shell,  the  crashing  steel,  infernal  music  made; 

And  now  the  Spanish  flagship  burns,  and  now  her  admiral  flees, 

And  now  the  Don  Antonio  is  swept  from  off  the  seas; 

And  their  shattered  decks  are  reeking  with  the  hot  blood  of  the  slain, 

While  the  Yankee  boys  remember  the  martyrs  of  the  Maine! 

0  how  sublime,  resistless,  raged  that  two  hours'  fearful  fray, 
Till  not  a  Spanish  gun  replied  across  the  crimsoned  bay; 
And  when,  at  last,  great  Dewey  his  dogs  of  slaughter  chained, 
Of  all  that  haughty  Spanish  fleet,  but  battered  wrecks  remained! 
Then  burst  there  out,  a  mighty  shout  that  rang  from  shore  to  shore, 
And  hailed  full  clear,  with  rousing  cheer,  the  Yankee  Commodore! 

Oh  ne'er  before  such  fight  was  fought  since  history  began! 

0  never  such  a  victory  before  was  won  by  man; 

His  ships  unscathed — his  rudders  hold — his  engines  throb  and  drive— 

Bach  gun  is  on  its  carriage  trim— and  every  man  alive! 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  for  Dewey!    His  fame  shall  hold  her  place 

While  still  survive  upon  the  earth  our  sturdy  tongue  and  race! 

The  glory  of  his  victory,  the  ages  cannot  dim! 

The  mighty  heroes  known  of  old,  a  brother  hail  in  him; 

fie  stands,  a  living  testament,  that  sure  hath  dawned  the  day 

"When  the  Anglo-Saxon  'round  the  world  shall  hold  triumphant  sway; 

And  unto  Thee,  Lord  God  of  Hosts,  our  hearts  in  praise  unite 

That  Thou  hast  kept  us  'neath  Thine  eye  and  clothed  us  with  Thy  might! 
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TVW   OFTEEA'S  MISHAPS. 

.>»»«.*•.  ***,  »  ^wnfet  rv«k.  who  craned  the  briny  ocean 
*.m*«w   >v  «*jt*  nr  rnrJf  Sam:  such  was  the  Spanish  notion. 
^  x*  »**i».  ;   ^tw  murrain  as  he  nenred  fair  Cuba's  shore; 
>*»i   x,         -»*t  n\  o«?tf  make  on:  where  I  am  headed  for." 
'    *-*•"    '  >»*►»■*-   w  *\{vq{l  tr  ahow  the  way  to  as; 
i«    ,.•,.%    .x    »»■«,    *ti,  :>?r.  besides,  he  was  Americas." 
si    «    «^  x^f.  v  v%nn<  around,  uneasy  as  a  ghost 
w^    .»*    *  x>    %. .  \v    r  *w:  he  dodged  about  the  coast 
-    w.   x  >»  %  x   *-**  .<*:jpm:  tt  seek  a  friendly  port; 
■...     \w»i   x    x-..    x    ,\v.^r.  ve;  of  fuel  he  was  short 
.  ^  v..    ,  >*_.  i^..    xx      wit.  he   "Ii;  Just  hare  time," 
x,    x    =v.    ^   *  x    -v    \  <>.i?*  *-i';h  two  ships  of  the  line. 
v»- 1-^  i    -x    u     *  .^k,  ^hit.  kep;  watch  with  eager  eye; 

iv-    .«_*«.>>    x.-    *-!»>  -v^  y*-i.*i  tfielr  Commodore  was  Schley. 
>*.-.  x.    \"}»  -  ,i .«  v  •*   .X:  xv     nc  iMiper  be  most  roam, 
*'w  Xw^    X   v-**a  *u»  >«<<km  a  haw.  we  most  not  let  him  home, 
w.w   .  •-.  -*.   as    ...  v«  ,v.   *  »;:.«-* u*p  our  people  sorrow, 
*..«-  >-.       «i.*-i    x*.  %>  x*.  St\\*j»:  *:*»r  his  ran  to  Mono. 
>...::*.*  Jv.^.   x    ».*»;.   »v\  «»;*>    there  seemed  to  be  no  room, 
vwk    x«jk.  :o.jk.-.   «  *>  ,K*    v    -5*c     .hf  Yackeee  made  things  boom. 
vi-_  >o  x  n*.^  ^u..^  v>  uvu,     "v  .  n?f  has  come  to  go;" 
■•■-»    jcu«j  k   tv.    v  ^.t^i  «s  haw.  *;  fighting  he  was  slow. 
.*.aw  ^  *  x*Kvi   *  M-  •■,\i>.:xx*>  .?  tm»  are  met  with  on  the  sea; 
>*v»   *x^  .w  w>    vx^i    ^.x*.j  f  *«.  ;h«y  saw  the  Spanish  flee. 
.vi»i  -*a  -1*.  >t.i  MuikV  . *o   -J  >i   .>*  greater  power  found 
Laa;  .jX>  le*«r  v;  >v^:i  *  ii*«>    i  *  \utw  mill  was  ground. 
Wa^u  :o:s  i^ta.  x:   ±>*  %a*  ii-.***  j:r.:.*  ;hf  folks  of  Spain, 
Lie/  >a:u  a'^mcucw  j- a*,  .vx;'    ;  xr^  livp  «>u:  of  the  reign. 


>±:t  a"  pa  vkkk. 

yiko:xia  a.   Ki^\Ki> 

A  nA::oaf  vailing  :ai»  gri«*f* 

Send*  up  a  y^ea  from  gal  lias  chains; 
Shall  we,  unmoved,  give  no  relief 
From  sorrow  and  from  suffering's  pains? 
Oh,  men  of  broad  humanity. 
Set  Cuba  free!    Set  Cuba  free! 
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Shall  women  starve  and  children  die  ' 

With  plenty  standing  at  our  door? 
Shall  we  not  heed  the  human  cry 
Which  comes  to  us  forevermore? 
Oh,  men,  reach  out  in  sympathy, 
Set  Cuba  free!    Set  Cuba  free! 

Long  has  the  laughter  died  away, 

And  given  place  to  anxious  fears, 
Long  has  a  nation  known  the  sway 
Of  tyrant  strength  through  scalding  tears. 
Oh,  men,  who  love  sweet  liberty, 
Set  Cuba  free!    Set  Cuba  free! 

Too  long  in  dust  have  brothers  knelt, 

With  helpless  hands  to  cruel  fate, 
Too  long  the  thralldom  they  have  felt 
In  martyrdom  to  scorn  and  hate. 
Oh,  patriots,  rise  from  sea  to  sea, 
Set  Cuba  free!    Set  Cuba  free! 


THE  BATTLESHIP  MAINE. 

W.  P.  FANNING. 

night  in  Havana,  the  Heavens  were  clouded; 

the  night  for  a  traitor,  the  hour  for  a  spy; 
'When  a  crash  loud  as  thunder  rent  the  waters  asunder; 
And  death's  lurid  flames  illumined  the  sky. 
The  thousands  awakened  by  the  noise  that  was  deafening, 
The  echo  of  murder  shook  ocean  and  plain; 
It  awakened  the  starving,  'twas  the  first  gun  for  freedom, 
When  the  Spaniards  had  blown  up  the  Battleship  Maine. 

Chorus. 

Great  emblem  of  Liberty  on  Bartholdi's  statue 

Your  torch-flame  of  Freedom  lighting  the  sky — 

May  it  throttle  oppression,  lift  up  the  down- trod  den; 

Let  your  light  reach  to  Cuba  is  America's  cry. 

With  the  shadow  of  Lincoln,  the  spirit  of  Garfield, 

The  will  of  a  Jackson,  and  the  force  of  a  Blaine 

With  cur  hands  held  above  us — yes,  by  the  eternal! 

We'll  have  pay,  and  have  interest,  for  the  Battleship  Maine. 
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DON  CEVERA'S  MISHAPS. 

FREDERICK  H.   EATON. 

Cervera  was  a  Spanish  Don,  who  crossed  the  briny  ocean 
To  smash  the  ships  of  Uncle  Sam;  such  was  the  Spanish  notion. 
But  his  route  it  grew  uncertain  as  he  neared  fair  Cuba's  shore; 
Said  he,  '1  can  not  quite  make  out  where  I  am  headed  for." 

"I  wish  Vespucci  was  along  to  show  the  way  to  us; 
He  knew  the  way,  and  then  besides,  he  was  Americus." 
So  up  and  down  he  bobbed  around,  uneasy  as  a  ghost 
And  like  a  boy  without  a  sled  he  dodged  about  the  coast 
At  last  he  saw  he  was  obliged  to  seek  a  friendly  port; 
For,  though  he  had  the  Colon,  yet  of  fuel  he  was  short 

"To  get  to  Santiago  bay,"  said  he,  "I'll  just  have  time," 
So  he  led  on  his  line  of  ships  with  two  ships  of  the  line. 
Meanwhile  the  fleet  of  Uncle  Sam  kept  watch  with  eager  eye; 
Their  cruisers  they  were  very  swift,  their  Commodore  was  Schley. 
Said  he,  "Cervera's  in  the  bay;  no  longer  he  must  roam. 
For  though  the  man  has  reached  a  base,  we  must  not  let  him  home, 
And,  if  we  do  not  put  him  out  'twill  cause  our  people  sorrow, 
And  so  I  think  that  we  had  better  stop  his  run  to  Morro. 
Cervera  thought  he  would  not  stay,  there  seemed  to  be  no  room, 
For  real  estate  was  on  the  rise;  the  Yankees  made  things  boom. 
And  so  he  said  unto  his  men,  "The  time  has  come  to  go;" 
For  though  he  led  the  Spanish  fleet,  at  fighting  he  was  slow. 
And  now  behold  what  wondrous  things  are  met  with  on  the  sea; 
For  while  our  boys  fought  Cuban  flies,  they  saw  the  Spanish  flee. 
And  on  that  self  same  July  third,  the  greater  power  found 
That  the  flower  of  Spain's  navy  in  a  Yankee  mill  was  ground. 
When  this  defeat  at  last  was  known  unto  the  folks  of  Spain, 
They  said  Alphonse  must  come  in  and  keep  out  of  the  reign. 


* 


SET  CUBA  FREE. 

VIRGINIA   G.    EL.LARD. 

A  nation,  wailing  in  its  grief, 

Sends  up  a  plea  from  galling  chains; 
Shall  we,  unmoved,  give  no  relief 
From  sorrow  and  from  suffering's  pains? 
Oh,  men  of  broad  humanity, 
Set  Cuba  free!     Set  Cuba  free! 


t 
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Shall  women  starve  and  children  die 
With  plenty  standing  at  our  door? 
Shall  we  not  heed  the  human  cry 
Which  comes  to  as  forevermore? 
Oh,  men,  reach  out  in  sympathy, 
Set  Cuba  free!    Set  Cuba  free! 

Long  has  the  laughter  died  away, 

And  given  place  to  anxious  fears, 
Long  has  a  nation  known  the  sway 
Of  tyrant  strength  through  scalding  tears. 
Oh,  men,  who  love  sweet  liberty, 
Set  Cuba  free!    Set  Cuba  free! 

Too  long  in  dust  have  brothers  knelt, 

With  helpless  hands  to  cruel  fate, 
Too  long  the  thralldom  they  have  felt 
In  martyrdom  to  scorn  and  hate. 
Oh,  patriots,  rise  from  sea  to  sea, 
Set  Cuba  free!    Set  Cuba  free! 


THE  BATTLESHIP  MAINE. 

W.  P.  FANNING. 

Twas  night  in  Havana,  the  Heavens  were  clouded; 

*Twas  the  night  for  a  traitor,  the  hour  for  a  spy; 

When  a  crash  loud  as  thunder  rent  the  waters  asunder; 

And  death's  lurid  flames  illumined  the  sky. 

The  thousands  awakened  by  the  noise  that  was  deafening, 

The  echo  of  murder  shook  ocean  and  plain; 

It  awakened  the  starving,  'twas  the  first  gun  for  freedom, 

When  the  Spaniards  had  blown  up  the  Battleship  Maine. 

Chorus. 

Great  emblem  of  Liberty  on  Bartholdi's  statue 

Your  torch-flame  of  Freedom  lighting  the  sky — 

Hay  it  throttle  oppression,  lift  up  the  down-trodden; 

Let  your  light  reach  to  Cuba  is  America's  cry. 

With  the  shadow  of  Lincoln,  the  spirit  of  Garfield, 

The  will  of  a  Jackson,  and  the  force  of  a  Blaine 

With  our  hands  held  above  us — yes,  by  the  eternal! 

Well  have  pay,  and  have  interest,  for  the  Battleship  Maine. 
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Accursed  be  the  nation  which  murders  a  soldier 
Who  visits  her  shores  a*  a  neighbor  and  friend; 
May  her  power  be  soon  over,  her  mission  soon  ended, 
And  the  curse  of  the  starving  the  verdict  will  rend. 
We  have  pleaded  for  Cuba,  fed  the  starving  and  dying; 
Have  asked  lest  their  families  be  butchered  and  slain; 
We  have  cabled  to  Madrid,  and  to  Lee  at  Havana — 
For  an  answer  they  sunk  our  good  Battleship  Maine. 

We  have  soldiers  and  heroes,  we  have  them  by  thousands; 
Some  have  marched  behind  Grant,  some  have  fought  under  Lee; 
We'll  have  Sheridans  and  Johnstons,  a  Hooker  and  Hancock, 
And  we'll  soon  have  a  Sherman  to  march  to  the  sea. 
From  Atlantic's  high  billows  to  Pike's  Peak  on  the  Rockies. 
The  people  will  speak  in  a  tone  that  is  plain, 
And  the  heroes  that  sleep  in  Key  West  and  Havana, 
Will  not  rest  in  their  graves  till  we're  paid  for  the  Maine. 

May  Heaven  rest  their  spirits,  their  reward  be  eternal, 

Their  crowns  ever  golden  and  shining  may  be 

Let  their  tomb  be  inscribed  with  an  emblem  from  Heaven — 

They  died  for  their  country  and  that  Cuba  be  free. 

For  Humanity's  mission  our  army  is  marching; 

'TIs  greater  than  conquest  for  greed  or  for  gain, 

But  they've  slaughtered  our  soldiers,  our  patience  exhausted — 

We  must  have  revenge  for  the  Battleship  Maine. 


UNFURL  THE  BROAD  BANNER. 

ELBERT  FOWLER. 

Unfurl  the  broad  banner,  the  emblem  of  freedom — 
The  Stars  and  the  Stripes  of  the  red,  white  and  blue; 

Raise  topmost,  bare  foremost,  in  navy  and  army, 
The  Old  Flag  of  Glory,  with  colors  so  true. 

Shoot  down  the  bold  traitor  who  dares  to  dishonor 
The  folds  of  the  emblem  for  which  we  paid  well; 

When  through  smoke  and  the  dust  from  a  tyrant's  wild  battery* 
Old  Glory  was  seen  to  be  floating  there  still. 

Arise,  then!  ye  patriots,  defend  ye  her  honor! 

And  down  with  the  nation  of  butchery  and  crime; 
May  victory  and  peace  be  the  laurels  you've  won  her, 

And  the  blessings  of  Heaven  on  Old  Glory  shall  shine. 
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CALL  TO  BATTLE. 

W.  C.  FARMER. 

Now  line  again  for  battle,  boys, 

The  enemy  is  near; 
Shake  out  the  glorious  colors, 

And  banish  all  your  fear. 

Now  prove  the  starry  banner,  boys, 

We  hear  a  pleading  cry; 
Unfurl  the  flag  of  liberty, 

And  let  us  make  reply. 

We'll  move  upon  the  castles, 

We'll  sweep  the  foaming  sea, 
Well  storm  the  sullen  earthworks, 

Till  Cuba  is  made  free. 

We'll  shrink  the  pride  of  Spaniards 

We'll  break  the  tyrant's  sword, 
We'll  crush  the  reign  of  Weylers, 

Which  nations  have  deplored. 

We'll  fly  the  flag  of  freedom. 

Our  emblem — our  delight, 
Until  the  world  shall  tremble, 

'Neath  the  power  of  its  might 


THE  FLAG. 

HENRY  LYNDEN  FLASH. 

Up  with  the  banner  of  the  free! 

Its  Stars  and  Stripes  unfurl, 
And  let  the  battle  beauty  blase 

Above  a  startled  world. 
Nor  more  around  its  towering  staff 

The  folds  shall  twine  again, 
Till  falls  beneath  its  righteous  wrath 

The  gonfalon  of  Spain. 

That  flag  with  constellated  stars 

Shines  ever  in  the  van! 
And,  like  the  rainbow  in  the  storm, 

Presages  peace  to  man; 
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For  still  amid  the  cannon's  roar 
It  sanctifies  the  fight, 
And  flames  along  the  battle  lines, 
The  emblem  of  the  Right. 

It  seeks  no  conquest — knows  no  fear; 

Cares  not  for  pomp  or  state; 
As  pliant  as  the  atmosphere, 

As  resolute  as  Fate. 
Where'er  it  floats,  on  land  or  sea, 

No  stain  its  honor  mars, 
And  Freedom  smiles,  her  fate  secure 

Beneath  its  steadfast  stars. 


WAR   SONG. 

JAMES  FURIS. 


The  towns  seems  very  lonesome  since  the  boys  they  went  away, 
To  fight  the  wily  Spaniards  in  Havana's  rocky  bay, 
But  we  know  that  every  man  of  them  will  play  a  noble  part, 
And  show  the  love  of  freedom  springs  from  a  manly  heart 

Chorus: 

Then  spread  aloft  "Old  Glory,"  and  let  the  lines  advance, 
We  will  give  but  slight  attention  to  the  threatening  of  France; 
We've  bested  them  long  years  ago,  when  we  had  no  war  with  Spain, 
And  what  we  did  in  Mexico  we  will  quickly  do  again. 

Though  gathered  here  from  Maryland  and  from  far  across  the  sea, 
We  have  the  gallant  sons  of  Erin's  isle,  that  struggled  to  be  free; 
We  have  the  hardy  Englishman,  and  Scotchmen  from  the  Clyde; 
Yes,  and  thousands  of  the  blue,  and  gray,  now  fighting  side  by  side. 

It  awakens  all  our  manhood,  for  to  see  the  blue  and  gray, 
Marching  on  beneath  "Old  Glory,"  and  ready  for  the  fray. 
And  when  they  land  in  Cuba,  to  their  foes  they'll  make  it  plain, 
Though  once  they  were  divided,  that  it  won't  occur  again. 

When  Dewey  at  Manila  destroyed  their  fleet  and  shore, 
He  showed  the  Dons  a  thing  or  two  they  didn't  know  before, 
They  are  hiding  now  from  Sampson,  but  he'll  catch  them  just  the  same, 
And  when  he  does  they  will  have  cause  to  think  upon  the  Maine. 
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MOTHERHOOD  MILITANT. 

LYDIA  HOYT  FARMER.         / 
THE  ROYAL  MOTHER. 

Behold  your  king,  hidalgos  brave; 

On  his  head  rests  the  crown 

Of  Spain's  proud  glory;  o'er  the  wave 

Float  flags  of  her  renown; 

A  mother  and  a  child,  we  stand, 

Defended  by  your  arms; 

Fight  for  the  honor  of  our  land, 

Which  quakes  with  war's  alarms. 

Our  Island  gems  in  Spain's  rich  crown, 

The  foeman  seeks  to  wrest;  • 

Let  guns  belch  fire  where  our  forts  frown; 

Crimson  the  billowy  crest, 

Remember  how  your  fathers  fought 

To  gain  Spain's  treasured  lands; 

By  their  blood  was  our  kingdom  bought; 

Our  flag  waved  in  their  hands. 

But  now  our  throne  is  rocking  dire; 

Our  royal  crown's  at  stake; 

'Midst  bursting  shells  and  battle  fire, 

Fight  for  your  country's  sake. 

Behold  your  Infant  king  and  crown, 

Were  he  to  manhood  grown; 

His  sword  might  put  the  foeman  down; 

His  arm  gain  glories  flown. 

THE  CUBAN  MOTHER. 

Cuban  mothers,  like  Spartan  dame, 

Cry,  Liberty  or  death, 

Cuba  Libre  our  hearts  inflame, 

E'en  with  our  dying  breath. 

Shout — liberty  from  galling  chain, 

Slaves,  we'll  no  longer  be, 

We'll  break  the  yoke  of  cruel  Spain, 

Freedom,  on  land  and  sea. 

Though  we  must  starve,  and  husbands  die; 
And  sons  fight  deadly  foes; 
Our  Land  shall  wake  to  lib  arty; 
Bought  by  our  lives  and  woes; 
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And  though  our  Isle  runs  red  with  blood, 
And  patriots  dead,  lie  low; 
Watered  by  costly  crimson  flood, 
Fair  flowers  of  peace  shall  grow. 

And  though  we  give  all  we  hold  dear, 

Life,  husband,  sweetheart,  son; 

That  glorious  day  is  drawing  near, 

When  victory  shall  be  won; 

Though  we  may  die — with  our  last  breath, 

We  cry,  like  Spartan  dame; 

It  must  be  liberty  or  death, 

Free  Cuba  is  our  fame. 

THE  AMERICAN  MOTHER. 

Our  Stars  and  Stripes  float  o'er  a  land 
Blessed  with  bright  Freedom's  reign; 
Our  liberty  by  patriot  band, 
Our  fathers  did  obtain. 
And  now  America  stands  forth. 
As  champion  for  the  Right; 
And  loyal  mothers  bid  their  sons, 
For  Cuba's  freedom  fight 

Our  Starry  Flag  must  be  unfurled 
Wherever  wrong  enslave*, 
Our  loyal  weapons  must  be  hurled, 
Defending  patriot  braves. 
America  will  send  her  sons 
Where  Right  points  out  the  way; 
And  loyal  mothers  are  the  on  38, 
To  cheer,  and  hope,  and  pray. 


RECIPROCAL. 

C.  A.  FONDERDEN. 


Great  England!  here's  the  "Brother"  hand, 
To  clasp  thine  own,  outstretch  3d  to  us. 
And  through  all  coming  ages  thus 

In  faithful  union  may  we  stand! 

In  every  cause  of  Truth  and  Right, 
With  clasp'd  hands  still  may  we  abide, 
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Defenders  at  each  other's  side 
In  every  God-appointed  light. 

Hence  be  our  banners  intertwined, 

On  land  and  sea,  'neath  Freedom's  sun, 

And  love  and  friendship  make  us  one 
To  right  whatever  wrong  we  find. 

Yea,  let  the  talismanic  word 

Of  "Brother/1  flashed  across  the  sea, 

Bring  thee  to  us,  or  us  to  thee, 
Where  e'er  the  battle  cry  is  heard. 

Or  on  the  land,  or  on  the  sea, 

With  thee,  brave  England,  at  our  side, 

No  foe  shall  stem  the  battle  tide 
Though  he  the  combined  nations  be.       * 

Then,  "Brother,"  take  the  hand  we  give, 

In  glad  return  for  thine,  so  true, 

And  with  it  go  our  hearts  to  you 
While  Justice,  Truth  and  Right  shall  live! 


"CEASE   AFTERNOON  DRILL." 

MICKEY  FREE. 

Arrah,  gineral,  dear,  a  volunteer 

From  a  distant  Prairie  State, 
Begs  your  attention  while  he  does  mention 

The  troubles  that  on  him  wait. 
He  knows  right  well,  for  he  oft  heard  tell, 

From  the  black  boys  clad  in  blue, 
That  you  were  ever  a  friend  who  would  always  lend 

Your  ear  to  a  tale,  if  true. 

He  also  knows,  for  history  shows, 

That  your  post  was  the  firing  line, 
And  where  there  was  death  you  were  ever  met 

In  the  front  with  Old  Glory  flyin*. 
In  war  or  in  peace,  may  you  never  cease 

To  add  to  your  life's  bright  story, 
And  when  taps  have  been  blown  and  your  spirit  flown, 

May  it  be  to  the  home  in  glory. 
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I've  somewhere  read,  and  I  oft  heard  said 

That  the  braver  the  soldier  the  kinder; 
That  he's  always  on  hand,  and  needs  no  command. 

No  protest,  hint,  or  reminder, 
To  remove  all  cause,  be  it  custom  or  laws, 

That  would  make  the  humblest  suffer, 
Whether  from  drills,  or  pills,  or  the  thousand  ills. 

In  the  stock  of  the  non-com  duffer. 

If  this  be  so,  then  gineral,  I  know, 

That  we've  got  but  to  state  our  case, 
And  the  saddest  lad  in  the  awkward  squad 

Will  have  sunshine  in  his  face. 
It's  as  hot  as  h ,  that  you  know  quite  well, 

So  please  bow  to  Heaven's  high  will; 
And  a  recruit's  prayer  you  shall  ever  share, 

When  your  order  "Cease  afternoon  drill." 


TO   WHEEL  IN   CUBA. 

ALFRED  FOX. 

Get  your  1900  wheel  and  come  along  with  me, 
To  take  a  ride  through  Cuba  Libre,  the  gem  isle  of  the  sea; 
The  island  which  is  chainless,  like  our  bikes;  and,  now  she'i 
Let  us  go  biking  through  Cuba. 

Chorus. 

Hurrah!  hurrah;  no  trochas  now  are  here; 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  no  Spaniards  now  appear; 

For  Uncle  Sam  got  after  them  and  soon  they  had  to  clear. 

Now  we  go  biking  through  Cuba. 

Since  the  Spanish  horde  has  fled  the  island  basks  In  peace. 
All  now  is  smiling  plenty  and  the  industries  increase; 
For  Uncle  Sam  is  fondly  caring  for  his  beauteous  niece. 
Let  us  go  biking  through  Cuba. 

Chorus. 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  we'll  ride  from  shore  to  shore; 
Hurrah!  hurrah!  free  Cuba  evermore, 
Silenced  now  forever  is  the  shock  of  battle's  roar. 
As  we  go  biking  through  Cuba. 
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O  SONS  OF  EMPIRE  IN  THE  WEST! 

LUCIUS   HARWOOD   FOOTE. 

The  Earth  Is  rent  from  zone  to  zone, 

The  waves  of  conflict  clash  anew; 
We  hear  afar  the  ebb-tide  moan, 

In  Northland  tried,  in  Southland  true, 

The  tramp  of  armies  In  review. 
Tour  camp-fires  flash  from  crest  to  crest, 

Tour  Ironclads  storm  along  the  blue, 
O  Sons  of  Empire  in  the  West! 

Or  foul,  or  fair,  we  sought  our  own 

Where  death  puts  on  its  ghastly  hue, 
And  found  them  lying  stark  and  prone; 

Not  slain  In  dauntless  fight  we  knew, 

When  decks  were  wet  with  battle  dew. 
There  lay  them  down  to  dreamless  rest, 

Till  Gabriel  sounds  the  last  tattoo, 
O  Sons  of  Empire  in  the  West! 

The  Lord  of  Hosts  upon  His  Throne, 

Will  sift  the  nations  through  and  through, 
To  Him  the  hearts  of  men  are  known, 

He  hears  the  suppliants  when  they  sue, 

And  will  repay  to  each  his  due. 
Let  men  give  heed  to  His  behest, 

Else  they  may  reap  the  wrath  and  rue, 
O  Sons  of  Empire  in  the  West! 

ENVOY. 

Then  peal  on  peal,  not  faint  nor  few, 

As  forth  you  fare  upon  your  quest; 
The  God  of  Battles  safeguard  you, 

0  Sons  of  Empire  in  the  West! 


THE    CHAPLAIN    UNDER   FIRE. 

ROBERT  FERRAL. 

We  are  not  going  back  on  Hobson,  and  couldn't  if  we  tried, 
His  name  is  now  a  household  word  and  honored  far  and  wide; 
But  we've  a  man  aboard  this  ship,  a  chaplain  in  the  fleet, 
Who,  when  it  comes  to  clean-cut  grit,  is  mighty  hard  to  beat. 
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What  did  he  do?    Well,  'twasn't  much,  If  fightin'  is  what  you  mean, 
For  the  chaplain  is  a  man  of  peace,  that's  plainly  to  be  seen; 
But  for  downright  manly  courage,  when  death  is  in  the  air, 
Tou  can  count  upon  our  chaplain,  and  always  find  him  there. 

Of  course,  you  were  not  with  us  when  the  boys  first  went  ashore, 
Only  a  handful  of  marines,  but  dead  game  to  the  core; 
And  maybe  you  have  never  heard  what  happened  in  the  fight 
When  ten  to  one  attacked  them  in  the  darkness  of  the  night 

Four  of  that  little  party,  young  heroes  of  the  sea, 
Gave  up  their  noble  lives  that  day  to  make  the  Cubans  free; 
They  fought  the  battle  bravely,  and  when  the  night  was  o'er 
The  old  flag  still  was  flying  as  proudly  as  before. 

Someone  signalled  for  a  chaplain  to  join  the  Spartan  band, 
And  you  bet  our  parson  wasn't  slow  to  lend  a  helping  hand; 
Then  we  saw  a  sad  procession  move  slowly  up  the  hill 
To  where  four  lonely  graves  were  dug  beside  a  rippling  rill. 

And  now  with  heads  uncovered  the  mourners  kneel  for  prayer, 
And  words  of  tender  sadness  break  the  stillness  of  the  air; 
"I  am  the  resurrection  and — "  the  chaplain  calmly  said, 
When  a  rain  of  bullets  whistled  'round  the  living  and  the  dead. 

Thank  heaven,  not  one  has  fallen,  and  no  man  turns  to  flee, 
But  the  way  the  Yankee  rifles  flash  is  worth  a  life  to  see; 
And  the  chaplain  kept  on  reading  the  service  for  the  dead, 
Amid  the  storm  of  battle,  till  every  word  was  said. 

So  the  brave  were  laid  at  rest,  like  victors  in  their  glory, 
And  history's  pages  rarely  tell  a  more  heroic  story; 
How  truthful  is  the  tribute  paid  to  valor's  modest  bearing, 
"The  bravest  are  the  tenderest,  the  loving  are  the  daring." 


FALL  m,  AX'   MARCH   TO   GLORY. 

LIEUT.   CHAS.   A.   FOSTER. 

When  we  stop  de  war  in  Cuba 
Oh,  den  we'll  pat  de  Juba, 
For  de  Weyler  an'  de  Spaniards 

An'  we'll  give  a  dance  to  Spain, 
Wid  all  de  bands  a-p'ayln' 
An'  da  regimsnts  arrayin' 


^ 


Spanish- American   War   Songs.  && 

For  de  honor  of  Ole  Glory, 
An*  our  duty  to  de  Maine. 

Chorus. 

Fall  In  an*  march  to  Glory 

Oh!  hear  dat  music  play;' 
Oh!  see  dem  stars  a-gleamin', 

Uncle  Sam  has  had  his  say. 
Oh!  hear  dat  eagle  screamin' 

We're  gwine  to  flght  wid  Spain, 
We're  gwine  off  to  Cuba 

To  sattle  for  d3  Maine. 

Oh,  ours  will  be  de  glory 

For  de  Maine  will  live  in  story. 

Dat  stain  upon  her  banner 

Will  eber  be  foh  Spain, 
Oh,  wid  joy  we'll  hail  free  Cuba 
As  we  pat  for  Spain  de  Juba, 
An'  all  de  world  will  bless  dem 

Who  died  upon  de  Maine. 

We'll  take  down  food  to  Cuba 
While  Spain  will  dance  de  Juba 
We'll  make  de  minor  incident 

A  big  one  for  old  Spain. 
Wid  all  de  bands  a-playin' 
An'  de  regiments  arrayin' 
We'll  feed  an'  free  de  starvln' 

As  a  duty  to  de  Maine. 

It  won't  take  but  half  a  minnit, 
For  de  colored  troops  are  in  it, 
An'  Weyler's  woman  fighters 

Will  wish  dey  was  in  Spain. 
Wid  de  eagle  fiercely  screamin' 
An  Ole  Glory's  stars  a-gleamin' 
We'll  close  de  war  in  Cuba 

As  a  tribute  to  de  Maine. 

Oh,  we're  a  gwine,  honey, 
An'  we  wouldn't  stay  for  money, 
Diplomacy's  a  goose  egg 
De  Ea£l3  fights  wid  Spain. 
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Miss  Liberty's  a-callln' 
Dls  is  no  time  for  crawlln' 
March  on  beneath  Ole  Glory 
An*  don't  forget  de  Maine. 
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THE  DAY  OF  WRATH. 

JOHN  W.   FITZMAURICE. 

Through  the  land  rings  out  the  tocsin; 

Calling  loud:     "To  arms,  to  arms!" 
And  each  patriot's  heart  re-echoes, 

To  the  voice  of  war's  alarms. 
"Up!"— it  calls— 'tis  God  is  speaking: 

"Hearts  for  right  and  hands  on  sword! 
Sea  and  land  in  concert  meeting, 

For  their  captain  is  the  Lord! 

'Tis  the  God  of  battles  calling- 
Shall  his  summons  be  in  vain? 

'Tis  the  tottering  pillars  falling, 
Long  supporting  cruel  Spain! 

'Tis  the  cry  of  slaughtered  millions — 
From  God's  throne  comes  loudly  down — 
"From  Spain's  brows  remove  the  diadem, 
"From  her  head  take  off  the  crown!" 

"Filled  has  she,  beyond  full  measure, 

"My  dread  cup  of  wrath  divine; 

Slaughtered  innocents  at  pleasure — 

"Helpless  Innocents  of  mine! 
Long  at  her  injustice  weary; 
"Underfoot  my  patience  trod; 
"In  my  vengeance  now  I  answer!" 
Speaks  in  wrath — Almighty  God! 

To  that  voice,  the  farthest  compass 

Of  this  western  land  and  sea; 
Answers  "Yes!" — responsive  freemen — 

Children  born  of  Liberty! 
Marching  are  they  now  for  warfare; 

Measure  they  the  cries  and  tears, 
That  have  risen  to  heaven  for  justice, 

Through  the  centuries  of  years. 
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Cries,  from  blood  poured  out  In  torrents; 

Tears,  from  sorrow's  eyes  that  weep; 
Sighs,  from  broken  hearted  thousands, 

Now  on  Spain  devoted  sweep. 
Every  freeman's  hand,  Is  grasping 

Sword,  of  God's  consuming  wrath; 
And  that  nation  shall  be  scattered, 

Obstructing  long  Jehovah's  path! 


ON  THE  EVE  OF  BATTLE. 

JAMES  EDGAR  FRENCH. 

Lord  God  of  hosts,  whose  arm  can  save 

By  many  or  by  few, 
Stretch  out  Thy  hand  across  the  wave, 

And  keep  the  boys  in  blue. 

Teach  them  that  war  for  sake  of  war 

Is  brutal  murder  merely, 
That  which  Thou  payest  nations  for, 

Punishing  them  severely. 

While  war  for  Freedom's  sake  is  blest 
With  all  heaven's  benediction; 

That  in  such  case  Thou  punishest 
Only  for  direliction. 

Teach  them,  O  Lord,  that  Cuba's  cause 
Needs  more  than  resolution; 

That  it  demands,  besides  hurrahs, 
Vigorous  prosecution. 

Teach  them  'tis  but  futility 

To  boast  of  self-reliance; 
That  faith  in  God  is  really 

War's  most  availing  science. 

Go  Thou  with  them  'neath  Morro's  guns, 
Where  shot  and  shell  shall  rattle; 

Be  this  the  shout  of  Victory's  sons: 
"The  Lord  has  won  His  battle." 

Lord  God  of  hosts,  whose  arm  can  save, 

By  many  or  by  few, 
Stretch  out  Thy  hand  across  the  wave, 

And  keep  the  boys  in  blue. 
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POEM. 

W.   T.   FRANCIS. 

We  have  just  received  reports  of  a  battle  at  Manila, 

Where  we  demonstrated  to  the  world  the  strength  of  our  flotilla, 

And  our  brave  Commander  Dewey,  as  cool,  as  cool  could  be, 

Licked  the  Spaniards  good  and  plenty,  and  drove  them  in  the  sea. 

Chorus: 

And  when  you  hear  of  our  fighting  them  again, 

Tou  may  rest  assured  our  record  we'll  maintain, 

And  we'll  send  every  one  of  them  where  they  sent  the  good  ship  "Maine. 

There'll  be  a  hot  time  for  Spaniards  that  night 

That  the  Spanish  have  been  cruel  there's  no  one  can  deny, 

For  their  torture  has  caused  many  noble  men  to  die, 

But  they  are  dwelling  now  in  heaven,  way  up  far  beyond  the  sky, 

Where  no  Spanish  fiends  can  reach  them,  no  matter  how  they  try. 

Chorus: 

For  when  we  kill  the  Dons  with  shot  and  shell, 
And  over  their  dead  bodies  shouts  of  victory  we  yell, 
Old  Satan  will  receive  new  comers  into — well. 
There'll  be  a  hot  time  in  hades  that  night. 


THE  UNIFORMED  MAN. 

MONTGOMERY  M.  FOLSOM. 

Oh,  that  man  with  the  uniform  on, 

He  rises  up  at  the  peep  of  dawn, 

And  the  morning  stars  give  a  waning  wink 

While  the  captain  hustles  around  for  a  drink. 

Oh,  that  man  with  the  uniform  on, 
With  his  epaulettes  and  his  sword  half  drawn, 
As  he  swaggers  along  through  the  crowded  street 
And  ogles  the  girls  who  are  dressed  so  neat. 

He  is  only  a  soldier — what  shall  we  think 
If  sometimes  early  he  asks  for  a  drink? 
Oh,  that  man  with  the  uniform  on, 
His  name  may  live  when  we're  dead  and  gone! 
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REMEMBER   THE    « MAINE"    BOYS. 

J    M.  PITCH. 

The  gallant  ship  "Maine"  in  the  harbor 

Neath  the  guns  of  the  Spanish  fort  lay, 
Her  brave  crew  wer3  peacefully  resting 

In  sleep  from  the  duties  of  day. 
Monro  Castle  loomed  dark  in  the  distance, 

Havana's  lights  twinkled  afar, 
And  night  settled  down  o'er  the  waters 

With  never  a  glimmering  star. 

The  tread  of  the  sentry  sounds  faintly 

As  its  echo  is  borne  o'er  the  deep, 
And  the  sailor  is  dreaming  of  sweetheart  and  home 

As  he  lies  in  his  ocean  rocked  sleep. 
No  fear  has  the  brave  tar  of  danger 

For  his  ship's  In  a  friendly  port, 
A  Spaniard '8  the  soul  of  honor, 

And  Morro — a  Spanish  fort 

But  hark!    On  the  silence  comes  crashing, 

Appalling  with  terror  each  heart, 
A  sound  that  is  telling  of  horror  and  death, 

For  the  good  sMp  is  breaking  apart, 
From  their  berths  spring  the  seamen,  but  only 

To  meet  death  in  flame  and  4a  flood, 
For  the  treacherous  Spaniards  have  blown  up  the  ship 

And  the  debt  must  be  wiped  out  in  blood. 

Two  hundred  and  sixty  and  six,  my  lads. 

Of  our  brothers  were  murdered  by  Spain, 
Let  us  never  turn  back  when  we  start  on  their  track. 

Nor  forget  to  remember  the  "Maine." 
And  when  we  have  driven  the  "butchers" 

From  Cuba,  the  gem  of  the  sea, 
We  shall  feel  that  our  brothers  at  last  are  avenged, 

And  Cuba,  fair  Cuba  is  free. 

Chorus: 

Then  strike  out  for  freedom,  my  lads  brave  and  true. 

And  shout  it  in  chorus  again. 
For  Cuba  and  Honor,  For  Red,  White  and  Blue, 

And  remember,  remember  the  "Maine." 
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THE   BLUE   AND   THE   GRAY. 

FRANCIS  MJLSE3  FINCH. 

By  the  flow  of  the  inland  river, 

Whence  the  fleets  of  iron  have  fled, 
Where  the  blades  of  the  grave-grass  quiver, 

Asleep  are  the  ranks  of  the  dead. 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  Judgment  day— 
Under  the  one,  the  Blue, 

Under  the  other,  the  Gray. 

Those  in  the  robings  of  glory, 

These  in  the  gloom  of  defeat, 
All  with  the  battle-blood  gory, 

In  the  dusk  of  eternity  meet 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day — 
Under  the  laurel,  the  Blue, 

Under  the  willow,  the  Gray. 

From  the  silence  of  sorrowful  hours 

The  desolate  mourners  go, 
Lovingly  laden  with  flowers 

Alike  for  the  friend  and  the  foe. 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day — 
Under  the  roses  the  Blue, 

Under  the  lilies,  the  Gray. 

So,  with  an  equal  splendor 

The  morning  sun-rays  fall, 
With  touch,  impartially  tender, 

On  the  blossoms  blooming  for  all. 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day — 
Broidered  with  gold,  the  Blue, 

Mellowed  with  gold,  the  Gray. 

So  when  the  summer  calleth 
On  forest  and  field  of  grain, 

With  an  equal  murmur  falleth 
The  cooling  drip  of  the  rain. 
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Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day — 
Wet  with  the  rain,  the  Blue, 

Wet  with  the  rain,  the  Gray. 

Sadly,  but  not  upbraiding, 

The  generous  deed  was  done; 
In  the  storm  of  years  that  are  fading 

No  braver  battle  was  won. 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day — 
Under  the  blossoms,  the  Blue, 

Under  the  garlands,  the  Gray. 

No  more  shall  the  war-cry  sever, 

Nor  the  winding  river  be  red; 
They  banish  our  anger  forever, 

When  they  laurel  the  graves  of  our  dead. 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day — 
Love  and  tears  for  the  Blue, 

Tears  and  love  for  the  Gray. 


OSBORN  DEIGNAN. 

D.   FRANK. 

You  can  talk  about  your  heroes  who  'mid  storm  of  solid  shot, 
Walked  boldly  into  battle,  when  the  fray  was  raging  hot. 
There  are  heroes  at  Manila,  there  are  heroes  everywhere, 
There  are  manly  noble  fellows,  ready  now  to  do  or  dare, 
But  the  greatest  of  all  heroes  is  the  one  who  dares  to  go 
To  a  certain  death  of  horror  in  the  awful  depths  below. 
Who  knows  but  not  a  shadow  of  chance  for  life  remains, 
That  a  death  both  swift  and  sudden  is  reward  for  all  his  pains. 
But  who  in  spite  of  danger  answers  "here"  at  duty's  calls, 
And  leaps  to  his  post  of  duty,  little  recking  if  he  falls. 
All  honor  to  young  Deignan,  a  hero  brave  is  he, 
As  honest  and  as  true  a  lad  as  ever  sailed  the  sea. 
All  honor  to  his  mother  in  her  far  off  little  home, 
May  peace  and  plenty  be  her  lot  and  sorrow  never  come, 
And  when  her  boy  returns  to  her,  his  duty  bravely  done, 
I  hope  you  Stuart  people  will  remember  Deignan's  son. 
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WE  FIGHT  FOR  LIBERTY. 

LHE  FAIRCHILD. 

Like  a  dark  cloud  of  warning  our  fleet  rolls  out  to 
Rolls  out  upon  the  ocean  to  make  a  people  free; 
Across  the  raging  waters  behold  the  lightning's  flash, 
Across  the  deep's  mad  billows  hear  the  thunders  crash! 

Once  more  the  nation  rises,  a  giant  strong  and  bold, 
To  strike  the  blow  for  freedom,  in  song  and  story  told; 
Let  kings  turn  pale  with  anger,  if  angry  they  must  be, 
We  are  the  sons  of  freemen,  we  fight  for  liberty. 

Let  others  war  for  plunder— unholy  be  their  fight; 

Although  we  are  the  mighty,  we  fight  but  for  the  right; 

God  bless  our  arms  and  armies  upon  the  sea  and  land, 

And  may  the  hand  that  guides  them  have  hold  of  Thine  Own  Hand* 


SPANISH  TREACHERY. 

C.  O.  FAULKNER. 

It  was  the  treacherous  hand  of  Spain 
Uplifted  and  with  foul  intent, 
Her  cowardly  emissaries  sent 

To  strike  the  gallant  "warship  Maine. 

Her  hands  already  stained  with  blood 
Of  patriots,  struggling  to  be  free. 
The  haughty  tyrant  crossed  the  sea, 

And  sank  our  proud  ship  in  the  flood. 

They  dared  not  challenge  her  to  fight, 
Nor  face  the  thunder  of  her  guns 
Manned  by  a  nation's  free  born  sons, 

But  struck  the  fatal  blow  at  night 

More  than  two  hundred  harmless  souls 
To  an  untimely  grave  were  hurl'd — 
Such  treachery  has  shocked  the  world- 
Havana's  water  o'er  them  rolls. 

Can  we  demand  too  much  of  Spain, 
Or  place  indemnity  too  high? 
The  wealth  of  Europe  could  not  buy 

The  life  of  one  so  foully  slain. 
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Let  tardy  justice  now  awake 
And  sweep  the  Spaniard  from  the  sea, 
And  set  the  Cuban  patriots  free — 

A  proper  restitution  make. 

God  help  .them*,  when  the  gathering  cloud 

Shall  burst  in,  fury  on  their  head! 

The  cry  of  all  our  martyr'd  dead 
Will  call  for  vengeance  fierce  and  loud. 


IF  WE  FORGET  THEE! 

JULIA  (NBEHjY  FINCH. 

If  we  forget  thee,  O  Maine! 
May  our  blood  Jose  its  crimson  strain, 
And  our  cheeks,  be  blanched  with  pain — 
May  the  craven  and  coward  of  Spair 
Who  crouches  and  creeps  to  spring 
Reign  over  our  -country  as  king — 
If  we  forget  thee,  O  Maine! 

The  watch  for  the  night  was  set; 
The  sailor  lads  dreaming,  slept; 
And  the  mothers,  awaking,  wept 
For  the  lads  that  cams  home  no  more. 
A  clamor!  A  clash!    A  roar! 
The  earth  and  the  far  sky  met — 
O  Maine! — and  dost  thou  forget? 

By  a  dastardly  deed  of  the  dark 
Were  thy  best  and  thy  bravest  slain. 
Unshrouded,  unshrlven,  unknown, 
They  were  buried  there,  stiff  and  stark, 
Tho'  he  dies  of  his  long  regret 
No  father  could  claim  his  own: 
Thinkest  thou  that  he  will  forget? 

Out  of  their  red  wounds'  lips, 
Where  the  salt-sea  stings  and  slips, 
And  the  flesh  is  shredded  in  strips, 
By  the  tide  as  it  sweeps  and  dips, 
Comes  a  terrible  cry,  and  strong — 
A  dolor  of  death  and  wrong. 
It  recordeth  a  nation's  debt 
That  a  nation  will  not  forget. 
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THE  CALL. 

LEONARD  Q.  POSTER. 

Now  let  the  cannons  boom,  and  muskets  flash; 

For  tyranny  and  freedom  now  must  clash. 

It*  seems  not  wise  for  us  to  longer  wait 

For  Spain  to  come  to  terms  or  arbitrate; 

Unfurl  Old  Glory!     Let  the  squadrons  flyv 

For  liberty  and  justice  shall  not  die. 

The  Star  of  Hope  shall  soon  o'er  Cuba  ware, 

And  give  to  Spanish  rule  an  ocean  grave. 

It  is  a  fact  that  those  who  yearn  for  light 

Will  find  the  darkness  fleeing  from  their  sight 

When  fair  Columbia's  ensign  is  dragged  low, 

There  the  old  Eagle  pounces  on  the  foe! 

Awake!  Arise!  and  heed  the  call  today, 

Ye  sons  of  noble  sires,  ye  patriots  gray. 

To  arms!  To  arms!  with  courage,  heart  and  brain, 

You'll  not  forget  the  sinking  of  the  Maine; 

Let  Spanish  treachery  and  carnage  cease, 

And  soon  will  fly  the  snow-white  dove  of  peace. 

Go  heed  the  call;  let  all  the  nations  see 

We  love  all  lands  that  yearn  for  liberty. 


"SO   SAY  WE  ALL  OF  US." 

ISIDOR  D.  FRENOH. 

)h,  do  not  frown,  dear  May,  nor  fractious  be, 

Becsuse  we  spoke  of  March  too  lovingly; 

Fair  April  grave  us  pouts  from  jealousy 

With  bitter  tears  of  rain;  and  so  for  thee 

We  longed  and  waited  all  her  weary  while, 

Hoping  for  comfort  in  thy  sunny  smile. 

Is  this  thy  breath,  that,  sweeping  from  the  north, 

Affrights   the   tender   buds   whose   putting  forth 

To  greet  thy  coming  gladdened  every  breast? 

So  rude  it  blows  that  e'en  the  birds  protest 

Because  so  roughly  shaken  is  each  nest. 

Last  night  thy  moon  smiled  sweet  o'er  land  and  sea 

And  promise  grave  of  warmer  days  to  be; 

We  glowed  with  joy  and  love,  dear  May,  for  thee; 

This  morn  we  nearly  freeze!     Oh,  be  more  kind! 

Breathe  gently,  dear,  sweet  balm  of  southern  wind; 
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Be  thy  own  lovely  self,  and  hurry,  do; 
Let  as  not  wait  for  smiles  thy  whole  month  through; 
Warm  up  and  cheer  with  hearty  cordial  will 
Our  spirits  dampened  by  the  April  chill. 


THE  GUARDSMAN. 

{FRANK   X.   FINNJBQAN. 

My  brother  Jim,  he's  in  the  regiment,  an'  he 

Says  he's  goin'  down  to  fight 
Soon  as  the  soldiers  ever  start,  an'  gee! 

Maybe  they'll  go  tonight! 
He's  got  a  suit  just  like  a  p'liceman,  too,   . 

An'  soldier  cap  an'  gun, 
He  says  they'll  show  the  folks  what  they  can  do. 

He  thinks  it'll  be  fun! 

But  ma,  she  says  she  don't  want  him  to  go, 

'Cause  she's  afraid,  I  guess. 
An'  so,  las'  night  she  was  a-cryin'  so 

When  Jim  said  that  unless 
She'd  want  to  have  a  coward  for  a  son 

He'd  have  to  go  an'  fight, 
That  seemed  just  like  she  never  would  get  done 

But  cried  and  cried  all  night. 

An'  sis  told  Jim  that  if  they  went  away 

She  thought  it  was  a  shame, 
An'  cried  when  Jim  said  't  was  a  lucky  day 

To  show  that  we  are  game; 
Sis  liked  Jim  in  his  suit  an'  cap  an'  so 

I  thought  she  wouldn't  care, 
But  she  took  on  an'  cried  just  like  as  though 

He's  goin'  to  die  down  there! 

But  pa,  you  know,  he  never  said  a  word, 

Just  like  he  couldn't  talk, 
But  just  shook  hands  with  Jim,  like  this,  real  hard, 

An'  went  to  take  a  walk; 
An'  blmeby  I  went  out  to  try  an'  meet 

The  kids,  you  know,  an'  do 
Something,  an'  pa  was  walkin'  up  the  street 

An'  he  was  cryin'  too! 


I 


372  Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

THE  SINKING  OF  THE  MERRTMAO. 

M.  S.  FAHRffl>LL. 

Cervera's  fleet  at  midnight  sneaked 

Into  Santiago  bay. 
When  Sampson  learned  that  he  was  in. 

In,  said  he,  he'll  stay. 
And  now  to  hold  the  rascal  in, 

And  prevent  his  getting  back, 
Right  in  the  mouth  of  yonder  bay 

We'll  sink  the  Merrimac. 

A  deed  of  daring  he  well  knew 

Was  required  of  men  of  steel, 
And  to  his  noble  sailors 

He  quickly  did  appeal. 
Quick  as  a  flash  a  noble  band 

In  concert  made  reply, 
We'll  sink  our  ship  in  yonder  gap, 

And  then,  if  need's  be,  die! 


SONG  OF  THE  AVERAGE  MAN. 

K  B.  FRBBMAiN. 

I  don't  think  much  of  Cuba — 

Let  her  fight  it  out  with  Spain— 
But  here's  to  the  men  who  were  murdered  when 

The  Spaniards  sank  the  Maine. 
If  the  Spaniards  sank  the  Maine, 

So  much  the  worse  for  Spain; 
They  have  got  to  settle  with  you  and  me, 

If  the  Spaniards  sank  the  Maine. 

Let  statesmen  prate  of  "honor," 

For  that's  the  statesmen's  job; 
But  the  boys  who  fight— they  keep  It  bright, 

And  not  the  howling  mob. 
If  the  Spaniards  sank  the  Maine, 

Our  duty  is  quite  plain; 
There'll  be  just  twelve  million  volunteers, 

If  the  Spaniards  sank  the  Maine. 

Humanity  is  very  well, 
But  the  field  is  close  at  hand; 
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'When  we  heal  the  sores  at  our  very  doors 

We  may  tackle  a  foreign  land. 
Did  the  Spaniards  sink  the  Maine? 

It  is  now  too  late  to  explain; 
Hurrah  for  our  country,  right  or  wrong, 

And  the  heroes  of  the  Maine. 


THE   EAGLE   AND   THE  LION. 

GEORGE    FREDERICK. 

Alone  on  his  rock  nigh  a  hundred  years 

He  has  droused  with  the  sun  in  his  eyes. 
Dumb  watch  o'er  the  yellow  sand  was  his  care, 

Far  west  to  the  far  sunrise. 
But  now  he  stretches  his  tawny  length — 

There  is  stir  in  the  dusk  of  the  hundred  yean — 
Distant  the  sounds  and  great  his  strength, 

So  he  dozes  again  with  listening  ears. 

Alone  the  young  eagle  above  the  rock 

Swings  hither  and  thither,  to  and  fro, 
Watching  the  smoke  and  the  dust  of  the  earth, 

Watching  the  free  wind  blow. 
Drowsed  too — but  now  he  ruffles  his  crown, 

And  the  evening  light  in  his  eyes  gloweth  red 
As  he  mounts  to  mark  the  sun  go  down, 

A  century's  sun,  'neath  the  thunder-head. 

"Be  we  brothers  or  brothers  be  we  not?" 
To  him  on  the  rock  comes  down  the  cry. 

And  he  answers:    "Yea,  we  are  kin  and  kin, 
'Twain  kings  of  the  earth  and  the  sky. 

Thou  of  the  lightnings  of  heaven  has  ward, 
I  of  the  powers  of  God's  great  deep. 

Gather  the  thunders?  Bare  men's  children  the  sword? 

'Tis  time  that  we  rouse  us  from  sleep." 

Woe  when  the  eagle  sends  cry  to  heaven 
And  stoops  to  the  cloud  where  the  tempest  lies! 

And  woe  when  the  lion  shall  rise  on  his  rock, 
8torm-wind  in  his  mane  and  wrath  in  his  eyes! 
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.    Then  brother  with  brother  and  blood  with  blood 
We  shall  stand.  "Alien  peoples,  beware! 
Hold  we  the 'dread  powers  of  fire  and  flood, 
Of  earth,  and  of  sea,  and  of  air." 


WHERE   YANKEE  BOYS  MUST  GO. 

JOHN  C.  POSTER. 

Last  night  upon  my  bended  knees, 

Beside  my  humble  bed, 
My  thoughts  were  with  our  soldier  boys, 

A  prayer  for  each  I  said. 
I  thought  of  those  they  left  behind, 

Some  mothers  old  and  gray, 
And  weeping  wives  and  babes  too  young 

To  recollect  that  day. 

And  some  left  sweethearts  kind  and  true, 

Whom  they  were  soon  to  wed; 
But  duty  called  our  boys  away, 

And  soon  they  may  be  dead 
Upon  some  foreign  battlefield, 

'Neath  a  mound  of  Spanish  sod, 
With  naught  to  mark  the  graves  we  love, 

They  wait  to  meet  their  God. 

Dry  up  those  tears  that  course  thy  cheek! 

Let  our  sad  hearts  be  light; 
Trust  In  the  God  of  battle  to 

Protect  them  In  the  fight. 
They've  only  Just  gone  on  before — 

Where  Yankee  boys  must  go, 
To  face  the  cannon's  mighty  roar, 

And  fight  the  deadly  foe. 


SONG  AFTER  VICTORY. 

HECTOR  FULLER. 

We  have  given  our  best,  oh  Lord! 

We  gave  without  stint  or  measure 
Our  sons  to  the  ruthless  sword, 

The  best  of  our  men  and  treasure. 
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We  heeded  the  cry  of  distress,  Lord  God! 

We  trusted  the  cause  to  Thee, 
We  leaned  on  Thy  might  while  we  fought  for  the  right- 
Fought  upon  land  and  sea. 
To  Thee  the  praise,  Lord  God! 

That  bade  the  horrors  cease, 
That  led  this  land  with  Thy  tender  hand 
To  Victory  and  Peace. 

'Neath  a  tropical  sky,  oh  Lord! 

And  sunk  in  the  boundless  deep 
Lie  those  we  loved  who  died  by  the  sword. 

Have  they  not  earned  their  sleep? 
They  have  finished  the  task  Thou  gavest,  Lord! 

They  have  paid  the  score  of  years 
With  the  victory  won  their  work  is  done — 
We  thank  Thee  through  our  tears. 
To  Thee  the  praise,  Lord  God! 
That  caused  the  war  to  cease, 
That  with  Thy  might  upheld  the  right 
And  blessed  our  land  with  Peace. 


FARRAGUT  TO  DEWEY. 

SAM  WALTER  POSS. 

•Said  the  Goddess  of  Fame  to  the  pedestaled  shade 

Of  Farragut  looming  on  high: 
"Move  o'er  a  bit  on  your  pedestal,  man, 

For  a  twin-born  of  Fame  draweth  nigh; 
Hove  over  a  bit,  give  him  room  at  your  side, 

A  trifle  of  space  you  must  spare 
For  the  first  of  the  sons  of  the  sea  of  our  day, 

80  make  room  for  Dewey  up  there.' 
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And  who  is  this  Dewey?"  the  gray  shade  replies. 

He  is  one  of  your  sailors,"  said  Fame, 
"And  the  sea  winds  that  blow  on  both  sides  of  the  world 

Are  loud  with  the  sound  of  his  name. 
Without  losing  a  ship,  or  a  gun  or  a  man, 

Spain's  navy  he  sunk  in  the  sea." 
Said  Farragut  then  to  the  new  son  of  Fame: 
Approach  and  come  up  here  with  me!" 


** 


87C  Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

THE  MAINE. 

FRANCIS   P.   GRIFFITH. 

She  lay  in  the  harbor,  majestic  and  still; 
No  menace  or  thought,  or  a  purpose  of  ill, 
She  was  not  on  red  war,  or  foul  mischief  bent, 
But  humane  and  kind,  on  her  mission  she  went. 

Did  we  do  a  great  wrong  in  feeding  her  poor, 

In  helping  her  starving  ones,  close  to  our  door? 

We  obeyed  the  commands  that  our  great  Master  gave, 

The  hungry  ones  feed,  and  the  perishing  save. 

But  it  kindled  the  ire,  in  the  foul  tyrant's  breast, 
Because  we  had  succored  His  poor  and  oppressed, 
They  were  starving  and  dying  so  close  by  our  shore, 
We  felt  the  deep  moans,  that  the  south  breezes  bore. 

We  nothing  had  done,  but  that  which  was  kind, 
Not  a  dream  of  a  hostile  intent,  in  our  mind, 
But  to  vent  their  base  spleen,  gave  vent  to  their  spite, 
And  blew  up  our  ship,  in  the  darkness  of  night 

We  care  not  so  much  for  the  loss  of  our  ship, 
But  we  mourn  for  the  brave  men  who  then  and  there  died 

Our  sailors  and  citizen  soldiers  have  been 
Our  bulwark,  our  strength,  our  glory,  our  pride. 

We  strike  not  for  power,  or  ambition,  or  gain; 

But  to  lift  up  the  fallen,  and  help  the  distressed, 
Oh,  be  with  us,  God,  we  implore  Thee  again; 

May  our  efforts  of  mercy  by  Thy  hand  be  blessed. 

The  Assyrian  came  down  on  God's  people  of  old 
But  he  knew  not  Jehovah  was  watching  the  fold 
Who  sent  the  Death  Angel,  his  chosen  to  save; 
And  the  hosts  of  the  spoiler  met  death  and  the  grave. 

Come,  Spain,  bring  your  Blancos,  Pizarros  and  Weylera, 
Tour  butchers,  your  tyrants,  your  woman  defllers, 
Bring  them  all  to  the  feast,  while  your  black  flag  is  flying, 
Brave  Dewey  will  teach  them  the  method  of  dying. 


Good  gracious,  it  riles  me  in  thinking  this  o'er, 
Let  us  each  pull  a  lanyard,  and  hear  a  gun  roar, 
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And  send  a  big  ball  into  each  Spanish  ship, 
And  shout  as  they  hit  her,  hurrah!  let  her  rip. 

The  Bible  doth  tell  of  one  strong  man  who  pulled 

A  building  in  ruins,  and  buried  his  foes, 
But  Spain  don't  remember  we  have  Sampson  now, 

He  will  serve  them  the  same  e'er  this  struggle  shall  close. 

Be  with  us  Oh  God;  as  Thou  has  ever  been, 
O  help  us  to  strangle  this  beast  in  his  den, 
And  when  we  do  strike  in  defense  of  the  right 
Direct,  make  effective  the  blow  with  Thy  might 


HOBSON  AND  HIS  MEN. 

MARGARET  DOANE  GARDINER. 

They  braved  the  shot  of  cannon, 

Booming  from  every  fort. 
They  dared  the  Spaniards'  hottest  fire 

To  close  the  hostile  port. 
They  bearded  old  Cervera, 

The  lion  in  his  den; 
Three  cheers,  then,  all  Americans, 

For  Hobson  and  his  men. 

And  for  the  brave  four  thousand 

Who  offered,  all,  to  go, 
That  they  might  sink  the  Merrimac, 

And  trap  the  Spanish  foe. 
They  did  not  go;  they  could  not, 

But  each  one  longed  to  try. 
Three  cheers  for  the  four  thousand 

Who  volunteered  to  die. 

When  others  speak  of  brave  men 

In  the  far-distant  past, 
Let  us  sing  of  these  heroes, 

Of  a  long  list  the  last 
Three  cheers  for  our  brave  sailors, 

Still  in  the  lion's  den, 
And  for  the  mother  country 

That  bears  such  gallant  men. 
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TO  OUR  SOLDIERS. 

PEARL  GANNON. 

Courage,  noble  soldiers, 

Onward,  face  the  foe, 
Free  the  starving  Cubans, 

Aid  them  in  their  woe. 

Helpless  little  children, 

In  the  Spaniard's  power, 
Wives  and  mothers  need  you 

In  this  trying  hour. 

Tho'  we  love  you  dearly, 
And  our  hearts  may  ache, 

Willingly  we  lend  you 
For  our  neighbors'  sake, 

Although  wildly  beating 
Are  our  hearts  this  hour, 

We'll  not  bid  you  tarry 
But  trust  a  higher  power 

To  aid  you  in  this  task 

And  keep  you  safe  from  harm, 
Knowing  that  God  can  safely  steer 

Through  war's  dread  alarm. 

And  in  the  happy  future, 
When  the  clouds  have  rolled  away, 
You'll  find  us  true 
As  the  skies  are  blue 
To  our  soldiers  "Blue"  and  "Gray." 


REMEMBER   THE   MAINE. 

P.  J.  GOULD. 

There's  a  voice  that  I  hear  that  is  wafted  to  me, 

From  the  south  winds  that  weep  o'er  the  waves  of  the  sea. 

On  the  soft  winds  of  spring  comes  the  plaintive  refrain, 

Let  your  battle  cry  be,  Remember  the  Maine. 

Remember  the  Maine,  Remember  the  Maine, 

How  by  treachery  and  hatred  our  boys  were  slain; 

Then  through  all  our  proud  land  let  us  proudly  proclaim, 

As  we  march  to  the  front,  Remember  the  Maine. 
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There's  a  voice  that  is  heard  throughout  this  broad  land, 

From  the  loftiest  mount  to  the  sea's  deepest  sand; 

And  let  each  loyal  heart  take  up  the  refrain, 

Let  your  battle  cry  be,  Remember  the  Maine. 

Remember  the  Maine,  Remember  the  Maine, 

How  by  treachery  and  hatred  our  boys  were  slain; 

Then  through  all  our  proud  land  let  us  proudly  proclaim, 

As  we  march  to  the  front,  Remember  the  Maine.  * 

Who  shall  say  that  the  voice  that  is  whispered  today 
Comes  not  from  our  boys  in  Havana's  dark  bay? 
And  inspire  every  patriot  to  rise  and  proclaim, 
Let  your  battle  cry  be,  Remember  the  Maine. 
Remember  the  Maine,  Remember  the  Maine, 
How  by  treachery  and  hatred  our  boys  were  slain; 
Then  through  all  our  proud  land  let  us  proudly  proclaim, 
As  we  march  to  the  front,  Remember  the  Maine. 

Then  God  bless  the  proud  hero  that  grandly  proclaims, 

From  the  halls  of  our  congress,  "Remember  the  Maine;" 

Who  towers  like  a  giant  above  the  poor  soul 

Whose  battle  cry  ever  is,  "Gold,  more  gold," 

Until  by  his  grandeur  they  are  forced  to  proclaim, 

Let  your  battle  cry  be,  Remember  the  Maine. 

Remember  the  Maine,  Remember  the  Maine, 

How  by  treachery  and  hatred  our  boys  were  slain; 

Then  through  all  our  proud  land  let  us  proudly  proclaim, 

As  we  march  to  the  front,  Remember  the  Maine. 


POBKE    MULA  ! 

JOE  GRISMER. 

Gunners,  best  on  God's  footstool, 
Led  by  middy  fresh  from  school, 
Aim  a  monster  shooting  tool 
At  the  heart  of  Spanish  rule — 
Misrule. 

Spitting  fire,  but  keeping  cool, 
Reel  off  death  like  thread  from  spool; 
Make  each  trench  a  bloody  pool. 
Blanco  cables,  "Killed  a  mule." 
Dam  Phool! 


380  Spanish- American  War  Songs. 

SONG. 

B.  B.  GARRISON. 

De  boys  in  blue  am  marchln'  on, 

Dear  ole  Columbia's  sons; 
Da's  swine  down  to  Cuba,  dar 

To  test  dem  Spanish  guns. 
De  Dixie  boys  am  ready,  too, 

To  sail  across  dat  sea, 
And  wid  Ole  Glory  fall  in  line, 

An'  march  to  victory. 

Da's  gwine  down  to  Cuba, 

To  dat  Habana  town, 
Des  want  to  git  down  dar  to  pull 

Dat  Spanish  banner  down. 
Keep  up  yo'  courage,  chlllen, 

An'  hoi'  dat  island,  too, 
De  graycoats  am  a-comin' 

'Long  wid  de  boys  in  blue. 


THE  SONG  OF  AMERICANS. 

WILLIAM  GRIFFITH. 

We  have  sung  of  the  greatest  nations, 

We  have  sung  of  the  north  and  south, 
We  have  gathered  the  spring-time  sowing 

From  the  corners  of  the  earth; 
We  have  garnered  the  world-wide  harvest, 

And  with  open  hands  we  lay 
At  the  feet  of  our  own  republic 

Whatever  honor  may. 

At  the  feet  of  our  mother  people 

We  place  by  right  of  birth 
And  pride  in  her  giant  spirit, 

Such  findings  nothing  worth; 
And  we  watch  and  we  wait  and  we  glory, 

As  the  Pleiades  nightly  flee, 
For  the  blaze  of  her  thousand  cities 

From  the  mountains  to  the  sea. 
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For  the  girth  of  her  far-flung  prairies, 

For  the  spring-time's  happy  rains; 
For  the  world-old  placid  rivers, 

For  the  empire  of  the  plains; 
For  the  breadth  of  her  western  acres, 

For  the  strong  men  that  she  bears; 
With  the  old  love  borne  our  mothers — 

And  the  freedom  that  was  theirs. 

For  the  great  gray  northern  forests, 

For  the  clear,  lone  mountain  rills; 
For  the  smoke-blue,  warden  ranges, 

For  the  grandeur  of  the  hills; 
For  the  league-long,  waving  meadows, 

Of  the  southern  blossom-lands; 
And  the  roar  of  the  thundering  billows 

On  the  far  off  shelving  sands. 

So  the  years  flow  out  and  over, 

While  the  world  gains  more  and  more; 
And  the  day  of  the  splendid  future 

Rises  fairer  than  of  yore; 
And  we  garner  the  spring-time  sowing, 

Kneeling  downward  as  we  lay 
At  the  feet  of  our  mother  people 

Whatever  honor  may. 


ONWARD! 

AEL.LA  GREENE. 


Your  country  calls,  ye  freemen, 

Your  calls  again 
For  valor  and  devotion 

Of  patriotic  men. 
Columbia  calls,  ye  freemen, 

And  shall  not  call  in  vain. 
Your  country  calls  and  Cuba, — 

Your  country  and  the  Maine! 

Onward,  ye  robust  thousands, 

Ready  to  dare  and  do, 
With  Miles  to  fight  the  Spaniards 

And  fight  the  battle  through. 
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Right  onward  to  Havana, 

Intrepid  in  your  train, 
With  three  times  three  for  country, 

McKlnley  and  the  Maine! 

The  North  and  South  united, 

The  Gray  shall  join  the  Blue 
And  give  the  cruel  foemen 

The  punishment  their  due! 
Who  fought  each  other  bravely 

On  many  a  reddened  plain 
Shall  join  to  free  the  Cubans 

From  those  who  wrecked  the  Maine. 

Now  here's  to  "Fitz,"  the  gallant, 

To  Lee,  the  brave  and  true; 
And  here's  to  Captain  Sampson 

And  brave  "Bob"  Evans,  too. 
Go  join  their  hosts,  ye  brave  men, 

And  by  your  deeds  explain 
That  those  whose  patience  waited 

Do  not  forget  the  Maine! 

And  here's  to  "Merrie  England," 

And  bonnie  Scotland,  too, 
And  all  the  freedom-loving, 

And  all  to  honor  true. 
They  all  admire  your  valor, 

Nor  shall  they  look  in  vain 
To  those  who  love  the  banner 

That  floated  from  the  Maine! 

Onward  to  battle,  heroes; 

Te  good  and  loyal  tars, 
Invincible  the  seamen 

Whose  standard  is  the  stars 
And  foot,  and  horse,  and  gunners, 

Ye  will  not  bring  a  stain 
Upon  the  starry  banner, 

The  ensign  of  the  Maine. 

Te  war  for  those  downtrodden, 

Ye  war  for  God  and  right; 
Ye  war  against  the  tyrant, 

And  ye  shall  win  the  fight! 
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Though  fierce  and  long  the  contest, 

Te  shall  not  war  in  vain, — 
But  rid  the  Cuban  island 

Of  those  who  wrecked  the  Maine. 


ADMIRAL  DEWEY. 

NICK  GILTHUNDER. 

All  the  world  has  heard  of  Dewey, 

And  the  victory  he  has  won, 
Best  of  nations  sing  the  praises 

Of  Columbia's  dauntless  son. 
Wake  the  muse  to  do  him  honor, 

Tell  in  one  immortal  lay 
How  he  sank  the  Spanish  squadron 

Anchored  in  Manila  bay. 

Ocean  floats  no  braver  heroes 

Than  he  and  his  gallant  tars; 
More  than  life  they  love  Columbia, 

And  Old  Glory's  stripes  and  stars. 
Ring  the  bells  and  fire  the  cannons! 

Blow  the  bugle  loud  and  long! 
Weave  his  daring  deeds  of  glory 

Into  an  immortal  song. 

When  Spain  forced  this  war  upon  us, 

And  our  foes  we  had  to  meet; 
Dewey  was  sent  to  Manila 

To  destroy  the  Spanish  fleet. 
Like  the  storm  that  sweeps  the  ocean, 

Like  the  cyclone  on  the  land, 
Dewey  kept  his  fleet  in  motion 

Till  he  reached  the  hostile  strand. 

With  all  lights  out, 'ere  the  day-dawn 

Swept  his  fleet  into  the  bay, 
'Ere  the  sun  rose,  Spain's  artillery 

Trained  their  guns  in  war's  array. 
With  huge  shells  and  globes  of  iron, 

To  the  Spaniards  he  replied; 
Heeding  not  the  mines  exploding— 

All  their  venom  he  defied. 
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See!  their  flagship  is  a-sinking, 

And  her  hull  is  all  aflame. 
Flies  their  admiral  to  another— 

God  has  not  forgot  the  Maine. 
Boston,  Raleigh,  and  Olympia, 

Petrel,  Concord,  Baltimore 
On  the  eleven  Spanish  cruisers 

Showers  of  shot  and  shell  do  pour. 

Ring  the  bells  and  fire  the  cannons, 

Dewey's  victory  is  complete; 
Without  loss  he  won  an  empire, 

And  destroyed  the  Spanish  fleet. 
Proud  Columbia!  bring  your  laurels, 

Weave  a  royal  wreath  of  fame; 
Highest  on  our  roll  of  honor 

Write  our  dauntless  Dewey's  name. 


ADVICE   TO  THE  ENEMY. 

JAKE  GOLDSMITH. 

Spain  be  nimble! 

Spain  be  quick! 
Of  this  war 

Tou  ought  to  be  sick. 
Come  off  the  perch! 

Foolish  to  wait! 
Now  is  the  time! 

'Fore  it's  too  late! 

Spain  be  nimble! 

Spain  be  quick! 
Camera  soon 

The  bucket'U  kick! 
Toral  is  tired, 

Blanco's  inert, 
Cervera's  sighing, 

Linares  is  hurt. 

Spain  be  nimble! 

Spain  be  quick! 
For  you  know 

The  Yankees  are  slick! 
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Put  all  your  slowness, 

Under  a  lid, 
Or  see  the  finish 

Of  old  Madrid. 


MEMORIAL  HYMN. 

WILLIAM  E.  OILMORE. 

O'er  thy  graves  kneeling, 

O  comrades  of  ours, 
With  reverent  feeling 

We  strew  them  with  flowers. 

Though  these  evanescent 
Of  perfume  and  bloom, 

Our  love,  ever  crescent, 
Will  cling  to  each  tomb 

Which  tells  the  grand  story 
Of  devotion  to  death, 

The  unsullied  glory 
Of  the  soldiers  beneath. 

Whose  bosoms,  while  burning 

With  patriot  fires, 
Had  no  room  for  yearning 

Of  selfish  desires. 

Who  rescued  our  honor 

From  sectional  hates, 
Defended  our  banner 

And  union  of  States, 

That  men  might  be  equal 

In  sight  of  our  laws, 
And  freedom  the  sequel 

Of  winning  our  cause. 

Buds  and  blossoms,  tho'  fragile, 

Be  emblems  of  loves 
As  enduring,  eternal, 

As  Lebannon's  groves. 

O'er  thy  graves  bending, 

O  heroes  of  ours, 
With  grief  and  pride  blending, 

We  scatter  these  flowers. 
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ONLY  ONE  SLAIN. 

KATE  GORTON. 

A  nation  shouts  in  unison 
One  glad  and  happy  strain; 

"For  us  a  glorious  victory, 
And  only  one  was  slain."- 

Cheers  for  the  brave  official  corps 
Cheers  for  the  soldier  host — 

"Victory  nobly  won  is  ours, 
And  only  one  was  lost.' 


»» 


In  a  sleepy  town,  far  away 

Beyond  the  joyous  tread 
Of  bugle,  and  drum,  and  martial  strain, 

Is  the  home  of  one  that  is  dead. 

And  while  a  country  shouts  with  joy, 
And  the  slain  is  "only  one," 

By  a  desolate  hearth  a  woman  weeps 
In  agony,  "Oh  God,  'twas  my  son!" 


A  NIGHT  IN  TIME   OF  WAR. 

EDMUND  GOSSE. 

The  clouds  are  up  to  sweep  and  tune 
That  inharmonious  harp,  the  moon; 
The  north  wind  blows  a  harsh  bassoon. 

An  old  astrologer  might  say, 

By  signs,  by  portents  whirled  this  way, 

That  earth  was  nearing  her  decay. 

All  apprehensions  stir  tonight 
With  fluttering  issues  infinite, 
Conjunctions,  phantoms,  famine,  blight; 

The  woodland  shakes  its  aged  bones 
And  shrieks;  beyond,  in  deeper  tones 
The  ceremonial  cypress  groans; 

And  I,  a  microcosm  of  all, 

Quake,  shuddering,  underneath  the  pall 

Of  nature's  hurrying  funeral. 
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Yes!  tho'  my  sceptic  brain  rejects 
My  sires'  chain'd  causes  and  effects, 
The  nerves  retain  their  deep  defects; 

And  still  my  heart  leaps  in  my  side — 
A  fluctuant  ark  upon  its  tide — 
With  throbs  and  throes  unsanctifled. 

And  knows  not  how  to  brave  the  stir 
Of  sounds  that  back  on  and  shout  to  her 
Of  sins  that  clouds  and  winds  aver. 

I  shall  not  sleep  tonight,  for  dread 
Of  spectral  lights  obscurely  shed 
About  my  plum'd  and  shadowy  bed. 

Faint,  faint,  these  mildew'd  chords  that  twang 
80  feebly,  where  the  music  rang 
Deep  organ  notes  when  Homer  sang! 

Ah!  strange  (0  find  the  quivering  crests 
Of  long-laid  faiths,  forgotten  guests, 
Rise  up  at  memory's  dim  behests! 

Ah!  strange  to  feel  the  soul  resume 
Its  cast  off  heritage  of  gloom — 
The  savage  turning  in  his  tomb! 


THE  FALL  OF  SANTIAGO. 

PERCY  H.  GLADSTONE. 

Strife  and  carnage  is  at  an  end 

On  Eastern  Cuba's  shore; 
The  Spanish  foes  before  us  bend, 

The  deadly  battle's  o'er. 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  wave  proudly  now 

Where  flew  the  flag  of  Spain. 
Oh!  patriots,  to  Old  Glory  bow, 

The  flag  that  has  no  stain. 

The  glorious  emblem  of  the  free, 

For  it  our  heroes  died, 
And  in  the  cause  of  liberty 

Sank  in  the  bloody  tide. 
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The  victory  at  last  is  won 
By  brave  and  daring  deeds, 

And  Columbia  grieves  for  every  son 
Who  for  his  country  bleeds. 

The  heroes  who  fought  the  fight, 

The  men  on  land  and  sea, 
Have  made  their  country's  heart  beat  light 

At  their  grand  victory. 
Schley,  Shafter,  Sampson,  Wheeler,  all 

Who  at  Santiago  fought, 
Helped  nobly  to  bring  about  its  fall, 

Which  fair  Columbia  sought. 


CLEAR   THE   WAY   FOR  DIXIE. 

C.    M.    GEARING. 

Air,  "Wait  for  the  Wagon." 

The  dogs  of  war  at  last  are  free, 

Their  chains  are  cast  aside; 
Our  country's  sons,  both  north  and  south, 

Now  rally  to  the  flag. 
We  know  no  north,  we  know  no  south, 

We  only  know  our  land; 
Come,  let  us  meet  the  Spanish  foe 

One  strong,  united  band. 

Chorus — Clear  the  way  for  Dixie, 
Clear  the  way  for  Dixie, 
Clear  the  way  for  Dixie, 
We  are  rushing  with  the  tide; 
The  stars  and  stripes  are  nailed  aloft, 
The  bars  our  battle  flag. 

We  dearly  loved  our  southern  cross, 

'Neath  it  our  brave  boys  died; 
The  Union  is  our  mother  love, 

The  stars  and  stripes  her  flag. 
We  had  our  little  family  spat, 

It  ended  in  a  Jarl; 
But  that  was  thirty  long  years  past— 

And,  then,  it  was  our  quarrel. 

Chorus — Clear  the  way,  etc. 
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Since  then  the  boys  of  northern  lands 

Have  wed  our  southern  belles; 
The  sons  of  those  who  wore  the  gray 

The  bright-eyed  northern  girls; 
Old  veterans  who  in  battle  clashed 

Meet  'neath  one  flag  to-day, 
And  strew  alike,  with  flowers,  the  graves 

Of  both  the  blue  and  gray. 

Chorus — Clear  the  way,  etc. 

Our  Fitzhugh  Lee  is  at  the  front; 

His  mettle  has  been  tried; 
The  solid  south  stands  at  his  back 

To  guard  the  starry  flag. 
Side  by  side  with  northern  boys 

We  will  charge  the  Dons  of  Spain, 
To  revenge  the  cowardly  murder 

Of  our  boys,  aboard  the  Maine. 

Chorus — Clear  the  way,  etc. 


HOLLAND'S  DKEAM. 

PHILIP  SIDNEY  GRUBBS. 

The  sea  lies  calm;  beneath  God's  palm 

The  winds  are  hushed  to  sleep. 
The  sea-gull  flies  with  mournful  cries 

Over  the  waveless  deep. 

The  great  ships  rest  on  the  tranquil  breast 

Of  the  ocean,  old  and  gray; 
But  a  foe  unseen  through  the  waters  green 

Follows  its  destined  prey. 

Like  the  panther's  leap  on  the  man  asleep 
Comes  death;  from  the  sea  below 

The  great  ships  rock  with  the  rending  shock, 
And  one  goes  down  below. 

In  vain  they  flee;  no  man  can  see 

The  Death  beneath  the  wave, 
And  the  setting  sun  sees  many  a  one 

Sink  in  a  watery  grav?. 
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CUBA  SHALL  BE  FREE. 

JAMBS  E.  GLIS90N. 

Oh  say,  dear  Cuban  patriots, 

Do  you  still  hold  the  field 
Against  the  tyrant,  cruel  Spain? 

Tour  cause  you  must  not  yield; 
Just  hold  out  a  little  longer, 

For  you  are  in  the  right, 
The  brave  American  people 

Will  help  you  in  this  fight. 

Chorus — We  are  coming,  Cubans,  coming; 

Make  ready  to  receive. 
We  are  coming,  Cubans,  coming; 

Tour  sufferings  to  relieve. 
Great  Uncle  Sam,  our  noble  sire — 

Brave,  kind  and  good  is  he — 
Is  coming  with  his  noble  sons 

To  set  your  island  free. 

Cheer  up,  dear  hearts  oppressed  with  grief. 

With  hunger's  cruel  pain; 
We  come  to  you  with  bread  and  meat, 

With  shot  and  gun  for  Spain. 
The  stars  and  stripes,  our  proud  ensign — 

Emblems  of  Liberty — 
We  will  unfurl  upon  your  isle, 

And  Cuba  shall  be  free. 

(Chorus.) 

The  blue  and  gray  together  go 

To  meet  old,  haughty  Spain; 
From  every  lip  the  cry  is  heard: 

"Avenge  our  warship  Maine!" 
Now  hear  the  cannon's  steady  roar; 

The  end  we  clearly  see. 
In  retribution  for  our  dead, 

The  Cubans  shall  be  free. 

(Chorus.) 

In  God  we  trust  to  guide  our  course, 

To  lead  us  in  the  fight, 
No  foe  we  fear,  no  power  we  dread, 

So  long  as  we  are  right 
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The  bugle  sounds  "to  arms."    Arise! 

Our  might  you'll  quickly  see — 
With  one  fell  blow  we'll  venge  a  wrong — 

And  set  a  people  free. 
(Chorus.) 


THE   CALL  TO   THE   COLORS. 

ARTHUR   R.    GUITERMAN. 

"Are  you  ready,  O  Virginia, 
Alabama,  Tennessee? 
People  of  the  southland,  answer! 
For  the  land  hath  need  of  thee." 
"Here!"  from  sandy  Rio  Grande, 

Where  the  Texan  horsemen  ride, 
"Here! "  the  hunters  of  Kentucky 
Hail  from  Chatterawha's  side. 
Every  toiler  In  the  cotton, 

Every  rugged  mountaineer, 
Velvet-voiced  and  iron-handed, 
Lifts  his  head  to  answer,  "Here!" 
"Some  remain  who  charged  with  Pickett, 
Some  survive  who  followed  Lee; 
They  shall  lead  their  sons  to  battle 
For  the  flag  is  need  there  be.' 
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"Are  you  ready,  California, 

Arizona,  Idaho? 
'Come,  oh  come  unto  the  colors!' 

Heard  ye  not  the  bugle  blow? 
Falls  a  hush  in  San  Francisco 

In  the  busy  hives  of  trade; 
In  the  vineyards  of  Sonoma 

Falls  the  pruning  knife  and  spade; 
In  the  mines  of  Colorado 

Pick  and  drill  are  flung  aside 
Idly  in  Seattle  harbor. 

Swing  the  merchants  to  the  tide, 
And  a  million  mighty  voices 

Trob  responsive  like  a  drum 
Rolling  from  the  rough  Sierras, 

"You  have  called  us,  and  we  come. 


»» 
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O'er  Missouri  sounds  the  challenge — 

O'er  the  great  lakes  and  the  plain 
"Are  you  ready,  Minnesota? 

Are  you  ready,  Men  of  Maine?" 
From  the  woods  of  Ontonagon, 

From  the  farms  of  Illinois, 
From  the  looms  of  Massachusetts; 

"We  are  ready,  man  and  boy." 
Axeman  free,  of  Androscoggin, 

Clerks  who  trudge  the  cities'  paves; 
Gloucester  men  who  drag  their  plunder 

From  the  sullen,  hungry  waves. 
Big-boned  Swede  and  large-limbed  German, 

Celt  and  Saxon  swell  the  call, 
And  the  Adirondacks  echo: 

"We  are  ready,  one  and  all." 

Truce  to  feud  and  peace  to  faction! 

All  forgot  Is  party  zeal 
When  the  warships  clear  for  action, 

When  the  blue  battalions  wheel. 
Europe  boasts  her  standing  armies — 

Serfs  who  blindly  fight  by  trade; 
We  have  seven  million  soldiers 

And  a  soul  guides  every  blade. 
Laborers  with  arm  and  mattock, 

Laborers  with  brain  and  pen, 
Railroad  prince  and  railroad  brakeman 

Build  our  line  of  fighting  man. 
Flag  of  righteous  wars!  close  mustered 

Gleam  the  bayonets,  row  on  row, 
When  thy  stars  are  sternly  clustered 

With  their  daggers  toward3  the  foe. 


THE  MARINES. 

JOHN  RAMSEY  GRAHAM. 

We  hear  about  the  navy  and  naval  heroes  grand, 

Of  admirals  and  commodores  all  gifted  to  command, 

Of  gallant  tars  in  jackets  blue  who  hitch  their  flopping  jeans, 

But  not  as  often  as  we  might  about  our  brave  marines. 

When  old  salts  hear  a  story  that  like  Munchausen  seems 
They  wink  to  one  another— "Tell  that  to  the  marines"— 
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are  supposed  to  swallow  all  tales  that  salts  relate, 
wait  on  ship  commanders  In  military  state. 

are  not  exactly  soldiers  like  soldiers  on  the  land, 
are  not  exactly  sailors,  and  may  not  understand 
how  to  splice  the  mainbrace  on  a  dark  and  stormy  night, 

B^it     at  Guantanamo  they've  shown  how  they  can  fight. 

» 

*Tl^«y  have  no  major  general,  or  e'en  a  brigadier, 
To    -drill  them  and  to  lead  them,  and  yet  they  show  no  fear; 
"Tta^y're  seamen  and  they're  landsmen,  they're  soldiers  and  they're  tars, 
X^ufc   t.hey  do  their  share  of  fighting  for  the  glorious  Stripes  and  Stars. 


9Zi  telling  how  in  battle  upon  the  surging  wave 
Brave  ships  with  colors  flying  go  down  to  ocean  grave, 
Vften  singing  praise  to  heroes  who  face  death  in  such  scenes, 
Do  net  forget  our  gallant  United  States  marines. 


HOBSON'S  WAY. 

CHARLES    LEWIS  GUY. 

O  true,  and  loyal  and  brave! 

In  your  prison's  dark  retreat, 
Can  you  hear,  in  the  throbbing  wave, 

The  heart  of  your  country  beat? 
Can  you  hear  the  exultant  voice 

Of  a  nation,  speaking  as  one, 
Sounding  your  praise,  while,  with  hearts  that  rejoice, 

They  tell  the  thing  you  have  done? 

We  rejoice,  oh!  patriot  soul, 

Not  alone  for  the  great  deed  done; 
Though  'twill  live  upon  honor's  roll 

So  long  as  endures  the  sun. 
But  you  have  won  more  than  the  fame 

That  comes  with  the  triumphs  of  wars. 
You  have  taken  your  country's  name 

And  written  it  midst  the  stars. 

"You  have  said  to  the  nations  old, 

That  are  ruled  by  a  king's  decree; 
Dehold  us  a  nation  strong  and  bold, 

A  people  brave  and  free! 
Te  may  gather  your  armies  by  land. 
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Your  fleets  over  sea  and  bay; 
But  here  is  a  people  ye  cannot  command, 

A  realm  where  ye  cannot  have  away — 
Where  a  nation  of  freemen  guard  their  land, 

And  love  it,  in  Hobson's  way. 


DRAWN  BATTLE. 

LOUIS  IMOGEN  GUINEY. 

The  heavy,  heavy  nights  are  on  him  like  the  ground, 

And  all  the  bitter  days  are  over  like  the  sea, 
And  even  thus,  O  gods,  whom  think  ye  to  have  bound, 

Nothing  other  now  to  do,  nowhere  else  for  aye  to  be? 

Never  stagnant  nor  asleep  Enceladus  is  found 
In  the  shell  of  doom  alive  and  invincible  and  free, 

By  the  knowledge  and  the  will  and  the  pleasure  wrapped  around 
Of  the  thing  that  he  would  do,  in  the  place  where  he  would  be, 

Whence  the  profit,  whose  the  odds, 
Feeble  gods? 

One  before  you  disavowed, 

Woven  ruin  for  his  shroud, 
Is  more  crafty,  is  more  proud,  is  more  calm  than  are  ye. 

We  that  search  and  would  torment 
His  intent. 

Meet  yourselves  as  In  a  well, 

But  can  track  not,  neither  tell, 
If  this  man  indeed  rebel  so  to  do  and  so  to  be. 


FOR  A   SEA  FIGHT. 
e.  mcqueen  gray. 

Grim  is  the  sea  and  cruel 

Fierce  are  the  winds  and  fell; 
But  the  strife  of  man's  the  fuel 

That  feeds  the  fires  of  hell. 
The  barque  may  slip  from  the  low  reef's  grip, 

The  brig  from  the  tempest  run; 
But  the  deep  yawns  wide  for  the  ships  that  bide 

The  wrath  of  the  twelve-inch  gun. 
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BOYS  IN   BLUE. 

WM.   M.   GIFFIN. 

"Not  for  a  moment  do  we  forget  the  debt  we  owe  to  you, 
The  solid  Union  we  now  have  came  from  you  Boys  in  Blue. 

"How  proud  we  are  to  greet  you  here,  brave  soldiers,  good  and  true, 
Well  show  in  verse  and  happy  songs,  all  for  the  Boys  in  Blue. 

"You  fought  with  Dewey  in  sixty-one,  good  soldiers,  brave  and  true. 
We  know  your  hearts  are  with  him  now  as  when  you  wore  the  blue. 

"You  must  be  proud  this  happy  night,  dear  soldiers,  brave  and  true, 
To  know  the  boys  who  wore  the  gray  have  now  put  on  the  blue. 

"A  lesson  this,  to  teach  the  world,  kind  soldiers,  brave  and  true, 
That  we  can  fight,  and  then  forgive,  and  all  put  on  the  blue. 

"Yea — once  more  we  feel  that  we  are  one,  all  soldiers  brave  and  true, 
We'll  fight  for  freedom  and  the  flag  and  dress  the  world  in  blue! 


'And  when  a  thousand  years  from  now  the  children  talk  of  you, 
They'll  say  the  blessings  they  enjoy  came  from  you  Boys  in  Blue.' 


NEWS   OF   THE   WAR. 

|  DR.   J.    L.   GARDNER. 

Watchman!     Tell  us  of  the  fight, 
Tell  of  battles  lost  or  won. 
Traveller!    Our  arms  are  bright. 
And  the  Spanish  hosts  outdone. 

Watchman!    What  results  on  sea? 
Has  our  navy  won  renown? 
Traveller!     Yes  our  own  Dewey, 
Has  captured  Old  Manila  town. 

Watchman!     How  did  Sampson  fight? 
How  did  Phillips,  Schley,  "Bob"  (Evans)? 
Traveller!     They've  won  the  day, 
Smashed  the  Spanish  ships  and  mob. 

Watchman!     Did  the  troops  fight  well? 
Did  they  have  a  valiant  foe? 

Traveller!     Yes  they  fought  lik9  h 

On  the  hills  of  Santiago. 
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Watchman!    Tell  us  of  the  field, 
Were  many  killed  and  wounded,  too? 
Yes,  kind  traveller,  the  number  killed, 
Fills  full  many  a  heart  with  woe. 

Watchman!    Did  the  colored  troops, 
Brave  the  cannons,  fire  and  shell? 
Traveller!    Yes,  they  fought  like  braves, 
Of  their  acts  shall  history  tell. 

Watchman!    Were  the  women  at  their  posts. 
Red  Cross  heroines,  nurses  too? 
Traveller!    Yee,  the  nurses  all, 
At  the  front  proved  faithful,  true. 

Watchman!     What  the  signs  for  peace,  forsooth, 
Will  the  Spanish  yield  at  once? 
Traveller!    To  tell  the  truth, 
Sagasta  is  too  big  a  dunce. 


DEWEY'S   VICTOKY. 

JUDGE  GOING. 

"Commodore,  the  channel's  narrow," 

"Steam  ahead!  Steam  ahead!" 
"We  must  be  there  ere  the  morrow," 

"Steam  ahead!  Steam  ahead!" 
"Never  mind  a  mine  or  shell, 
We  must  give  those  Spaniards  hell, 
We  must  get  where  shots  will  tell," 

"Steam  ahead!  Steam  ahead!" 
"We  must  get  where  shots  will  tell," 

"Steam  ahead!" 

"Cavlte's  guns  are  pointing  seaward," 

"Steam  ahead!  Steam  ahead!" 
"Three  torpedoes  on  our  leeward," 

"Steam  ahead!  Steam  ahead!" 
Answers  from  the  flagship  came, 
Words  now  linked  with  Dewey's  name, 
Linked  with  Dewey's  fadeless  fame, 

"Steam  ahead!  Steam  ahead!" 
Linked  with  Dewey's  fadeless  fame, 

"Steam  ahead!" 
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Morn  Is  dawning  at  Manila, 

"Steam  ahead!  Steam  ahead!" 
Proudly  rode  Spain's  great  flotilla, 

"Steam  ahead!  Steam  ahead!" 
Then  the  Spanish  shot  and  shell 
Harmless  midst  our  ships  they  fell, 
Dewey's  answer  came,  "All's  well," 

"Steam  ahead!  Steam  ahead!" 
Dewey's  answer  came,  "All's  well," 

"Steam  ahead!" 

'Twas  a  proud  day  for  our  nation, 

"Steam  ahead!  Steam  ahead!" 
Every  gunner  at  his  station, 

"Steam  ahead!  Steam  ahead!" 
With  the  stars  and  stripes  on  high, 
Turrets'  broadsides  make  reply, 
Victory  blended  with  the  cry, 

"Steam  ahead!  Steam  ahead!" 
Victory  blended  with  the  cry, 

"Steam  ahead!" 


A  MESSAGE  FROM  JOHN  BULL! 

W.  H.  GUILFORD. 

Tou  have  loosed  the  dogs  of  war,  lad. 

And  sworn  an  end  shall  be 
Of  bondage  on  your  borders, 
And  that  Cuba  shall  be  free! 

And  though  I'm  "standing  by" 

My  heart's  a  beating  high, 

To  see  my  kith  and  kin 

To  this  battle  rushing  in. 

And  I  wish  you  best  of  luck! 
■Here's  your  health,  lad — take  a  pull. 
With  best  wishes  from  John  Bull! 

And  though  I'  standing  neutral, 
With  no  cause  to  join  the  fray, 

I'll  back  you  with  good  wishes, 
And  I'll  see  you  get  fair  play! 
I  must  keep  to  neutral  laws, 
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But  I'll  give  you  my  applause, 
And  should  bad  luck  betide* 
Maybe  something  more  beside! 
(Here's  your  health,  lad — take  a  pull, 
With  best  wishes  from  John  Bull! 

Your  ancestors  and  mine,  lad, 
Three  hundred  years  ago, 

Did  battle  for  Old  England, 
Against  the  Spanish  foe! 
And  King  Philip's  great  Armada 
Came  proposing  to  invade  her! 
Six  score  and  ten  of  sail 
They  came — but  came  to  fall! 

Here's  your  health,  lad — take  a  pull, 

With  best  wishes  from  John  Bull! 

Why  we  should  not  be  friends,  lad, 
I  could  never  understand, 

'Tis  evil  tongues,  believe  me, 
That  estranged  you  from  my  land. 
From  the  Pilgrim  Fathers  sprung, 
Your  speech  in  England's  tongue, 
And  though  in  pride  of  splendid  youth 
You  set  up  for  yourself — God's  truth! 
I  never  can  forg?t 
You're  my  blood  relation  yet! 

Here's  your  health,  lad — take  a  pull, 

With  best  wishes  from  John  Bull! 

'Tis  the  stranger  in  your  borders, 
The  alien  in  your  parts, 

That  seeks  to  spoil  our  friendship, 
And  separate  our  hearts! 
For  they  know,  lad — do  you  see? — 
That  if  comrades,  you  and  me, 
All  the  nations  of  the  earth, 
Let  'em  try  for  all  they're  worth, 
Could  never  victorious  be, 
If  comrades  you  and  me! 

Here's  your  health,  lad— take  a  pull, 

With  best  wishes  from  John  Bull! 
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SONNETS   TO   DEWEY. 

EDKA  GREEN. 

All  honor  be  forever  to  the  name 

Of  him  who  on  that  glorious  first  of  May, 

Leading  his  ships  Into  Manila  bay 

With  all  his  loyal-hearted  seamen  came. 

And  may  the  victory  always  be  the  same 

As  it  was  on  that  grand,  triumphant  day! 

And  now  all  men,  rejoicing,  well  may  say, 

"He  did  It  for  his  country,  not  for  fame." 

He  fought  for  freedom,  and  ne'er  feared  the  grave, 

Was  wise  and  patriotic,  true  and  brave. 

No  longer  those  who  perished  in  the  Maine 

Are  unavenged;  their  Spanish  foes  are  s.aln. 

He  swept  the  Spanish  fleet  from  off  the  sea, 

And  struck  a  blow  for  Cuban  liberty. 


IDA    RODIBAUGH. 

Bold,  dauntless  spirit  of  our  modern  day, 

Though  unassuming  in  thy  mien  thou  art, 

We  know  that  courage  dominates  thy  heart, 

And  lofty  purpose  guides  thee  on  thy  way. 

The  mighty,  restless  billows  of  the  sea, 

Though  over  mine-lined  bottoms  they  may  roll, 

Holds  not  a  terror  for  thy  lofty  soul, 

When  Duty  whispers,  "onward,  follow  me!" 

Engrave  the  name  of  Dewey  on  the  page 

That  tells  of  deeds  Americans  have  done, 

Engrave  his  act,  the  greatest  of  the  age 

Upon  our  hearts,  nor  grudge  him  honors  won. 

Engrave  this  lesson  on  our  lives,  to-day — 

"Strike  for  the  Right,  and  God  will  lead  the  way!" 


EDNA   GILMORE. 

Thou  great  commander  of  our  white-winged  fleet 
That  onward  sweeps  to  set  the  Cubans  free, 
Thou  noble-hearted  chieftain  of  the  sea, 
Undaunted,  e'en  where  desperate  foemen  meet; 
Driving  far  back  with  skillful  hand  and  eye 
The  brutal  forces  of  a  tyrant  land, 
Inspiring  all  thy  valiant  sailor  band 
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To  yield  not,  though  their  fate  might  be  to  die. 
To  thee  we  give  a  loyal  nation's  praise, 
And  Cuba's  grateful  shouts  with  ours  shall  raise 
To  spread  abroad  her  great  deliverer's  fame, 
Teaching  her  sons  to  reverence  his  name; 
While  loud  our  patriotic  youth  shall  cry 
"Behold  this  man  who  dares  to  do  or  die!" 


FREEDOM  FOR   CUBA. 

L.  J.  GILLHAM. 

We  will  rally  at  the  call,  boys, 
And  Cuba  shall  be  free, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry,  "Free  Cuba!" 
Though  it  cost  our  life  and  blood 
We  will  give  her  liberty, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry,  "Free  Cuba!" 

Chorus: 

Freedom  for  Cuba!    Hurrah,  boys,  hurrah! 
Down  with  the  tyrant  and  up  with  the  star! 
For  we'll  rally  around  the  flag,  boys, 
We'll  rally  once  again, 
Shouting  the  battle  cry,  "Free  Cuba!" 

For  a  hundred  years  or  more,  boys, 
She's  been  in  slavery's  chain, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry,  "Free  Cuba!" 
Being  always  sore  oppressed 
By  the  cruel  Dons  of  Spain, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry,  "Free  Cuba!" 

No,  we  do  not  want  her  land  boys, 
We  battle  for  the  right, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry,  "Free  Cuba!" 
We  will  help  the  patriot  band, 
They  have  made  a  gallant  fight, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry,  "Free  Cuba!" 

Then  "Old  Glory"  we'll  unfurl,  boys, 
Beside  the  "Single  Star," 

Shouting  the  battle  cry,  "Free  Cuba!" 
And  with  Garcia  and  Gomes 
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We  will  wage  a  righteous  war, 
Shouting  the  battle  cry,  "Free  Cuba!" 

Yes,  the  sons  of  blue  and  gray,  boys, 
Will  march  in  one  command, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry,  "Free  Cuba! 
And  will  make  the  Queen  of  Antilles 
A  free  and  happy  land, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry,  "Free  Cuba! 


»» 


»» 


THEY  ARE  COMING. 

GERTRUDE  POLAND  GRBBLE. 

They  are  coming,  Cubans,  coming— Columbia's  fighting  throng! 
Mark  those  reeking,  rocking  transports,  crammed  with  soldiers  stern 

and  strong; 
Hearts  to  feed  your  starving  children,  hands  to  right  your  island's 

wrong, 

For  the  Maine  and  Cuban  independence. 

They  are  coming,  Cubans,  coming!     Let   your   welcome   strain    your 

throats; 
They  have  cast  aside  their  politics,  forgot  their  party  votes; 
The  North  and  South  are  brothers  now  and  wear  the  self-same  coats, 
For  the  Maine  and  Cuban  independence. 

They  are  coming,  Cubans,  coming!     They've  been  eager  many  a  day 
To  avenge  their  sailor  comrades,  still  unburied  in  your  bay; 
Now  they've  buckled  on  their  armor  and  have  stripped  them  for  the  fray, 
Shouting,  "Maine  and  Cuban  independence.' 


»» 


They  are  coming,  Cubans,  coming!   You  must  stand  beside  them  square, 
When  the  trumpet  calls  are  sounding,  and  the  bullets  cut  the  air, 
Stand  until  they've  killed  the  reptile  where  they've  penned  him  in  his 
•   lair, 

Telling,  "Maine  and  Cuban  independence.' 


»» 


And  they're  coming,  yes,  they're  coming,  till  their  war-cry  rends  the 

skies; 
Till  the  far  Pacific  islands,  where  Manila  prostrate  lies, 
And  the  blood-stained  land  of  Cuba,  bound  by  Freedom's  lengthening 

ties, 

Echo  "Maine  and  Cuban  independence." 
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SONG  OF  THE  GALLANT  TENTH. 

JOHN  J.   GALVIN. 

On,  on  to  battle  with  Spartan's  cheer! 

On,  on  to  victory,  our  hero's  bier! 

Let  history  chant  with  praises  loud 

Of  the  Stars  and  Stripes — our  chosen  shroud. 

Forward!     Forward,  midst  thick  of  fray, 
Bravely  to  battle  till  close  of  day. 
Down  with  the  Spaniards  of  barb'rous  reign; 
Up  with  the  flag  without  a  stain. 

To  the  front,  with  alacrity,  let  us  away; 

Nor  heeding  the  timid  who  would  counsel  to  stay. 

Onward!     Yes,  onward!     Let  us  not  wait. 

To  the  front  with  our  standards,  the  pride  of  the  State. 

With  clash ings  of  sabre  and  bayonets  well  drawn, 
We'll  fight  in  the  carnage,  where  e'er  we  are  borne. 
Down  with  the  tyrants  far  over  the  sea! 
Up  with  Free  Cuba!  our  war  cry  will  be. 

Chorus  or  Refrain.  » 

Attention,  boys!     Ready!     Assume  your  martial  air. 

Pursuing  thus  the  enemy  to  its  very  lair. 

Keep  up  your  bravest  spirits — let  not  your  valor  wane. 

'Tis  written  in  your  hearts,  boys:  "Remember  well  the  Maine! w 


LONGING  FOR  BATTLE. 

CALVIN  GOSS. 

We  sigh  for  the  field  of  carnage, 

The  blood-red  stream  of  war; 
We  long  for  the  noise  of  conflict, 

That  is  borne  on  the  winds  afar; 
We  are  tired  of  this  inaction, 

While  the  wild  and  restless  sea, 
Seems  to  implore  on  a  rocky  shore, 

That  we  make  a  people  free. 

For  the  love  of  home  and  country 
We  have  listened  to  the  call. 
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That  came  from  the  isles  of  ocean, 

Where  a  people  are  In  thrall; 
And  we  came  to  help  our  brother, 

And  to  free  him  from  the  foe, 
That  would  restrain  with  a  galling  chain 

And  a  people  overthrow. 

We  have  heard  the  fame  of  Dewey, 

And  his  wondrous  victory, 
And  we  know  our  gallant  navy 

Must  triumph  on  the  sea, 
But  we  long  to  land  in  Cuba, 

For  the  short  and  bitter  fray, 
Where  there  soon  must  be  a  people  free 

From  the  galling  Spanish  sway. 

We  would  march  footsore  and  weary, 

Rather  than  languish  here, 
And  go  to  the  front  of  battle, 

Not  bound  by  a  craven  fear; 
We  have  heard  our  brethren  calling, 

And  the  call  we  must  obey, 
Must  quickly  fly  ere  they  starve  and  die 

In  the  island  far  away. 


BATTLE   SOXG   OF   THE   IOWA. 

CLAY   M.    GREENE. 

Clear  the  decks  for  action,  boys;  we're  brave  and  strong  and  true! 
Rouse  again  the  loyal  fire  that  burned  in  '62; 
Strike  a  blow  of  vengeance  for  our  murdered  boys  in  blue, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

Refrain: 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  Three  times  and  once  again! 
Hurrah!  Hurrah!  The  boasted  power  of  Spain 
Shall  crumble  'neath  our  battle  cry,  "Do  not  forget  the  Maine, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

Hail  to  stanch  Iowa,  boys,  and  hail  to  Fighting  Bob; 
All  our  guns  are  ready,  and  our  engines  beat  and  throb, 
Waiting  for  an  order  to  destroy  that  Spanish  mob, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 


»» 
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Take  your  lanyards  in  your  hands,  the  Spaniard  is  in  sight; 
Like  our  gallant  captain  we  are  spoiling  for  a  fight; 
For  our  cause  is  mighty  and  we  know  that  we  are  right, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

Speed  afar  across  the  deep  with  loud  and  lusty  yell; 
Promise  what  our  captain  did,  as  we  have  heard  'em  tell; 
Spanish  in  a  month  will  be  the  "parley-voo"  of  hell, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

Firm  as  rock  our  nerves,  my  lads,  as  you  are  taking  aim; 
They  are  only  Spaniards,  but  the  shots  are  worth  the  game; 
Every  one's  a  mark  upon  our  country's  roll  of  fame, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

Thrill  with  every  order,  lads,  and  follow  where  you're  led; 
Don't  forget  the  other  days  when  Yankees  fought  and  bled; 
Sing  the  song  of  freedom  and  avenge  our  noble  dead, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 


WHILE  WE  AKE   FIGHTING   FOR  CUBA. 

JENS  K.  GRONDAHL. 

Long  the  tyrant's  foot  upon  the  Sunny- Isle  has  trod. 
Long  the  blood  of  patriots  has  mingled  on  the  sod, 
Now  it  cries  aloud  unto  humanity  and  God, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

Chorus: 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  We  have  no  fear  of  Spain! 
Hurrah!  Hurrah!  We'll  break  the  tyrant's  chain! 
Let  this  be  our  battle  cry:  "Remember,  boys,  the  Maine!" 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

War-begrimed  Old  Glory  floats  aloft  upon  the  breeie— 
Fears  not  smoke  of  battle  though  it  glories  most  in  peace, 
Freedom  is  the  message  that  it  carries  o'er  the  seas, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

Through  each  vein  and  fibre  t'  rills  of  hope  and  strength  we  feel. 
While  the  tyrant  trembles  and  the  battle-thunders  peel, 
'Tis  our  country's  pulse  that  throbs  in  arteries  of  steel, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 
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Ours  will  be  the  victory  as  in  days  of  old, 
On  the  page  of  Liberty  our  story  will  be  told, 
Heaven  and  humanity  our  righteous  cause  uphold, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

From  Havana's  harbor  rise  the  Spirits  of  the  brave, 
Come,  revere  their  memory,  our  Country's  honor  save, 
Let  us  plant  the  Stars  and  Stripes  in  triumph  o'er  their  grave, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

Cannons  will  not  cease  to  boom  nor  shall  our  flag  be  furled, 
Till  the  bloody  despot  from  the  Southern  Isle  is  hurled, 
Not  till  "Cuba  Libre"  is  proclaimed  to  all  the  world*, 
Will  we  cease  fighting  for  Cuba, 


REMEMBER   THE   MAINE. 

ALBERT    GREENWOOD. 

Our  boys  have  gone  out  on  the  ocean, 

Their  orders  sealed  up  till  at  sea; 
We'll  wait  for  the  sound  of  their  cannon, 

Not  doubting  but  Cuba  is  free. 
The  duty  expected  of  Nelson, 

That  duty  today  is  made  plain, 
In  the  face  of  each  sailor  is  gleaming 

The  signal,  "Remember  the  Maine." 

On  the  brow  of  the  gallant  commander, 

In  the  depths  of  the  sailor's  keen  eye, 
In  the  shot  that  lies  close  to  the  cannon 

Can  be  seen  that  the  battle  is  nigh. 
In  the  lull  that  is  followed  by  tempest. 

While  awaiting  the  bullets'  death  rain*, 
Come  the  words  that  will  not  go  unanswered, 

"Now,  boys,  we'll  Remember  the  Maine." 

When  the  flash  from  the  guns  is  like  lightning, 

And  their  thunders  roll  loud  o'er  the  wave, 
When  the  smoke  of  the  contest  Is  blinding, 

A  cheer  will  go  up  for  the  brave. 
'Tis  the  voice  of  the  free  of  all  nations, 

The  last  ringing  deathknell  of  Spain; 
Columbia  have  mercy  on  Cuba, 

And,  sailors,  "Remember  the  Maine." 
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Britannia  may  boast  of  Trafalgar, 

And  her  victories  by  land  and  by  sea; 
For  the  weak  and  the  wronged  is  the  battle 

That  belongs  to  the  land  of  the  free. 
And  the  hero  will  tell  his  grandchildren, 

By  the  fireside,  again  and  again, 
I  was  there  when  we  fought  Cuba's  battle, 

And  helped  to  "Remember  the  Maine." 


WHEELER  AT   SANTIAGO. 

JAMES  L.   GORDON. 

Into  the  thick  of  the  fight  he  went,  pallid  and  sick  and  wan, 
Borne  in  an  ambulance  to  the  front,  a  ghostly  wisp  of  a  man; 
But  the  fighting  soul  of  a  fighting  man,  approved  in  the  long  ago, 
Went  to  the  front  that  ambulance,  and  the  body  of  Fighting  Joe. 

Out  from  the  front  they  were  coming  back,  smitten  of  Spanish  shells — 
Wounded  boys  from  the  Vermont  hills  and  the  Alabama  dells; 
"Put  them  into  this  ambulance:     I'll  ride  to  the  front,"  he  said; 
And  he  climbed  to  the  saddle,  and  rode  right  on,  that  little  old  ex- 
Confed. 

From  end  to  end  of  the  long  blue  ranks  rose  up  the  ringing  cheers, 
And  many  a  powder-blackened  face  was  furrowed  with  sudden  tears, 
As  with  flashing  eyes  and  gleaming  sword,  and  hair  and  beard  of  snow, 
Into  the  hell  of  shot  and  shell  rode  little  old  Fighting  Joe. 

Sick  with  fever  and  racked  with  pain,  he  could  not  stay  away, 

For  he  heard  the  song  of  the  yester-years  in  the  deep-mouthed  cannon's 

bay — 
He  heard  in  the  calling  song  of  the  guns  there  was  work  for  him  to  do, 
Where  his  country's   best  blood  splashed  and  flowed  'round  the  old 

Red  White  and  Blue. 

Fevered  body  and  hero  heart!     This  Union's  heart  to  you 

Beats  out  in  love  and  reverence — and  to  each  dear  boy  in  blue 

Who  stood  or  fell  'mid  the  shot  and  shell,  and  cheered  in  the  face  of 

the  foe, 
As,  wan  and  white,  to  the  heart  of  the  fight  rode  little  old  Fighting 

Joe! 
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THE  CALL  TO  AEMS. 

!  MARGARET  N.  GOODMAN. 

From  the  Gulf  to  dear  Alaska 

There's  a  quiver  in  the  air, 
As  of  myraid  echoes  pulsing 

From  as  many  lips  in  prayer. 

"Tap  of  drum"  or  "blare  of  bugle" 
Sends  the  blood  in  torrents  wild 
Through  the  heart  of  each  bereaved  one — 
Mother,  sister,  wife  or  child — 

Who  in  years  agone  bowed  humbly 

To  the  Nation's  high  behest, 
Giving  all  they  had  of  treasure, 

All  their  dearest  and  their  best; 

And  though  sad  remembrance  lingers, 

With  a  Spartan  pride  will  give 
Once  again  their  best  and  dearest, 

That  her  honor  may  still  live. 


PICKLED   SPANIARDS. 

PAT   L.    GRAY.  J  _ 

Fair  Cuba  called  on  Uncle  Sam 

To  tell  her  tale  of  woe; 
The  Spanish  yoke  was  heavy,  and 

She  told  our  Uncle  so. 

Our  Uncle  gazed  upon  the  girl 
And  saw  that  she  was  fair, 

Her  weak  arms  bore  the  brown  of  toil, 
Her  face  the  frown  of  care. 

"We've  labored  hard  for  many  years 

In  vain,"  Fair  Cuba  said; 
"The  Spanish  took  our  liberty 

And  now  they  take  our  bread!" 

Our  Uncle  Sam  drew  nearer  then, 
His  hand  on  Cuba's  head — 

"Just  you  cheer  up  and  wait  a  bit!" 
Our  Uncle  Samuel  said. 


408  Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

"This  very  day  I'll  write  to  Spain 
And  tell  her  what  you've  said, 

Go  to  your  people  now,  my  gal — 
We'll  see  about  your  bread!" 


Fair  Cuba  thanked  our  Uncle  Sam, 

And  happy  went  away, 
To  tell  her  folks  that  she  had  won 

A  noble  friend  that  day. 

Then  Uncle  Samuel  wrote  to  Spain 

And  dropped  a  hint  or  two, 
At  which  the  Dons  took  great  offense, 

As  "honor"  made  them  do. 

They  said  they  knew  their  business,  and 
Their  biz  was  none  of  ours — 

Should  they  feel  in  need  of  help 
They'd  call  upon  the  Powers. 

So  Uncle  Samuel's  blood  grew  warm. 

For  he  has  honor  too — 
And  quick  he  sent  another  note 

Just  saying  what  he'd  do. 

Don's  answer  was  defiance  loud, 

So  Uncle  cocked  his  gun, 
And,  wading  down  to  Cuban  soil, 

He  waited  for  the  fun. 

He  stretched  a  rope  around  the  isle, 
That  none  might  try  to  pass 

Then  he  put  up  his  warning  sign 
That  read:     "Keep  off  the  grass!" 

He  found  a  flock  of  Spanish  ships 

All  sailing  at  the  best, 
And  caught  and  caged  them  ev'ry  one 

And  sent  them  to  Key  West. 

From  half  way  round  this  mighty  globe 
Came  welcome  news  one  day — 

4,Our  Dewey  put  the  Dons  to  sleep 
Down  in  Manila  bay." 

The  Dens  at  home  on  hearing  this 
Jumped  up  in  fever  heat, 


fc 
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And  to  their  admiral,  they  said — 
"Old  'Cervy,'  get  your  fleet!" 

The  ships  were  old,  and  barnacles 

Clung  fast  to  every  keel — 
Besides,  they  leaked,  they  ravelled  and 

They  "ran  down  at  the  heel." 

But  "Cervy"  sailed  and  for  a  time 

"He's  coming!"  was  the  word; 
And  later,  after  many  days — 

'He's  coaling  at  Cape  Verde!" 


««i 


So  there  he  paused  to  hear  from  home, 

He  cabled  to  his  boss; 
"I'm  shaky— do  you  think  I  can 

Get  these  old  things  across?" 

The  men  at  home  thought  for  a  week 
Then  pondered  two  weeks  more, 

And  then  replied:     "Go  right  ahead, 
But  sneak  around  the  shore. 

"Go  rout  the  Yanks  and  drive  them  home 
Surprise  them  while  they  sleep; 

They  have  no  nerve  to  stand  and  fight, 
But  scare  and  run  like  sheep! 

"They're  brave  to  fight  in  congress  halls, 

But  quite  afraid  of  Spain — 
They  dared  and  we  knocked  the  chip 

When  we  blew  up  the  Maine!" 

Meanwhile  our  Uncle,  with  hi3  gun, 

Was  sitting  on  the  rope, 
Still  watching  for  the  Cape  Verde  fleet — 

He'd  almost  lost  his  hope. 

At  last,  at  last  there  came  the  word 

That  "Cervy"  and  his  fleet 
Had  reached  the  Santiago  bay 

With  wet  and  weary  feet. 

When  Schley  and  Sampson  heard  the  news 

Of  bold  Cervera's  sneak 
They  didn't  jump  him  right  away, 

But  let  him  rest  a  week. 
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Then  Sampson  found  a  giant  cork 
The  collier  "Merrimac." 
Who'll  drive  the  cork  in?"  Sampson  spok< 
A  thousand  "I's"  came  back. 


* 


n 


Young  Hobson  was  the  chosen  one, 
He  picked  his  men  that  night, 
And  ere  the  cock  had  time  to  crow, 

The  cork  was  driven  tight. 

****** 

Said  Uncle  Sam  to  Cuba,  then; 

"My  gal,  you  asked  for  bread, 
And  bread  you'll  have;  but  wouldn't  yoir 

Have  Pickled  Dons  instead?" 


A    FATHER'S   ADVICE. 

DR.  W.  M.  GREY. 

You  are  going  to  the  conflict,  as  your  father  did  of  yore, 
And  when  there  be  brave  and  loyal  or  return  to  me  no  more. 
Be  as  true  as  were  your  father,  who  went  out  in  sixty-one, 
And  who  fought  and  bled  and  sickened,  now,  alas,  too  many 
Do  as  they  did,  my  good  Willie,  and  your  sire  will  be  content 
And  will  give  his  son  his  blessing  and  will  mark  the  day  he 
And  when  Cuba  wins  its  freedom  and  avenged  has  been  the 
Then  return  to  those  who  love  you,  for  you'll  not  have  fought  Id 

Ah,  my  son,  I  well  remember  when  I  bade  them  all  goodbye; 
How  your  mother  wept  upon  me,  but  with  pride  in  her  fond 
You  were  then  unborn,  and  little  did  I  hopa  to  have  a  son 
Who  would  follow  in  my  footsteps  to  where  bloody  fields  are 
But  as  years  go  in  their  circuit,  and  the  stream  of  time  rolls 
We  veterans,  wrinkled,  hoary,  never  more  our  arms  can  don; 
But  our  sons,  may  God  protect  them,  take  their  fathers'  place 
And  upon  their  country's  altar  life  and  all  held  dear  they  lay. 

Then,  my  son,  this  day,  remember,  forms  an  era  in  thy  life 
That  will  seem  in  years  hereafter  like  an  echo  from  the  strife^ 
One  on  which  you  dedicated,  to  your  country  life  and  all. 
Go  freely,  as  your  father,  answering  thus  your  country's  calL 
Proudly  then,  my  son,  I  greet  you;  you  and  all  your  comrades 
And  pray  the  Great  Commander  all  the  sons  of  Mars  to  save. 
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Go,  then,  child,  and  do  your  duty,  and  return  a  worthy  son, 
One  thy  parents  will  be  proud  of  when  thy  work  is  fully  done. 
Then  thy  country  will  receive  thee  and  your  friends  revere  thy  name, 
And  unborn  generations  will  with  pleasure  learn  thy  fame. 


THE   GREAT  DAILY. 

ROBERT   E.   GOLDEN. 

It  was  to  the  Sunday  editor 

Of  the  daily  paper  great 
That  the  brainy  editor-in-chief 

Did  thus  communicate: 

"Oh,  give  'em  a  glimpse  of  Dewey's  aunt, 
And  show  'em  his  mother's  tomb, 
Where  the  lollipops  grow  and  the  daffodills  blow, 
In  a  six-column  cut  full  of  gloom. 

"And  show  'em  the  heels  of  Hobson's  boots, 
And  legs  of  his  Sunday  pants, 
And  the  actual  size  of  shipboard  pies, 
For  that's  what  the  public  wants. 

"Find  out  what  the  officers  pay  for  drinks, 
And  how  they  get  on  with  the  cook, 
And  make  the  whole  life  of  each  Admiral's  wife 
For  our  readers  an  open  book. 

"Unearth,  if  you  can,  worthless  brothers-in-law; 
Keep  detectives  out  hot  on  their  trail; 
And  spare  no  expense  if  for  any  offense 
A  forefather  once  went  to  jail. 

"Show  each,  Sampson  and  Sigsbee,  attending  at  church; 
How  they  look  'fore  and  after  the  sermon. 
Make  each  say  just  wherein  he  finds  dancing  a  sin. 
Or  picture  him  leading  the  german. 

"Get  up  a  good  story  on  Dewey's  pet  corn; 
Ascertain,  too,  if  Sampson  likes  buns; 
Have  their  cooks  interviewed,  when  in  talkative  mood, 
Their  coachmen,  their  barbers,  their  sons." 

It  was  to  the  Sunday  editor 

Of  the  daily  paper  great 
That  the  brainy  editor-in-chief 

Did  thus  communicate. 
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FOR  GOD  AND  THE  EIGHT. 

CHARLES  H.   GOFFE. 


« 


Attention,  battalion!"  the  colonel  roars: 

And  a  thousand  muskets  leap  on  high. 
"Attention!  Column  right!    Forward  fours! 

March!"  and  sternly  row  on  row, 

The  serried  bayonets  onward  flow, 
And  the  nation's  guards  sweep  by. 

Tramp,  tramp,  tramp — 'tis  the  first  brigade,  • 

And  a  thousand  are  yet  to  come; 
How  steady  the  column  swings  up  the  grade, 
Proud  and  resolute,  true  and  staid, 
With  gleaming  steel  and  flashing  blade, 

To  the  rythm  of  throbbing  drum. 

They  come  from  the  furrow,  the  shop  and  field, 

"For  God  and  the  right  to  stand;" 
Not  theirs  to  question — but  theirs  to  feel 
A  love  for  home  and  their  country's  weal, 
They  have  buckled  the  knapsack  and  grasped  the  steel- 

They  would  die  for  the  dear  old  land. 

Ah,  blind  is  the  tyrant  and  wanton,  bold, 

To  have  tempted  the  Eagle's  wrath, 
And  yon  pirate  flag,  so  oft  unrolled 
O'er  a  thousand  blood-drenched  fields  of  old, 
To  gorge  with  booty  and  greed  of  gold 

Now  crosses  Nemesis'  path. 

A  vaunt!  false  Spain  for  the  die  is  cast! 

Thou  has  bantered  thy  fate  o'er  soon; 
And  up  through  a  ghastly,  spectral  past, 
The  wraths  of  thine  orgies  are  gathering  fast, 
From  dungeon  and  gibbet  and  stake,  alas, 

To  mock  at  thy  maddening  doom. 

At  bay  with  despair — thou  are  judged  full  well. 

But  thy  venom  has  wrought  its  worst; 
Of  thy  charnel  horrors  no  tongue  can  tell, 
For  they  seethe  through  the  lurid  gates  of  hell — 
The  crimes  of  a  thousand  years — and  smell 

To  Heaven!     Thou  art  accursed! 


\ 
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THE   PEACE   OF   GOD. 

CHARLES    FREDERICK    GOS.       1 

There's  another  Rachel  weeping 

For  her  dead  and  dying  children; 
And  the  Spanish  Herod's  drunk  on  bloody  wine! 

There's  a  holocast  been  offered 

On  an  altar  in  Havana, 
And  our  dead  are  lying  deep  in  Spanish  brine. 

Now,  once  more  the  cry  for  justice 

Has  aroused  the  God  of  nations, 
And  a  sound  of  shouting  issues  from  his  lips. 

He  has  called  his  "Loyal  Legion" 

To  put  on  its  shining  armor 
And  go  forth  to  fight  his  fight  in  battleships. 

This  is  not  a  strife  for  glory. 

This  is  not  a  war  for  conquest. 
Nor  an  "eye  for  eye,"  nor  "tooth  for  tooth"  affray; 

But  a  Nation's  ultimatum, 

That  the  Spanish  Inquisition 
And  Hidalgo's  lust  of  power  have  had  their  day. 

Once  we  fought  to  win  our  freedom, 

Then  we  fought  to  free  the  bondman, 
Now  we  fight  to  set  a  foreign  nation  free. 

Are  not  these  three  holy  motives? 

Are  not  wars  like  these  "peace  offerings?" 
We  appeal  our  cause,  Almighty  God,  to  Thee! 

Sound  the  tocsin  from  the  tower! 

Draw  the  sword  from  the  scabbard! 
Lead  the  war  horse  "clothed  with  thunder"  from  his  stall! 

lLoad  the  rifle!    Train  the  cannon! 

Cut  the  cables  of  the  gunboats! 
Into  quickstep,  North  and  South,  united  fall! 

"War  is  hell,"  said  grim  old  Sherman, 
And  it  is!    We  fear  and  hate  it! 
"Every  battle  is  with  garments  rolled  in  blood!" 
But  injustice  worse  than  war  is! 
And  we  hold  this  calm  assurance — 
That  the  egg  of  war  will  hatch  the  peace  of  God. 
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"Rise  up,  Lord — as  once  for  Moses, 
Let  Thine  enemies  be  scattered!" 

Use  America  to  execute  Thy  will! 

Be  our  watchwords:     Chickamauga, 
Gettysburg  and  Appomatox, 

Valley  Forge,  Ticonderoga,  Bunker  Hill! 


WAR  POEM. 

RICHARD  LE  GALLIENNE. 

Strike  for  the  Anglo-Saxon! 
Strike  for  the  Newer  Day! 
O  strike  for  Heart  and  strike  for  Brain, 
And  sweep  the  Beast  away. 

Not  only  for  our  sailors, 

The  heroes  of  the  Maine, 
But  strike  for  all  the  victims 

Of  Moloch-minded  Spain. 

Not  only  for  the  present, 

But  all  the  bloody  past. 
O  strike  for  all  the  martyrs 

That  have  their  hour  at  last. 

Old  stronghold  of  the  darkness, 

Come,  ruin  it  with  light! 
It  is  no  fight  of  small  revenge, 

'Tis  an  immortal  fight. 

Spain  is  an  ancient  dragon, 
That  all  too  long  hath  curled 

Its  coils  of  blood  and  darkness 
About  the  newborn  world.     . 

Think  of  the  inquisition! 

Think  of  the  Netherlands! 
Yea,  think  of  all  Spain's  bloody  deeds 

In  many  times  and  lands. 

And  let  no  feeble  pity 
Your  sacred  arms  restrain. 
This  is  God's  mighty  moment 
To  make  an  end  of  Spain. 
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GETTYSBURG,  1898. 

EDWARD   EVERETT   GIBBS. 

Two  shapes  have  met  on  the  midnight  field, 

By  the  crest  of  the  silent  hill, 
'Where  the  monuments  gleam  in  the  moonlight  pale 

And  the  damp  night  winds  blow  chill. 

The  one  is  clad  in  the  union  blue 

And  the  one  in  ragged  gray. 
The  ghost  shapes  speak  as  they  look  around 

And  these  be  the  words  they  say: 

""Comrade!  I've  heard  the  sound  of  guns; 
Do  they  fight  for  the  olden  strife? 
Bo  the  serried  ranks  of  the  armies  we  knew 
Once  more  seek  each  other's  life? 

""What  is  the  word  from  the  countryside, 
From  our  sons  and  the  sons  of  men? 
Born  of  the  land  that  gave  us  birth? 
Do  they  struggle  like  us  again?" 

T,  too,  am  stirred  from  my  narrow  bed," 

Said  the  one  who  was  clad  in  blue, 
Tig  a  foreign  foe  with  a  treach'rous  face 

And  a  record  that's  black  to  view. 

*"*Twas  Spain  who  ravished  fair  Cuba's  isle—; 
Famine  and  fire  and  sword. 
We  asked  that  the  hand  of  mail  be  stayed, 
And  they  mocked  our  patient  word. 

""In  the  dark  days  they  struck  and  the  Maine  went  down 
While  our  sleeping  sailors  lay, 
And  the  vultures  watched  for  their  mangled  forms 
By  the  slime  of  Havana  bay. 

Then  hurrying  drums  their  summons  gave, 
And  North  and  South  awoke; 
No  East,  no  West,  no  Dixon's  line, 
'Twas  a  Nation  grand  that  spoke. 

*"*A  million  men  to  the  colors  sprang, 
And  it  seemed  like  the  days  of  old 
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To  hear  guns  clash  and  bugles  call, 
While  war's  grim  flags  unfold." 


"I  have  dreamed  a  dream/'  said  the  grayish  shade* 
"And  I  stood  in  mortal  clay, 
Where  Chickamauga  field  ran  red 
When  we  battled  on  earth  that  day. 

'"Twas  an  army  corps  in  column  passed 
As  I  stood  by  the  turnpike  bars, 
And  I  saw  the  form  of  Fitzhugh  Lee, 
Wearing  a  General's  stars. 

"But  his  uniform  was  made  of  blue, 
And  I  wondered  to  see  him  there. 
Then  I  looked  at  the  men  who  followed  hint* 
The  fortunes  of  war  to  share. 

"Rank  after  rank  they  swung  along 
In  that  same  blue  uniform 
That  I  fought  against  in  the  days  gone  by 
In  the  hell  of  the  battle  storm. 

"Georgia  and  Texas  both  were  there, 
Old  Massachusetts  and  Maine, 
And  Vermont  with  Alabama  marched:  •• 
The  look  from  their  eyes  was  the  same. 

"Twas  the  fighting  look  of  sixty-one, 
'Twas  the  look  of  our  grandsires  tall, 
When  at  Bunker  Hill  and  at  Lexington, 
They  rallied  at  duty's  call. 

"We  need  not  fear  our  country's  fate, 
Far  afront  on  the  battle  line 
Are  our  sons  and  the  sons  of  our  sons,  alike. 
Where  the  steel  and  red  flame  shine. 

"American,  all,  to  the  end  of  time, 
And  the  old  flag  waves  on  high 
Till  the  world   stands  back  with   bated   breath,. 
While  the  Stars  and  Stripes  go  by. 

"When   Southern  palmetto  and   Northern   pine 
Alike  the  picket  line  keep. 
No  need  of  us  till   the  Great  Trump  sounds,. 
Come!  comrade!  let  us  sleep!" 
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DEWEY'S    DEW-INGS. 

EDWARD    P.    HOVBY. 

* 

Dewey,  dew-ly  arriving  on  the  first  of  May, 

Soon  is  dew-ing  up  his  foes  in  Manila  bay; 

For  our  gallant  Dewey,  being  wise,  brave  and  true, 

In  dew-ced  short  order  the  Spanish  fleet  doth  sub-dew. 

Remembering  Spain's  dew-plicity,  the  Dons  he  whips, 
Giving  the  devils  their  dew,  Dewey  blows  up  their  ships; 
Guns  loaded  with  dew-berries  would  dew  about  the  same, 
Ae  did  those  of  the  Spaniards  with  their  dew-ced  bad  aim. 

Whether  dew-berries  or  grape,  they're  knocked  into  pi; 
For  Spain's  dew-bious  squadron  Dewey  blows  sky-high. 
Now,  with  dew-ty  well  done  by  his  valiant  marines, 
In  dew-rance  Dewey  holds  the  Spanish  Philippines, 

May  our  navy  dew-plicate  Dewey's  marvelous  feat, 
Who,  without  the  loss  of  a  man,  sub-dews  the  Spanish  fleet; 
So  let  cheers  and  Yankee  Dew-die  through  our  nation  ring, 
While  inspiring  Dewey  dew-ets,  our  fair  daughters  sing. 


THE   FIKST   SHOT. 

GEORGE    E.    HOLT. 

From  the  good  ship  Cincinnati, 

Our  nation's  man-of-war, 
Just  at  the  hour  of  noontide, 

Was  heard  a  sullen  roar; 
A  crash  and  then  a  silence — 

A  silence  as  of  death, 
When  that  first  grand  shot  was  fired, 

And  the  whole  world  held  its  breath 
In  silent  expectation; 

For  with  that  gun's  deep  roar, 
Humanity  and  Freedom, 

Were  crowned,  by  thundering  war. 

The  manacles  were  shattered 

From  Cuba's  bleeding  hand; 
The  curse  of  slavery,  once  again, 

Was  driven  from  the  land. 
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And  from  the  Cincinnati, 

Floated  Old  Glory,  free, 
The  pride  of  all  the  freedmen. 

The  sign  of  liberty. 

And  as  the  sun  that  night  went  down, 

Behind  dread  war's  black  cloud, 
A  hundred  thousand  voices 

From  Cuba  spoke  aloud: 
"We  thank  thee,  noble  nation, 

We  thank  thy  noble  sons! 
The  God  above  will  bless  thee 

For  the  good  that  thy  hast  done." 

A  woman,  pale  and  fainting, 

Her  little  child  held  high 
Towards  heaven  and  said:    "We  thank  you, 

For  life,  this  babe  and  I." 


OUK  UNCLE   SAM. 

CHARLES  H.  HIBLER. 

Heard '8 1  the  wail  from  out  the  sea — 
"Hidden  mines — Spanish  treachery?" 
'Twas  but  the  plaint  of  thy  dead  sons 
Who  sleep  in  death  by  silent  guns. 

Heard'st  the  cry  ('twas  faint,  but  wild) 
Of  Cuban  mother's  starving  child? 
Tis  but  the  work  of  blood  red  Spain 
Who  killed  thy  sons — sunk  thy  Maine. 

Know'st  thy  flag  (star  spangled  and  bright, 
Emblem  of  liberty — eternal  right)? 
By  Dons  late  trodden  in  the  dust — 
Prepare  for  war — thy  cause  is  just 

Let  tyrants  boast — let  despots  prate, 
Let  assassins  spurn — let  butchers  hate; 
Let  Europe's  frown,  let  Asia's  sham 
Deceive  ye  not,  oh!  Uncle  Sam! 

The  hour  has  come — thy  duty's  clear — 
Marshal  thy  sons — they  know  not  fear; 
Proceed  to  war — cursed  be  Spain. 
Thine  arm  is  strong — avenge  the  Maine. 
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SONG. 

MR.  HERRICK. 

When  Uncle  Sam  unfurls  his  flag  In  whirlwinds  wild  and  dark, 
The  dead  bull-lighter  in  his  shroud,  we'll  stretch  out  stiff  and  stark, 
And  Spain  shall  fall  as  Dragon  fell  before  Jehovah's  ark, 
When  we  go  marching  to  Cuba. 

Humanity  demands  it,  boys;  this  is  a  holy  war, 
And  Spain  at  last  will  feel  our  steel  within  her  bosom's  core, 
And  over  the  West  Indies'  gem  shall  Freedom's  eagle  soar, 
When  we  go  marching  to  Cuba. 


OH!    NOBLE   SHIP   OF   STATE,   SAIL   ON. 

W.  T.   HITBS. 

y  We,  a  people  and  a  nation, 

Far  have  sailed  our  Ship  of  State, 
Out  upon  the  world's  great  high  seas, 
Where  no  tyrant  dare  o'ertake. 

Full  of  glory's  been  our  voyage, 

Full  of  daring  for  the  right, 
'Many  leagues  in  brightest  sunshine, 
yc    Many  sailed  in  darkest  night.  • 

Far  in  wake  a  broken  scepter 

And  the  vesture  of  a  king 

•     Float,  abandoned,  on  the  water, 

Where  freedom's  song  birds  sweetly  sing. 

Mounting  there  above  the  surges, 
Full  abreast  the  waves  she  rode, 

Launching  out  with  God's  commission, 
Bearing  forth  her  precious  load. 

Oh!  noble  Ship  of  State,  sail  on! 

Let  the  world  thy  glory  share, 
What  though  breakers  roar  about  thee, 

They  who  do  are  they  who  dare. 

'Neath  her  keel  hath  ground  the  fetters 
Of  a  race  of  slaves  made  free, 

In  an  awful  night  of  struggle, 
On  a  dark  and  angry  sea. 


/ 
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From  without  the  nation's  night-time 
Bursts  a  glow  of  heavenly  light; 

Thousands  died  to  bring  that  splendor, 
Thousands  hailed  with  joy  the  sight. 

Then  emblazoned  was  our  banner, 
Floating  grandly  to  the  sea, 

With  "The  Union  now  and  ever 
Of  a  nation  of  the  free.' 


»» 


Up  from  lands  where  haughty  tyrant 
Rules  In  heartless,  cruel  sway, 

Comes  the  cry  of  the  down-trodden, 
Turning  hearts  of  men  that  way. 

Hearts  of  brave  men  who  the  value 
Of  a  blood  bought  freedom  know, 

Vow  there  shall  be  naught  oppressive 
Left  on  kindred  soil  to  grow. 

Then  noble  Ship  of  State,  sail  on! 

Make  tyrants  flee  across  the  sea; 
Let  nations  know  and  men  rejoice 

That  they  who  rule  must  be  the  free. 

Now  unmask,  oh!  Ship,  the  noble, 
To  the  world  thy  grace  and  might; 

Bear  to  every  darkened  water 
Gladness  of  thy  holy  light. 

Perished  be  the  hand  of  craven, 
Who  thy  course  of  love  would  turn! 

May  the  children  of  a  free  soil 
All  corruption  ever  spurn. 

All  the  momentous  of  our  nation 
Are  the  times  in  which  we  live. 

Deepened  be  our  heart's  conviction, 
A  noble  life  the  world  to  give. 

While  hands  of  loyal  men  would  bravely 
'Round  the  world  Old  Glory  bear. 

May  the  home  heart,  pure  and  noble. 
Nerve  those  hands  pure  deeds  to  dare. 

Oh!  noble  Ship  of  State,  sail  on 
To  Time's  remotest  earthly  bound. 
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May  the  God  Who  rules  the  nations 
Know  in  thee  a  joy  is  found. 

Now,  oh  God,  the  Greatest  Pilot, 

Thou  who  councils  to  be  just, 
As  we  sail  Time's  fateful  waters, 

To  Thy  hand  our  ship  we  trust. 


MARCHING  TO  CHICKAMAUGA. 

MRS.  C.  V.  HEEB. 

The  night  was  still,  the  moon  was  shining 

All  nature  sleeping  sweetly  in  Havana's  bay  so  blue; 

No  thought  of  fear,  no  danger  dreaming, 

Our  gallant  sailor  boys  at  their  posts  were  always  true. 

There  came  a  crash  like  distant  thunder, 

The  grand  ship  Maine  in  twain  rent  asunder, 

By  traitor's  hands,  by  Spanish  instruction, 

The  Maine  went  down  with  our  tars  in  blue. 

The  night  was  wild,  the  moon  still  shining 

The  air  was  filled  with  the  groans  of  dying  men 

What  agony!     What  pain  and  horror! 

When  rushed  before  their  God  whate'er  their  life  had  been 

Americans,  awake!     To  arms  quickly  gather, 

Up  with  our  flag!     Protect  it  with  your  lives! 

Let  it  not  be  trampled  nor  Insulted, 

Be  ready  and  willing  when  she  calls. 

Refrain — 

Attention,  Company! 

Right  dress,  Forward  march! 

Marching  to  Chickamauga  Park! 

Marching  to  Chickamauga  Park! 

With  our  flag  floating  o'er  us, 

The  flag  we  love  so  well 

With  hands  and  hearts  so  true 

Brave  soldiers  dressed  in  blue 

To  raise  oppression's  cruelty  we  will  give  our  lives. 

0  sisters  dear,  to  you  I  would  offer 

A  word  of  advice  in  our  country's  hour  of  need 
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Be  brave  and  true,  be  strong  and  fearless, 

Let  us  not  lack  in  word  when  our  brothers  do  in  deed. 

The  Cubans  look  to  us  for  freedom, 

The  land  of  the  free,  and  home  of  the  brave 

So  though  our  hearts  be  torn  and  bleeding 

To  our  boys  in  blue,  let  us  say — God  save. 


"A    NATION   OF   NOBODIES." 

HAROLD  HINTON. 

"A  Nation  of  nobodies?"  well,  Senor! 
We  have  heard  people  bluster  and  brag  before; 
So  pray  excuse  us  if  you  see 
We  are  not  as  crushed  as  we  ought  to  be, 
At  this  expression  of  proud  disdain 
By  one  of  the  somebodies  sent  from  Spain 
To  stifle  liberty  and  slay 
All  who  her  tyrant  power  would  stay. 

Compare  the  records! — if  you  dare! 
Of  Spain,  whose  uniform  you  wear, 
And  of  the  people  who  command 
Your  minions  now  to  leave  the  land; 
That  they  have  scourged  with  sword  and  flame- 
Robbed  and  ruined — in  her  name. 
"A  Nation  of  Nobodies!" — Let  us  see 
Who  merits  the  title — you  or  we? 

Long  centuries  of  retrogression; 
Of  misused  power,  and  cruel  oppression; 
Of  inquisitions,  bars  and  chains, 
To  coerce  men,  and  fetter  brains; 
Long  centuries  of  sin  and  shame 
Have  rendered  Infamous  her  fame; 
And  caused  decadent  Spain  to  fall 
From  greatest  to  the  least  of  all. 

Columbia,  on  the  other  hand, 
Presents  a  record  short,  but  grand 
In  great  achievements — noble  deeds: 
Considerate  care  for  others'  needs, 
Until  her  flag  is  hailed  today, 
Where'er  men  own  the  gentle  sway 
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Of  truth  and  justice — righteous  laws — 
As  symbol  of  sweet  freedom's  cause. 

Compare  these  records!  and  when  you 
Surrender  to  the  boys  in  blue, 
Find  consolation  in  the  thought 
That  worthy  hands  the  sword  have  caught, 
Which  through  the  cruel  fate  of  war 
Your  own  hand  may  no  longer  draw. 
Your  conquerors,  Senor,  you  will  find 
Are  gallant  men  of  noble  mind. 


THE   SOUTHLAND. 

W.  COVINGTON  HALL. 

My  motherland,  to  thee  I  turn 

With  all  my  soul  aflame, 
As  I  behold  the  honor  and 

The  glory  of  thy  name. 

The  records  of  the  past  arise 

In  splendor  and  in  might, 
And  I  behold  thee  struggling  still 

For  honor  and  the  right. 

Unto  thine  ideals  ever  true, 
Thou  hast  been  false  to  none; 

And  through  long  years  of  suffering 
Thy  splendor  thou  hast  won. 

From  out  of  the  darkness  and  the  gloom, 

The  wreck  of  war  and  hate, 
Thou  hast  risen  from  thy  sorrow, 

A  nation  strong  and  great. 

And  gazing  on  my  motherland, 

My  soul  goes  up  to  God — 
His  power  falls  upon  her  now — 

He  lifts  the  scourging  rod. 

His  hand  is  on  her  destiny; 

Her  star  is  beaming  high; 
Her  splendor  reawakens,  and 

The  gloom  is  passing  by. 
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And  kneeling  on  my  native  land- 
Mine  own  and  ever  true, 

My  motherland,  I  render  praise 
For  all  God  gives  to  you. 

Thy  destlriy  is  in  His  hand, 
Thy  glory  is  the  right. 

I  pray  to  God  your  peerless  soul 
May  never  lose  its  light. 


YANKEE  DEWEY  DANDY. 

B.  F.  HAYES. 

Oh,  say,  what  did  our  Dewey  do? 

Go  tell  it  to  the  King,  sir. 
Our  Dewey  met  the  Spanish  fleet, 

And  "didn't  do  a  thing,"  sir! 

Chorus — 

What  did  Yankee  Dewey  do? 

Yankee  Dewey  dandy! 
Yankee  Dewey  downed  the  Dons, 

And  did  it  mighty  handy. 

Oh,  no,  he  didn't  do  a  thing! 

Go,  tell  the  whole  creation, 
Our  Dewey  did  the  thing  to  do — 

He  licked  them  like  tarnation. 

Hurrah,  hurrah  for  Dewey,  boys! 

And  all  the  Yankee  tars,  sir, 
Who  sailed  into  Manila  Bay 

Beneath  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  sir. 

And  if  the  time  should  come  when  we 
Must  fight — may  God  forbid  it — 

We'll  do  just  as  well  as  Dewey  did, 
And  just  as  Dewey  did  it. 

And  the  good  ship  Olympia, 

The  gallant  little  cruiser, 
Whose  Commodore  was  brave  enough 

And  wise  enough  to  use  her. 


I 
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Long  may  she  float,  this  gallant  boat, 

With  all  her  gallant  crew,  sir, 
To  do  again  as  she  has  done, 

When  Dewey  says  to  do,  sir. 


SYMPOSIUM  ON  THE  CKISIS  AND  THE  FLAG. 

R.    C.   H.   HUGHES,  ST.  LOUIS,   LATE  MAJOR  AND  SURGEON  FIRST 

INFANTRY,  MO.  S.  M.  VOLUNTEERS. 

THE  STOCK  JOBBER. 

Have  you  heard  the  news — it  gives  me  a  pain, 

The  Spaniards  have  made  that  hole  in  the  Maine, 

And  business  is  done  for  once  again. 

The  flag  will  go  up,  and  stocks  will  go  down; 

There'll  be  nothing  to  do  in  our  line  in  town 

Till  we  settle  the  business  and  Spain  comes  down 

With  the  cash  to  pay  for  the  men  blown  up 

On  the  battleship  Maine  and  the  cost  of  the  ship. 

If  we  and  Spain  get  into  a  fray 

We'll  paralyze  business  for  many  a  day; 

Our  commercial  relations  have  suffered  enough 

By  trouble  in  Cuba  and  trouble  with  Spain; 

The  whole  nasty  business  I  call  pretty  tough 

On  men  like  me.  It  gives  me  a  pain. 

THE  LOYAL  LEGION. 

When  freedom's  skies  are  darkened  in  other  lands  than  ours, 
Our  flag  waves  out  for  liberty  'gainst  all  tyrant  powers; 
In  it  shall  every  patriot  hope,  in  every  true  endeavor, 
And  ev'ry  free  heart  bravely  cope  'gainst  tyranny  forever. 
Thus  freedom's  flag  shall  ever  wave  forever  and  forever. 
The  land  of  wicked  Weyler,  who  hears  not  mercy's  plea 
And  chained  the  brave  Columbus,  must  now  set  Cuba  free. 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  decree  it,  and  Cuba's  cause  is  ours, 
This  is  the  way  we  see  it,  'gainst  Spain  and  all  the  powers. 
Cuba  fights  for  freedom;  we  fight  to  wipe  the  stain 
BVom  freedom's  starry  banner.    We  must  avenge  the  Maine. 

THE  BLUE  AND  THE  GRAY. 

About  Cuba  and  Spain  and  the  battleship  Maine 
The  Blue  and  the  Gray  have  a  word  to  say  plain. 
They  would  settle  with  dollars  for  the  ship  that's  gone, 
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But  for  American  seamen  never  a  one 

Can  be  paid  for  in  gold,  who,  in  sleep  or  in  pain, 

Went  down  to  bis  death  in  the  hold  of  the  Maine. 

Dollars  don't  pay  for  American  tars 

Betrayed  to  their  death  'neath  the  Stripes  and  the  Stars. 

It  is  better  to  fight  for  honor  and  right 

And  the  old  flag's  glory  with  the  old  flag's  might 

Than  suffer  the  stain  of  the  torpedoed  Maine 

And  her  crew  sent  to  death,  trusting  but  slain 

By  the  assassin  hand  of  treacherous  Spain. 

SPIRITS  OF  THE  SIRES  OF  SEVENTY-SEX. 

Outfurl  the  flag,  that  good  old  flag  our  fathers  nobly  bore; 
Throw  to  the  breeze  its  star-lit  folds,  unsullied  as  of  yore. 
From  hill  and  house  top  let  it  float,  from  ship  and  vale  and  plain, 
From  Northern  lake  to  Southern  gulf,  from  Alaska  to  Maine; 
And  let  each  patriot  voice  proclaim  on  freedom's  favored  spot 
That  good  old  flag,  unstained,  shall  wave;  its  foes  shall  harm  it  not. 

It  floated  fair  on  every  field  from  Brandywine  to  Yorktown, 
Where  proud  Corn  wall  Is  had  to  yield  to  freedom's  noblest  son. 
Its  stars  speak  all  of  glories  won,  its  blue  of  Heaven — Its  birth, 
Its  stripes — thirteen  in  unison,  the  noblest  band  on  earth, 
Its  beauteous  folds,  so  crimson  dyed,  remind  of  patriots'  blood, 
Its  white  proclaims  our  pure  intent  for  freedom's  cause  and  good. 

GRAND  ARMY  OF  THE  REPUBLIC. 

Beneath  it  freemen  have  been  tried  by  sword  and  fire,  and  bled  and  died; 
Beneath  it  late  on  foreign  shore  two  hundred  seamen,  aye,  and  more! 
Went  calm  to  sleep,  to  awake  no  more,  or  died  in  torture  on  Havana's 

shore. 
When  comrades  thus  are  foully  slain,  by  treach'rous  hand,  as  on  the 

Maine 
We'll  wipe  from  our  flag  the  cruel  stain  in  blood  and  vengeance  'gainst 

old   Spain. 

SONS  OF  VETERANS  AND  OF  THE  REVOLUTION. 

As  we  love  the  memory  of  our  sires, 

So  love  we  the  glory  of  the  flag  they  bore; 

So  build  we  again  the  old  camp  fires 

And  bear  up  the  flag,  as  our  fathers  of  yore. 

Our  sires  dwelt  not  on  the  cost  of  the  fight, 

They  only  asked  this:    "Is  our  cause  in  the  right?" 
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We'll  resent  this  affront— all  bargains  disdain, 
Sigsbee's  men  we'll  avenge  and  his  noble  ship  Maine. 

ALL  THE  VOLUNTEERS  AND  THE  PEOPLE. 

Unfurl  Old  Glory,  men,  float  out  the  stripes  again, 
Our  flag  is  fouled  beyond  forbear  by  Spain; 
Our  sleeping  seamen  blown  to  death — murdered  on  the  Maine, 
Dastardly  sent  in  sleep  aloft  in  a  friendly  (?)  port  of  Spain. 
Can  Spanish  money  weigh  against  our  men  thus  slain? 
Castilian  gold  can  never  square  this  crime  against  the  Maine. 
Old  Glory  must  avenge  it,  and  wipe  away  the  stain, 
So  rally  'round  our  starry  flag — rally,  men,  again. 
To  arms  your  country  calls  you — a  duty  is  upon  her, 
Spain  shall  make  amends  in  blood  and  know  our  purpose  plain 
To  avenge  the  Maine  and  wipe  the  stain  from  the  nation's  flag  and 
honor. 

PEEDICTED  IN  VERSE. 

W.  E.  HATHAWAY. 

To  the  Editor: — About  two  years  ago  one  of  my  boys  wanted  some- 
thing to  recite  in  school.  I  suggested  a  verse  or  two  from  Lowell's  "Stan- 
zas on  Freedom,"  particularly  the  third: 

Is  true  Freedom  but  to  break 
Fetters  for  our  own  dear  sake, 
And,  with  leathern  hearts,  forget 
That  we  owe  mankind  a  debt? 
No!  true  freedom  is  to  share 
All  the  chains  our  brothers  wear, 
And,  with  heart  and  hand,  to  be 
Earnest  to  make  others  free! 

To  this  I  ventured  at  the  same  time  to  add  the  following: 

Listen  then  to  Cuba's  plea, 
There  our  brothers  would  be  free; 
Lend  to  Greece  a  helping  hand, 
Banish  tyrants  from  her  land. 
Bid  the  Cretans  hope  again, 
For  reward  of  toll  and  pain; 
Break  Philippia's  galling  chain, 
Thus  to  freedom  prove  our  claim! 

Events  have  tended  to  give  some  Interest  to  this  forecast. 
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BEFORE  THE  BATTLE. 

E.  S.  HALL. 

God  of  nations,  in  whose  hand 
Lies  all  the  future  of  our  land, 
And  in  whose  glory  we  can  trace 
The  story  of  the  human  race; 
Be  with  us  now,  on  land  and  sea, 
And  arm  us.  Lord,  to  strike  for  Thee. 

As  Thou  hast  chosen  us  to  be 
The  instrument  to  make  men  free, 
To  save  the  starving  and  to  plan 
A  nation  for  our  fellow  man, 
Be  with  us  now,  on  land  and  sea, 
And  arm  us,  Lord,  to  strike  for  Thee. 

Grant,  Lord,  that  this  may  be  the  morn 
The  Cuban  nation  shall  be  born, 
And  all  the  breezes,  near  and  far, 
Shall  float  the  flag  of  single  star; 
Be  with  us  now,  on  land  and  sea, 
And  arm  us,  Lord,  to  strike  for  Thee. 

May  no  vain  throughts  of  glory  rise 
Before  our  minds  to  blind  our  eyes, 
But  may  we  see  with  vision  clear 
Our  mission  great,  our  duty  near. 
Be  with  us  now,  on  land  and  sea, 
And  arm  us,  Lord,  to  strike  for  Thee. 


UNCLE    SAM    AND    SPAIN. 

W.  SCOTT  HIIGEL. 

When  victorious  Uncle  Samuel 
Goes  to  war  with  poor  old  Spain, 

When  his  gun  begins  to  bellow 
And  shot  and  shell  begin  to  rain, 

Then  he'll  crush  the  Spanish  tyrant, 
And  he'll  make  him  quake  and  tremble, 

He'll  show  him  how  Americans 
Can  fight  when  they  assemble. 
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He'll  storm  old  Morro  Castle 

And  he'll  take  Havana,  too, 
He'll  show  the  Spanish  kingdom 

That  he's  a  hero  true. 

He'll  drive  the  Spanish  colors 
.   From  the  Western  Hemisphere, 
He'll  establish  peace  in  Cuba, 
The  peace  we  love  so  dear. 

He'll  fight  till  the  joyful  tidings 

Shall  echo  from  shore  to  shore, 
That  Cuba  has  her  freedom 

And  belongs  to  Spain  no  more. 

Then  down  with  the  red  and  yellow 

And  up  with  the  flag  of  the  free, 
He'll  show  the  Spanish  kingdom 

He  is  master  on  the  sea. 

He'll  sink  the  Spanish  navy 

In  the  deepest  of  the  ocean, 
Spain  shall  see  the  depth  and  power 

Of  America's  devotion. 

Then  three  cheers  for  Uncle  Samuel, 

Long  may  he  victorious  be, 
Long  may  his  banner  wave  on  high, 

An  emblem  of  the  free. 


WHO  WE  FIGHT  FOE. 

WILL  HEMENWAY. 

Awake  from  thy  throne  of  falsehood, 

O  thou  who  are  queen  of  Spain! 
Awake!  Hear  the  cries  for  vengeance 

From  the  martyrs  of  the  Maine! 
Awake!    Hear  the  legion  voices 

Of  the  Cubans  who  have  died, 
Suff' ring,  starving,  robbed  and  butchered, 

All  for  Spanish  greed  and  pride! 

Ah!   Their  cries  woke  up  a  nation 
Which  fights  not  for  self  alone, 
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But  gladly  bleeds  to  save  the  souls 
That  summon  with  shriek  and  moan; 

It  bleeds  for  flesh  of  Spain  a  part, 
Flesh  stung  by  Spanish  lanyards; 

And  yet  you  say  we  fight  for  self — 
For  country  fight  the  Spaniards! 

Spain  does  not  fight  for  country — No! 

And  her  fighting  will  be  vain, 
Just  so  true  as  that  our  nation 

Knows  what  mine  blew  up  the  Maine; 
Knows  what  sent  our  gallant  sailors, 

Who  have  shown  how  they  can  fight, 
From  calm  sleep  unto  their  Maker 

In  the  early  hours  of  night! 

And  from  foul  Havana  harbor, 

Where  the  shark  awaits  his  prey, 
And  from  home  and  foreign  graveyards 

They  will  rise  at  judgment  day! 
He  who  knows  man's  sins  and  nations', 

He  will  judge  'twixt  us  and  thee, 
And  we  feel  no  fear,  Christina, 

For  the  verdict  that  will  be! 


UNCLE   SAM. 

JOHN  HARRINGTON.     • 

My  Uncle  Sam's  no  bruiser, 

He  doesn't  like  to  fight, 
And  wants  to  do  by  others 

The  thing  that's  fair  and  right, 
Unless  you  try  to  crowd  him, 

He's  meek  as  any  lamb, 
But  when  he  gets  his  dander  up, 

Look  out  for  Uncle  Sam. 

If  you  don't  like  my  uncle, 
He  doesn't  take  offense, 

But  goes  about  his  business 
Like  any  man  of  sense. 

As  long  as  you  are  civil, 
He's  quiet  as  a  lamb, 
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But  when  he  gets  his  dander  up, 
Look  out  for  Uncle  Sam. 

My  Uncle  Sam  lives  plainly, 

And  doesn't  cut  a  swell, 
He  takes  care  of  his  children, 

And  keeps  them  looking  well. 
"I  go/'  says  he,  "for  solids, 

A  simple  man  I  am," 
But  when  he  gets  his  dander  up, 

Look  out  for  Uncle  Sam. 

Just  treat  my  uncle  squarely, 

And  he'll  be  square  with  you, 
Whatever  he  has  promised 

He'll  strive  his  best  to  do. 
Until  you  try  to  crowd  him, 

He's  meek  as  any  lamb, 
But  when  he  gets  his  dander  up, 

Look  out  for  Uncle  Sam. 


THINGS    WORSE    THAN    WAR. 

SHALER  G.  HILLYER. 

What  thing  is  worse  than  war? 
That  men  no  longer  should  possess 
That  ancient  virtue,  manliness, 
Too  weak  in  body  and  in  mind 
To  still  protect  their  womankind — 

This  thing  is  worse  than  war. 

What  thing  is  worse  than  war?    * 
Self-satisfied  at  ease  to  be, 
Content  If  only  we  are  free, 
To  hearken  with  untroubled  breast 
Unto  the  cry  of  the  opprest — 

This,  this  is  worse  than  war. 

Ah,  very  good  is  peace, 
And  yet  too  high  may  be  its  price! 
Shall  manhood  be  the  sacrifice? 
Must  honor  go,  shall  duty  yield, 
That  we  escape  the  deadly  field? 

Away  with  such  a  peace! 
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THE   MAN   BEHIND   THE    GUN. 

T.  C.  HARBAUGH. 

There's  a  hero  heard  of  seldom 

In  reports  from  fields  of  war, 
He  is  the  man  who  really  wins 

The  general's  golden  star; 
He  never  wears  a  shoulder  strap, 

Doesn't  know  how  to  run; 
He's  the  fellow  with  the  knapsack, 

He's  the  man  behind  the  gun. 

He's  the  chap  who  pulls  the  trigger 

When  the  foemen  come  in  sight, 
And  he  often  stops  a  bullet 

In  the  thickest  of  the  fight; 
Always  ready  for  a  tussle 

In  the  shade  or  in  the  sun; 
Yes,  the  one  who  wins  the  battle, 

Is  the  man  behind  the  gun. 

He  is  very  rarely  mentioned 

In  the  general's  reports, 
But  he  bears  it  all  in  silence 

As  he  keeps  on  taking  forts; 
When  you  hear  of  deeds  heroic 

Underneath  a  battle's  sun, 
You  can  bet  your  bottom  dollar 

'Twas  the  man  behind  the  gun. 

You  ask  who  sank  Monte  jo's  fleet 

In  far  Manila  bay, 
Or  who  destroyed  Cervera's  ships 

That  glorious  summer  day; 
Go  and  read  the  answer  written 

Where  the  gallant  deeds  were  done; 
'Twas  the  fellow  with  the  lanyard — 

'Twas  the  man  behind  the  gun. 

There  he  stands  'mid  smoke  infernal 
Where  the  battle  rages  hot, 

Making  shoulder  straps  for  others 
With  himself  well  nigh  forgot; 

Overlooked  by  the  officials 
Every  time  is  "Private  Dunn;" 
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Yet  the  hero  of  the  nation 
Is  the  man  behind  the  gun. 

Still  he  goes  on  winning  battles 

Just  as  modest  as  can  be, 
Taking  cities,  storming  ramparts, 

Sinking  fleets  upon  the  sea; 
Ah,  he  is  my  bravest  hero, 

Gallantly  his  deeds  are  done; 
And  my  hat  to-day  I'm  tipping 

To  the  man  behind  the  gun. 


SONG. 

CAPTAIN  W.  F.  HENRY. 

America,  I  love  thee; 
Thy  stripes  and  stars  above  me 
Shall  lead  where  duty  calls  me, 
Fearless  what'er  befalls  me, 
| : America,  my  own  dear  land.:| 

Exalted  is  thy  station, 
The  peer  of  any  nation; 
No  foe  shall  ever  rend  thee, 
Thy  sons  will  e'er  defend  thee, 
|:America,  my  own  dear  land.:| 

Should  threat  of  war  alarm  thee 
Or  nation  try  to  harm  thee, 
Thy  sons  from  hill  and  valley 
To  thy  defense  will  rally, 
| : America,  my  own  dear  land.: 


Th'  oppressed  from  every  nation 
May  here  find  safe  location, 
And  under  Freedom's, banner 
Shall  sing  a  glad  hosanna, 
| : America,  my  own  dear  land.:[ 

O  nation,  firm,  united, 
Thy  sons  to  honor  plighted 
Live  on  through  all  the  ages, 
Beloved  by  all  the  sages, 
| :  Am  erica,  my  own  dear  land.: 
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UNCLE  SAM'S  WAR 

W.  C.  HOGABOOM. 

Uncle  Samuel  had  a  fleet, 
'Twas  painted  white  as  snow, 

And  everywhere  he  ordered  them 
The  ships  were  sure  to  go. 

He  sent  a  ship  to  Cuba  once, 
It  was  the  good  ship  Maine; 

The  wicked  Spaniards  blew  it  up 
For  reasons  that  were  plain. 

And  poor  old  Uncle  Sam  was  shocked, 
He'd  scarce  believe  it  true; 

But  when  he  found  that  it  was  so 
He  knew  just  what  to  do. 

It  took  some  time  for  Uncle  Sam 
To  get  in  shape  to  fight, 

Because  he  wanted  to  be  sure 
That  he  was  in  the  right. 

He  wrote  and  told  the  bloody  Dons 
That  Cuba  must  be  free, 

And  when  they  did  not  answer  him 
He  sent  his  ships  to  sea. 

His  orders  to  the  captains,  they 
Were  brief  and  very  plain: 

"Sail  till  you  find  the  Dons,"  he  said, 
"Then  don't  forget  the  Maine." 

You've  heard  about  what  Dewey  did 
Upon  the  first  of  May, 

To  all  the  boasting  Spaniards 
That  were  in  Manila  bay. 

But  that  was  just  a  sample 
Of  the  vengeance  that's  in  store; 

When  Uncle  Sam  gets  going  good 
You'll  hear  of  plenty  more. 

A  war  is  not  a  funny  thing, 
And  there  is  little  gain, 

But  Spain  must  be  the  loser; 
We  can't  forget  the  Maine. 
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MARCHING  ONWARD. 

J.  A.  HALL. 

Again  the  fire  of  Bunker  Hill 

Fills  every  martial  band, 
Again  the  sound  of  marching  feet 

la  heard  throughout  the  land. 

The  hosts  are  streaming  through  the  South 

Along  historic  ways, 
And  Chickamauga  sees  again 

The  campflre's  fitful  blaze. 

Now  Southron  marches  side  by  side 

His  friend  from  lands  of  snow, 
And  every  blade  is  drawn  against 

The  Nation's  common  foe. 

Among  North  Georgia's  somber  hills 

The  bugle  calls  to  strife, 
And  ghosts  that  dwell  on  Kenesaw 

Are  stirred  again  with  life. 


ON   THE   MARCH. 

HERBERT  MULLER  HOPKINS. 

Down  the  canon  of  the  street, 
Hear  the  muffled  marching  feet! 
Hear  the  thousand-throated  hum, 
As  the  soldiers  nearer  come! 
Eagerly  the  people  crowd: 
Faintly  now,  and  now  more  loud, 
While  we  listen,  breathless,  dumb, 
Comes  the  droning  of  the  drum: 
Rika-tek,  rika-tek,  rika-tek  tek  tek, 
Rika-tek,  rika-tek,  rika-tek  tek  tek, 
Rika-tek  tek  tek, 
Rika-tek  tek  tek, 
Rika-tek,  rika-tek,  rika-tek  tek  tek, 

Now  the  marching  men  have  passed; 
We  have  watched  them  to  the  last, 
Till  the  column  disappears 
In  a  mist  of  sudden  tears. 
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Loves  and  hates  before  unguessed 
Tremble  in  the  troubled  breast; 
Loves  and  hates  and  hopes  and  fears, 
Waking  from  the  sleeping  years, 
At  our  country's  calling  come, 
To  the  rolling  of  the  drum. 

So  the  night  comes  on  apace, 
Settles  on  each  solemn  face, 
While  we  pray  with  hearts  of  fire, 
While  a  wistful,  wild  desire 
Follows  where  the  dangers  are, 
Where  the  battles  blaze  afar — 
Till  our  heroes  homeward  come, 
And  we  hear  the  victor  drum. 


MASSACHUSETTS  GREETS  MARYLAND, 

MARY  E.  HYDE. 

Thou  has  risen  in  thy  splendor 
Above  the  darkened  past, 
Maryland,  dear  Maryland; 
Let  us  rivet  now  the  friendship, 
Forever  may  it  last! 
Maryland,  dear  Maryland. 

May  bright  flowers  and  not  bullets 
Thy  greeting  always  be, 
Maryland,  dear  Maryland. 
And  a  strong  united  people, 
Arise  in  majesty, 
Maryland,  dear  Maryland. 

Ah,  my  heart  was  sore  and  heavy, 
In  knowing  war  must  come, 
Maryland,  dear  Maryland. 
But  a  pleasure  now  elates  me, 
I  hear  thy  welcome  drum, 
Maryland,  dear  Maryland. 

Thou  hast  spoken  grand  and  nobly; 
The  words  come  from  thy  heart, 
Maryland,  dear  Maryland. 
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Thou  wouldst  now  efface  all  traces 
Of  passion's  cruel  dart, 
Maryland,  dear  Maryland. 

There's  a  blessing  In  the  message, 
We  gladly  hall  the  sign, 
Maryland,  dear  Maryland. 
And  the  brightest  crown  of  glory 
We  proudly  cede  as  thine, 
Maryland,  dear  Maryland. 


SONG. 

LOU  L.  HAYDBN. 

We're  soldiers  true  from  old  Vermont, 
Whose  rills  were  our  baptismal  font, 
To  whip  the  Dons  is  what  we  want, 
For  we  are  brave  Vermonters. 

Chorus. 

We'll  teach  the  Spaniards  how  to  dance, 
When  we  get  orders  to  advance, 
Oh,  won't  we  make  them  whirl  and  dance 
The  quickstep  of  Vermonters? 

On  Chickamauga's  field  of  woe, 
We're  learning  much  we  did  not  know 
Up  there,  where  folks  and  chickens  grow 
Because  they  are  Vermonters. 

We're  learning  what  our  fathers  faced, 
Of  bacon  we  have  learned  the  taste, 
Not  even  hardtack  goes  to  waste, 
When  placed  before  Vermonters. 

Our  faces  are  not  always  clean, 
And  yet  we  bear  a  martial  mien, 
And  no  one  dares  to  call  us  green, 
Though  we're  but  plain  Vermonters. 

They  used  to  call  us  rather  slow, 
But  thftt's  a  long,  long  time  ago, 
Before  the  country  came  to  know 
How  great  were  the  Vermonters. 


488 


Spanish- American  War  Songs. 

Since  Dewey  reached  Manila  Bay, 
And  said  to  Spain,  "I  mean  to  stay/' 
Our  gait  haa  changed,  and  now  they  say 
"How  swift  are  these  Vermonters." 

The  heat  is— well,  it's  hot  enough, 
To  bake  the  ones  not  over  tough, 
By  fall  we'll  be  well  seasoned  stuff, 
As  sure  as  we're  Vermonters. 

A  few  complain  of  Uncle  Sam, 
For  dearth  of  good  beefsteak  and  ham, 
But  more  we  hate  those  battles  sham, 
We  loyal  old  Vermonters. 

We  much  prefer  to  face  the  foe, 
And  deal  them  one  tremendous  blow, 
That  they  may  quickly  come  to  know 
What  stuff  are  we  Vermonters. 

With  Col.  Clark  to  take  command, 
We'll  gladly  march  on  Spanish  land, 
And  show  'em  we  have  got  the  sand 
We  claim  for  all  Vermonters. 

We  may  not  all  be  Deweys,  quite, 
For  he,  you  know,  is  "out  of  sight," 
But  all  of  us  know  how  to  fight, 
As  sure  as  we're  Vermonters. 

God  speed  the  day,  if  so  He  wills, 
When  we  shall  see  our  native  hills, 
And  once  more  quaff  the  liquid  rills, 
That  flow  for  all  Vermonters. 

0,  native  State,  we  prise  thy  fame, 
And  we'll  preserve  thy  honored  name, 
That  you  may  never  blush  for  shame 
At  deeds  of  thy  Vermonters. 
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THE   POET'S  WAR  BRIGADE. 

LUCIUS  PERRY  HILLS.* 

Ye  gallant  men  who  wield  the  pen 
And  shed  whole  seas  of  Ink; 
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Whose  hearts  are  full  of  fury, 

Whoee  heads  are  full  of  think, 
Our  country  now  is  calling  to 

The  reckless  and  the  staid, 
And  loud  the  answer's  coming  from 

The  poets'  war  brigade. 

Now  to  discordant  notes  of  strife 

Bach  bard  has  tuned  his  lyre, 
And  every  heart  is  swelling  like 

A  huge  pneumatic  tire. 
With  rhythmic  step  they're  marching  on 

As  to  a  dress  parade, 
Ten  thousand  cranks  to  join  the  ranks 

That  form  the  war  brigade. 

Each  scribe  will  sharpen  up  his  quill 

To  puncture  Spanish  pride, 
Mount  his  cavorting  Pegasus, 

And  on  to  glory  ride; 
No  harmless  cartridges  of  blank 

Shall  form  their  fusilade, 
But  volleys  of  most  deadly  rhyme 

Pour  from  the  war  brigade. 

And  when  they  hear  those  missiles  sing, 

The  haughty  Dons  will  flee 
With  a  punctured  tired  feeling,  and 

All  plunge  into  the  sea. 
Then  the  victors  will  return  as  from 

A  picnic  escapade, 
With  not  a  scribbler  missing  from 

The  poets'  war  brigade. 

And  when  the  strife  is  over  and 

The  drum  and  fife  are  still, 
And  our  ears  no  longer  listen  to 

Their  war  cries,  loud  and  shrill, 
By  fingers  of  fair  maidens  shall 

Their  songs  of  love  be  played, 
While  the  lullabies  somnambulic 

The  poets'  war  brigade. 
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THE   EOAREESVILLE  BAZOO. 

Q.   V.    HOBART. 

I  want  to  tell  you,  people,  if  you're  hankerin'  after  news, 
Just  git  the  Roarersville  "Bazoo,"  an'  then  that  same  peruse. 
It  ain't  no  yaller  junnal,  but  it's  strictly  up-to-date; 
An'  when  thar's  statements  to  be  made  it  starts  right  in  to  state. 
An'  war  news!  gosh  all  hemlocks!  it's  a  hummer  you  can  bet! 
It's  told  of  lots  of  battles  which  the  same  ain't  fought  as  yet 

Jus'  take  a  peep,  good  neighbor,  at  that  editorial  page, 

An'  readin'  them  burnin'  words  about  "Why  do  the  heathen 

The  sentiments  contained  therein  is  mighty  strong  an'  plain, 

An'  calculated  fer  to  stop  right  quick  this  war  with  Spain. 

Thar  ain't  no  yaller  junnal,  ez  I  said,  in  our  "Bazoo;" 

Its  colors  is  the  Nations',  which  is  plain  red,  white  an'  blue. 

When  the  country's  in  a  crysis,  an'  it  don't  know  where  it's  at, 
Out  comes  the  Roarersville  "Bazoo"  an'  throws  away  its  hat, 
(Which  same  for  talkin'  purposes  is  troublesome  at  times), 
An'  right  into  the  thickest  of  the  fray  it  goes  an'  climbs. 
Advisin'  is  its  strongholt,  an'  a  crysis  is  its  meat; 
It's  saved  its  country  scores  of  times,  an'  done  the  job  complete. 

When  Dewey  at  Manila  all  them  doggoned  Spaniards  slew, 

His  action  was  applauded  by  the  Roarersville  "Bazoo." 

It  ain't  no  paper  fer  to  keep  the  laurels  from  a  man; 

An'  if  Dewey  holds  his  end  up  it  will  puff  him  all  it  can. 

Ez  fer  usin'  Dewey's  picter,  the  "Bazoo"  will  not  do  such, 

'Cause  some  men  they  gits  top-heavy  when  they're  honored  overmuch. 

Now,  thar's  President  McKlnley,  he  never  could  pull  through 

Without  the  kind  assistance  of  the  Roarersville  "Bazoo." 

That  paper  helps  and  helps  him  in  a  multytood  of  ways, 

An'  Mac,  he  pays  attention  to  the  last  blamed  word  it  says. 

It  ain't  no  yaller  junnal,  ez  I  said  afore,  it  seems, 

But  the  moment  that  it's  printed,  why  the  eagle  ups  an'  screams. 

Thar's  somethin'  gran'  an'  glorious  in  knowin'  how  to  steer 
The  ship  of  state  through  harbor  mines  an'  paths  that  isn't  clear; 
There's  somethin'  jubilatin'  in  the  thought  that  we  have  got 
A  safeguard  for  the  people  when  the  game  is  overhot; 
An'  I  go  to  sleep  at  nighttime  feelin'  safe — an'  so  will  you, 
If  you  just  peruse  the  pages  of  the  Roarersville  "Bazoo!" 
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A   BALLADE   OF   FIGHTING   MEN. 

JOHN  NORTHERN  HILLIARD. 

Hopkins,  Balnbrldge  and  John  Paul  Jones, 

Here's  to  the  kings  of  the  sea! 
Confusion  to  cowards  and  death  to  drones, 

Bnt  a  health  to  the  bold  and  free; 
A  cheer  for  the  men  of  our  country 

Who  fought  for  the  flag  by  day  or  night, 
Captains  courageous  whoever  they  be — 

They  were  the  men  who  lived  to  fight. 

Preble  and  Stewart  and  the  youngster,  Drake, 

Some  flag  struck  when  they  sailed  the  sea, 
Decatur's  name  made  the  pirates  quake 

When  he  silenced  their  guns  off  Tropoli; 
The  Barbary  Corsairs  were  taught  to  flee 

When  Barron's  frigate  hove  in  sight, 
And  our  flag  in  the  Bast  held  sovereignty — 

They  were  the  men  who  lived  to  fight. 


Lawrence  and  Perry — immortal  names — 

Conquerors  of  the  circling  sea, 
Men  who  played  in  the  lusty  games, 

And  threw  away  life  for  a  victory; 
"Don't  give  up  the  ship,"  said  he, 

And  the  words  ring  now  as  they  did  that  night 
When  Lawrence  died  'mid  the  enemy — 

They  were  the  men  who  lived  to  fight 

And  what  of  grim  old  Farragut, 

The  grisly  cub  of  the  mother  sea? 
He  feared  not  lead  or  the  saber  cut, 

Or  the  grinning  guns  of  the  enemy;    ' 
Never  was  schoolboy  gayer  than  he. 

Lashed  to  the  rigging,  and  in  full  sight, 
"We'll  raze  the  forts  or  in  hell  we'll  be!"— 

Ah!  he  was  a  man  who  lived  to  fight 

L'Envol. 

Lord  God  of  Battles,  to  Thee  we  pray 
To  nerve  our  men  in  a  cause  that's  right; 

Sampson,  SigBbee,  Dewey,  Schley — 
They  are  the  men  who  live  to  fight 
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FOR    HONOR   AND   FOR   GOD. 

ELLA  HIGGINSON. 

America,  stand  up!    The  time  has  come 

To  blow  shrill  bugle-calls  throughout  this  land. 

Drop  the  white  flag  of  peace  from  thy  firm  hand, 
And  bid  the  long,  wild  rattle  of  the  drum 
Quicken  the  blood  of  men  from  shore  to  shore. 

Nations,  on  our  swords  gathered  Is  no  rust! 

Peace  if  it  may  be;  red  war,  if  it  must! 
For  we  love  peace — but  we  love  honor  more. 

Fling  out  again  o'er  every  battle-ship 
That  old  white  flag  with  the  inspired  device — 
The  pine-tree  springing  from  the  lowly  sod 

Thrilled  big  with  prayer  to  its  trembling  tip! 
Then  will  the  old  fire  melt  these  veins  of  ice, 
And  we  will  fight— for  honor  and  for  God! 


NED:  A  HERO  UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 

I  FRED  L.  HILDRETH. 

Let  us  drop  a  tear  for  the  dear  old  horse 

Who  fought  for  the  Gray  and  the  Blue. 
Who  served  neath  the  flag  where  his  duty  led 

Who  was  honest,  tried  and  true. 
With  no  voice  to  speak,  his  actions  spoke 

A  lesson  which  all  may  heed. 
Through  sun  and  storm  he  was  ever  prompt, 

A  friend  in  our  hour  of  need. 

Born  and  reared  where  Southern  roses  bloom, 

And  the  mocking  bird  sings  his  lay; 
He  bore  his  load  beneath  Early's  lead 

Through  many  a  bloody  fray. 
But  the  chance  of  war  left  him  roaming  free; 

Free  as  the  dark-hued  slave. 
For  the  one  he  carried  o'er  field  and  stream 

Slept  in  a  soldier's  grave. 

Then  he  doffed  the  Gray  and  donned  the  Blue, 
And  messed  with  a  Northern  band. 
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And  they  "swore  him  in"  till  the  Stars  and  Stripes 

Should  float  o'er  this  sunny  land. 
Through  his  raven  form  coursed  the  rich  deep  blood 

That  thrilled  at  the  bugle's  peaL 
And  away  on  the  Charge  or  the  weary  scout, 

His  nerves  were  like  tempered  steel. 

Let  us  give  a  cheer  for  the  heroes  dumb 

Who  stood  firm  at  our  side. 
Whose  love  ne'er  palled  on  the  weary  march, 

Nor  lagged  in  the  battle's  tide. 
We  call  them  speechless  and  lacking  soul; 

But  away  in  the  far  off  blue 
Is  a  Master  Hand  who  guides  each  life, 

Bids  them  where  and  what  to  do. 

This  Ned  could  reason,  and  think,  and  thrill, 

As  the  notes  came  sweeping  clear 
From  the  brazen  mouths  Memorial  Day, 

When  they  marched  from  year  to  year. 
And  if  he  could  reason  and  note  the  day, 

Why  call  him  dumb,  please  tell? 
There's  many  a  man  on  this  good  old  world 

That  does  not  half  so  well. 

I  will  twine  a  wreath  of  memories'  buds 

For  this  hero  brave  and  true; 
I  will  trace  his  name  on  the  Arch  of  Light 

Up  there  in  the  starry  blue. 
I  will  carve  his  deeds  where  the  setting  sun 

Shall  gild  with  gold  each  night; 
So  those  who  follow  when  we  are  gone 

Can  read  his  record  bright 

Dear  Old  Ned;  far  away  In  the  realm  of  Thought, 

Where  stars  weave  their  magic  spell, 
God's  voice  may  say  "well  done"  brave  horse, 

Who  knows,  or  who  can  tell? 
Good  Night,  Old  Ned,  in  the  serried  ranks 

Of  Gray;  or  the  Army  Blue, 
No  soldier's  heart  answered  duty's  call 

More  prompt;  old  friend,  than  you. 

So  111  weave  green  leaves  for  the  dear  old  horse, 
Or  the  dog  that  marched  by  our  side,  ^^ 
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For  the  soul  in  Gray  'neath  Stan  and  Bars 
And  the  nurse  who  for  duty  died. 

God  hath  room  for  all  In  His  Army  Tent 
Whose  door  swings  open  free, 

And  "Welcome"  greets  all  in  the  Camp  of  Blue, 
The  same  as  you  and  me. 


BATTLE-HYMN   OF  THE  REPUBLIC. 

JULIA  WARD  HOWB. 

Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the  coming  of  the  Lord; 
He  is  trampling  out  the  vintage  where  the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored; 
He  hath  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of  His  terrible  swift  sword; 

His  truth  is  marching  on. 

I  have  seen  Him  in  the  watch-fires  of  a  hundred  circling  camps; 
They  have  builded  Him  an  altar  in  the  evening  dews  and  damps; 
I  can  read  His  righteous  sentence  by  the  dim  and  flaring  lamps; 

His  day  is  marching  on. 

I  have  read  a  fiery  gospel  writ  in  burnlsh'd  rows  of  steel; 
"As  ye  deal  with  my  contemners,  so  with  you  my  grace  shall  deal;" 
Let  the  Hero,  born  of  woman,  crush  the  serpent  with  his  heel, 

Since  God  is  marching  on. 

He  has  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that  shall  never  call  retreat; 
He  is  sifting  out  the  hearts  of  men  before  His  judgment-seat; 
Oh,  be  swift,  my  soul,  to  answer  Him!  be  jubilant,  my  feet! 

Our  God  is  marching  on. 

In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies  Christ  was  born  across  the  sea, 
With  a  glory  in  His  bosom  that  transfigures  you  and  me: 
As  He  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us  die  to  make  men  free, 

While  God  is  marching  on. 


THE  NEW  GEOGRAPHY. 

JAMES  CLARENCE  HARVEY. 

"The  class  in  geography  come  to  the  front," 

The  teacher  kindly  said, 
"And  the  scholar  who  makes  the  least  mistakes 

Shall  surely  go  up  head." 


i 


Spanish-American   War  Songs.  445 

Now,  what  Is  an  Island?    Hold  rip  your  hands/' 

And  Tommy  Jones  replied: 
It's  a  body  of  land  surrounded  by  boats 

And  a  few  bottled  up  Inside." 


"And  what  is  a  bay?"  the  teacher  said, 
And  Tommy  Jones  answered  back: 

"It's  a  body  of  water  that  ain't  no  use 
Because  of  the  Merrimac." 

"And  what  is  a  mountain?"  the  teacher  said, 

And  Tommy  raised  his  hand: 
"It's  a  place  you  can  lick  the  Spanish  from 

As  soon  as  you  choose  to  land." 


"Now,  one  more  question,  a  continent, 
Can  Tommy  Jones  tell  me  that?" 

"It's  a  place  where,  whenever  Old  Glory  flies, 
The  people  take  off*  their  hat." 

Then  the  teacher  smiled  on  Tommy  Jones, 
And  his  schoolmates  let  him  pass, 

And  gave  him  a  flag  for  his  buttonhole, 
As  he  stood  at  head  of  the  class. 


WHAT  THE   DEUMS   SAY. 

BRET  HARTE. 

Hark!  I  hear  the  tramp  of  thousands, 

And  of  armed  men  the  hum; 
Lo!  a  nation's  hosts  have  gathered 
Round  the  quick  alarming  drum — 
Saying,  "Come, 
Freemen,  come! 
Ere  your  heritage  be  wasted,"  said  the  quick  alarming  drum. 

"Let  me  of  my  heart  take  counsel; 
War  Is  not  of  life  the  sum; 
Who  shall  stay  and  reap  the  harvest 
When  the  autumn  days  shall  come?" 
But  the  drum 
Echoed,  "Come! 
Death  shall  reap  the  braver  harvest,"  said  the    solemn-sounding  drum. 
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••But  when  won  the  coming  battle, 

What  of  profit  springs  therefrom? 
What  if  conquest,  subjugation. 
Even  greater  ills  become?" 
But  the  drum 
Answered,  "Come! 
You  must  do  the  sum  and  prove  It,"  said  the  Yankee-answering  drum. 

"What  if,  'mid  the  cannon's  thunder. 
Whistling  shot  and  bursting  bomb, 
When  my  brothers  fall  around  me, 
Should  my  heart  grow  cold  and  numb?" 
But  the  drum 
Answered,  "Come! 
Better  there  in  death  united  than  in  life  a  recreant— come!" 

Thus  they  answered — hoping,  fearing, 
Some  in  faith,  and  doubting  some, 
Till  a  trumpet-voice  proclaiming, 
Said,  "My  chosen  people,  come!" 
Then  the  drum 
Lo,  was  dumb; 
For  the  great  heart  of  the  nation,  throbbing  answered,  "Lord,  we  come!" 


THE   SOARING    O'    THE   EAGLE. 

MARION  F.   HAM. 

Oh,  we  met  the  Spanish  squadron 
In  the  choppy,  China  sea; 
With  "Old  Glory"  up  before  us, 

And  our  Commodore  Dewey; 
And  a  brace  of  Yankee  seamen — 
(Every  flghtin'  tar  a  freeman) 
And  the  way  we  trounced  the  haughty  Dons 

Was  beautiful  to  see. 

We  shelled  'em  out  to  seaward — 
And  we  shelled  'em  on  the  shore; 
And  we  trained  our  guns  to  leeward 

For  a  hundred  shots  or  more; 
For  the  rag  that  hung  above  us, 
And  the  Yankee  hearts  that  love  us — 
Why  we  made  the  eagle  hump  himself 

And  show  'em  how  to  soar. 
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Oh,  the  decks  was  slippln'  bloody, 
And  the  gang  was  smokin'  hot! 
And  the  center  o'  the  scrimmage 

Was  an  interestin'  spot; 
And  the  beggars  kept  salutin' 
In  a  disrespectful  shootln' 
Till  we  sent  'em  Yankee  manners 

In  a  dozen  ton  of  shot 

Our  ears  was  full  o'  cotton, 
And  our  legs  was  all  a-reel; 
But  the  Yankee  grit  was  In  us 

And  our  guns  was  full  o'  steel; 
And  we  kept  the  Greasers  hoppin' 
With  the  shells  that  we  was  droppin' 
Till  we  filled  'em  full  'o  blazln'  hell 

From  reekin'  deck  to  keel. 

Or,  they  thought  they  had  a  bull  fight 
With  your  Uncle  Sammy's  crew; 
And  they  figured  out  that  dodgin' 

Was  the  proper  thing  to  do — 
But  they  missed  their  calculation 
In  a-sizln'  up  the  nation — 
Cause  there  hain't  no  room  fer  Spaniards 

Where  the  eagle  soars  the  blue. 


DEWEY'S  VICTOKY. 

C.  H.  HYDE. 

In  Manila's  deep  and  broad  blue  bay, 
The  Spanish  fleet  defiant  lay, 

Montejo  in  the  van. 
But  Dewey,  with  a  brilliant  dash, 
Their  ships  and  forts  did  crash  and  smash, 

And  never  lost  a  man! 
Proud  Montejo,  tho'  fierce  and  brave, 
The  battle  lost  and  found  his  grave. 

"Keep  cool  and  orders  all  obey!" 
Was  the  signal  given  on  that  May  day 

Then  Dewey  led  them  on. 
His  ship,  the  "Olympia"  named, 
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Forever  will  be  famed, 

For  the  victory  that  day  won. 
When  the  loud  refrain — "Remember  the  Maine/' 
Was  the  death  knell  to  the  hosts  of  Spain. 
Three  cheers  for  "Olympia,"  "Baltimore"  as  well, 
For  "Raleigh,"  "Boston,"  "Concord"  and  "Petrel," 

And  their  officers  and  men. 
Right  well  have  all  their  duty  done, 
And  from  all  nations  praises  won — 

From  princes  to  the  humblest  men 
And  history  will  with  one  acclaim, 
'  To  all  award  undying  fame. 


IN  MANILA  BAY. 

WILLIAM  Q.  HAESELBARTH. 

In  the  Bay  of  Manila,  'mid  battle's  wild  whirl, 

Waved  the  flag  of  the  Spaniard,  defiant  and  proud, 
But  the  red  hail  of  war  saw  it  shrivel  and  curl, 

Until  lost  in  our  stars,  though  it  thundered  so  loud. 
It  was  then,  in  that  hour  of  victorious  power, 
Like  a  torrent  his  strength  did  the  brave  Dewey  pour, 
And  the  Jaurels  then  won  in  that  glorious  fight 
Shall  forevermore  blossom  unfadingly  bright 

As  the  proud  eagle  sweeps  fiercely  down  on  his  prey, 

So  the  chained  thunders  leaped  from  out  each  belching  tier; 
In  the  master's  own  spirit,  so  calm  on  that  day 
Did  each  man  grow  a  hero,  undaunted  by  fear; 
And  each  eye  in  the  fight  with  true  valor  flamed  bright 
As  each  one  did  his  comrade  to  brave  deeds  incite; 
Now  in  torrents  resistless  the  fiery  floods  pour, 
And  the  fiat  of  Freedom  is  heard  in  their  roar. 

In  me  tide  of  destruction  so  fiercely  poured  out, 

The  enemy's  ships  are  completely  destroyed, 
Going  down  In  defeat  in  the  general  rout, 

And  leaving  no  sign  they  had  been  in  the  void. 
On  the  bright  roll  of  fame  write  the  brave  Dewey's  name, 
And  his  deed  at  Manila  let  all  tongues  proclaim, 
When  victory's  smile  flashed  so  bright  o'er  the  wave, 
On  the  flag  of  the  mighty,  the  free  and  the  brave. 
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THE  SECOND  MERRIMAC. 

MARK  HUNTINGTON. 

Hip!  hip  hurrah  for  Hobson  and  Hobgon'g  gallant  crew, 
Who  burst  the  harbor  entrance  of  Santiago  through! 
Who  sailed  their  ship  so  fearlessly  into  the  jaws  of  hell, 
And  passed  the  dreadful  ordeal  unscathed  by  shot  and  shell! 

They  mustered  in  the  early  morn,  a  little  band  of  seven, 

But  each  was  in  himself  a  host,  for  courage  was  the  leaven; 

And  though  they  went  to  certain  death,  no  man  of  them  looked  back. 

As  through  that  rain  of  hurtling  deaths  they  drove  the  Merrimac! 

And  when  they  reached  the  final  port  and  dropped  their  anchors  there. 
That  gallant  crew  had  dared  and  done  what  man  can  do  and  dare! 
And  men  shall  feel  the  thrill  of  pride,  remembering  that  day, 
When  Hobson  moored  the  Merrimac  in  Santiago  Bay! 


THE  WAR  CORRESPONDENT. 

E.  F.  HARKINS. 

Trailing  where  the  smoke  of  war  converts  you  to  a  dot, 
Trailing  where  the  Maxims  trip  o'erspatter  men  with  shot, 
Trailing  where  the  twelve-inch  guns  clean  paralyze  your  ears, 
Trailing  where  the  heroes  grin  and  dissipate  your  fears, 

I  hear  the  trill 

Of  bugle 8  shrill, 
I  see  the  strife  for  victory — 

The  whirling  ball, 

The  shiv'ring  wall — 
And  what  I  write  is  history. 

P^kJle  the  ranks  of  infantry  quick  skirmish  toward  the  foe, 
^llejring  and  staggering  and  bracing  row  on  row, 
3  ***le  the  roar  turns  thunder  in  the  turrets  of  the  ships — 
***■*  that  gulp  and  founder  full  of  crivices  and  rips— 

I  hear  the  trill 
Of  bugles  shrill, 

I  see  the  strife  for  victory— 
The  whirling  ball, 
The  shiv'ring  wall — 
And  what  I  write  is  history. 
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Witness  of  the  valor  of  the  men  that  hail  the  Flag- 
Valor  made  of  fortitude  and  hate  of  kings  that  nag; 
Witness  of  the  fear  that  makes  men  palsied  as  a  plume — 
Fear  that  tears  the  the  weaklin's  heart  and  robs  his  face  01  bloom — 

I  hear  the  trill 

Of  bugles  shrill, 
I  see  the  strife  for  victory — 

The  whirling  ball, 

The  shiv'ring  wall — 
And  what  I  write  is  history. 

Trained  to  view  what  happens  or  to  foemen  or  to  friends, 
Clear  as  all  the  cameras  from  all  the  land's  wide  ends; 
Telling  what  the  government  would  give  a  bond  to  know 
(Governmental  extras  are  inclined  to  be  too  slow) — 

I  hear  the  trill 

Of  bugles  shrill, 
I  see  the  strife  for  victory — 

The  whirling  ball, 

The  shiv'ring  wall — 
And  what  I  write  is  history. 

Censorship  is  troubling  when  it  disciplines  a  "scoop," 

Cuts  the  word  of  news  it  holds  and  liberates  the  whoop; 

Now  and  then  the  commandant  sly  whispers  big-eyed  plans. 

Thankful?  Why,  of  course.   But,  bless  his  heart,  I've  heard  the  banns— 

I  hear  the  trill 

Of  bugles  shrill, 
I  see  the  strife  for  victory — 

The  whirling  ball, 

The  shiv'ring  wall — 
And  what  I  write  is  history. 

Middleman  omniscient  'twixt  the  warflelds  and  the  world, 
Picturing  the  battles  ere  the  ragged  flags  are  furled; 
Sometimes  blessed  with  mercy — when  a  struck  lad  raves  athirst, 
Sometimes  blessed  with  courage — when  I  see  the  devil  first — 

I  hear  the  trill 

Of  bugles  shrill, 
I  see  the  strife  for  victory — 

The  whirling  ball. 

The  shiv'ring  wall — 
And  what  I  write  is  history. 


i 


Spanish- American   War  Songs.  451 

WHEN  OUR  WAR  WITH  SPAIN  IS  FINISHED. 

EIjLIS   B.    HARRIS. 

When  our  War  with  Spain  is  finished, 
When  her  empire  is  diminished, 

And  the  bars, 
In  a  flood  of  crimson  glory, 
Light  the  world  in  song  and  story, 

With  the  stars. 

Then  return,  Oh,  wearied  brother, 
Back  to  sweetheart,  wife  and  mother, 

Who  midst  cheers, 
Waved  adieu  and  said:  "God  bless  you," 
Trying  hard  not  to  distress  you, 

With  their  tears. 

They  will  listen  for  the  drumming, 
'And  the  tramp  of  the  soldiers  coming, 

From  the  Fray. 
While  their  eyes  with  lovelight  beaming, 
Watch  for  banners  proudly  streaming, 

On  the  way. 

Happy  day  when  peace  returning, 
'Brings  a  calm  to  mother's  yearning, 

For  her  boy: 
When  her  kindly  eyes  behold  him, 
And  her  g?ntle  arms  enfold  him, 

Oh,  the  joy! 

Tenderly  the  little  sister, 

Marks  the  day  and  hour  you  kissed  her 

Ere  you  passed; 
Down  the  street  in  ranks  of  bravery, 
Men  to  free  God's  world  from  slavery 

There  amassed. 

Now  her  gentle  words  caress  you, 
Asking  Him  to  keep  and  bless  you 

And  to  guide: 
Until  free  from  desolation, 
Cuba  stands  a  sister  nation 

At  our  side. 
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Heroes,  as  you  save  the  nation, 
Let  this  be  your  compensation, 

'Neath  the  dome; 
Where  the  stars  look  on  you  brightly, 
Loved  ones  are  praying  nightly, 

Here  at  home. 

Their  fond  greetings  of  the  morrow, 
Shall  obliterate  the  sorrow, 

Each  one  knows; 
And  the  faces  now  in  pallor. 
Then  shall  flush  at  deeds  of  valor, 

Like  the  rose. 


ENLISTED. 

ELIZA  CALVERT  HALL. 

I  fought  under  Lee  and  Stonewall, 

And  I  hated  a  Yankee  like  sin, 
But  gimme  my  uniform,  sergeant, 

I'm  goin'  to  fight  agin. 

I  took  out  my  old  gray  clothes  last  night, 

I  thought  of  the  day  they  was  new, 
And  I  looked  at  the  holes  in  the  left-hand  sleeve,. 

Where  a  minie  ball  went  through. 

And  I  heard  the  band  play  "Dixie"— 

By  God!  I  heard  every  note — 
And  I  thought  of  Manassas  and  Shiloh 

And  a  lump  came  up  in  my  throat. 

And  I  said:  "Go  back  to  that  old  oak  chest, 
There  ain't  no  more  service  for  you; 

I'm  goin'  to  fight  on  the  side  that's  right, 
And  I'm  goin'  to  wear  the  blue!" 

There's  just  one  thought  in  every  heart, 

One  word  in  every  mouth; 
For  things  is  all  so  twisted  around 

That  there  ain't  no  North  nor  South. 

I  never  thought  it  would  come  to  this; 

It's  strange,  but  I  reckon  it's  true; 
For  it's  just  one  country  and  jest  one  flag. 

And  we're  all  a-wearln'  the  blue! 
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THE  STAK  SPANGLED  BANNER. 

JOHN  H.  HUNTER. 

How  bright  it  looks  as  through  the  breeze, 
The  sunlight  rests  upon  its  eve's; 
And  heightens  up  each  silvery  star, 
Beaming  from  each  golden  bar. 
Emblem  of  our  land  of  free, 
For  ever  more  In  unity. 

Ever  borne  where'er  'tis  placed, 
And  may  it  never  be  disgraced. 
For  heroes  who  have  bravely  fought 
And  died  in  blood,  so  dearly  bought. 
May  see  it  in  their  land  away 
As  we  have  seen  it  here  to-day. 

A  bright  new  star  it  now  is  seeking, 
To  rescue  from  the  tyrant's  keeping. 
Ah!  'tis  merrily  whirling  through  the  air, 
A  gleaming  star  was  just  placed  there. 
And  nestling  in  its  folds  there  rests 
The  star  of  Cuba,  that's  stood  the  test 


SONGS  AND   THE  WAR. 

HOBART. 

"Columbia,  the  gem  of  the  ocean," 
"Lay  low,  land  lubbers,  lay  low," 

"What  are  the  wild  waves  saying?" 
"Put  me  off  at  Buffalo!" 

"My  sweetheart  is  a  soldier  boy," 

"Said  I  to  myself,  said  I." 
"He  skipped  away  by  the  light  of  the  moon,' 

"Good-bye,  my  lover,  good-bye!" 

"Fairy  tales!  Fairy  tales!" 

"I  wouldn't  if  I  were  you!" 
"Take  back  the  heart  that  thou  gavest," 

"Here's  a  how-de-do!" 


'Tis  fourteen  miles  from  Schenectady  to  Troy,' 
"My  knight  has  nothing  to  fear," 
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"Flee  as  a  bird  to  her  mountain  home, 
"My  dad's  the  engineer!" 
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"Oh,  Yankee  Doodle  came  to  town/ 
"He's  gettin  such  a  big  boy  now!" 

"The  heart  bowed  down  'neath  weight  of  woe." 
"Daddy  wouldn't  buy  me  a  bow-wow!" 

"Down  went  McGinty  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea," 
"On  the  banks  of  the  Wabash  far  away," 

"The  old  home  isn't  what  it  used  to  be" 
"For  me  and  my  poor  dog,  Tray." 

"Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  now/ 

"You  love  me  not,  alack!" 
"The  village  lights  were  gleaming  bright" 

"And  the  cat  came  back." 

"I'll  sing  one  song  of  my  old  Kentucky  home/ 
"Johnny  get  your  gun,  get  your  gun!" 

"I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs  now/' 
"Oh,  isn't  it  lots  of  fun." 

"I'm  growing  old    and  feeble  now," 

"Oh,  Nellie,  name  the  day," 
"I  had  fifteen  dollars  in  my  inside  pocket," 

"But  It's  ever  so  far  away." 

"Tenting  to-night  on  the  old  camp  ground," 

"I  wonder  where  I'm  at?" 
"I  thought  I  heard  an  angel  sing" 

"Where  did  you  get  that  hat." 

"My  heart  is  in  the  Highlands," 
"It's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way;" 

"Just  tell  them  that  you  saw  me" 
"When  the  band  begins  to  play." 
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I'll  take  you  home  again,  KathleeV 
"When  the  bloom  is  on  the  rye," 
"I  love  you  in  the  same  old  way," 
"Dat  ain't  no  lie." 

"All  coons  look  alike  to  me," 

"Hear  the  fire  alarm." 
"I  love  to  see  my  dear  old  mother  work" 

"Down  on  the  farm." 
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"Farewell!  farewell!  my  own  true  love! 

"Sweetheart,  good-bye!"    "Love's  sorrow, 
"In  old  Madrid!    In  old  Madrid!" 

"His  funeral  is  to-morrow." 

"In  the  gloaming,  oh,  my  darling!" 
"Kiss  me  once  again  and  see;" 

"Tell  me  truly,  do  you  love  me?" 
"He  certainly  was  good  to  me." 


REMEMBER   THE    MAINE. 

WALTER  E.  HEDDING. 

Now,  the  orders  have  been  issued 

To  destroy  the  Spanish  fleet, 
Clear  the  decks  for  action,  boys; 

For  revenge,  you  know,  Is  sweet. 
And  when  you  meet  the  foe,  lads, 

Strew  the  ocean  with  the  slain, 
And  let  your  watchword  only  be, 

Remember  well  the  Maine! 

Don't  give  the  bloody  Spaniards 

Any  quarter,  should  they  ask; 
But  let  projectiles,  shot  and  shell 

Carry  out  the  pleasant  task. 
Just  give  to  them  a  lesson,  boys, 

And  emphasize  it  plain, 
That  the  American  people,  one  and  all 

Cannot  forget  the  Maine! 

Just  bear   in  mind   they  gave   no  sign, 

What  they  were  going  to  do, 
For  Spanish  treachery  took  the  lives 

Of  three  hundred  boys  in  blue. 
The  same  now  give  to  them,  my  lads, 

Make  each  one  plead  in  vain; 
Just  say  that  this  is  justice,  beys, 

To  the  memory  of  the  Maine! 

Just  make  the  fight  as  hot,  lads, 
Yes,  boys,  as  hot  as  'ere  was  seen; 

Upon  fair  Cuba's  sunny  soil 
And  on  the  ocean  green. 
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And  if  the  Butcher  you  should  meet — 
Weyler — I  think's  his  name; 

Just  give  to  him  his  Cuban  rule 
In  remembrance  of  the  Maine! 

Tear  down  the  hated  flag,  boys, 

Where  'ere  the  same  you  maet; 
And  in  the  dust  we'll  trial  the  rag 

In  token  of  defeat. 
Don't  let  a  single  one  escape, 

For  the  same  they'd  do  again, 
So  wipe  them  out  at  once,  lads, 

To  square  up  for  the  Maine! 

And  when  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  boys, 

On  Spanish  ground,  you  sse, 
Although  they  may  be  dyed  in  blood, 

How  happy  we  will  be. 
For  well  you  did  your  duty,  boys, 

Which  was  so  very  plain, 
Just  give  them  cause  in  after  years 

Not  to  forget  the  Maine! 

And  when  the  war  is  over,  lads, 

And  victory  is  complet?, 
Ten  thousand  haughty  Dons  bring  home 

To  remind  them  of  defeat. 
For  this  in  part  the  debt  will  pay, 

We  owe  to  cruel  Spain, 
But  we  never  can  or  will  forget 

Our  gallant  ship,  the  Maine! 


TENTING    TO-NIGHT. 

FRANCES  V.  HUBBARD. 

"Tenting  to-night  on  the  old  camp  ground" 

Sang  the  soldiers  long  ago, 
When  at  eve  they  gathered  'neath  southern  skies 

In  the  genial  camp-fire's  glow. 

"Tenting  to-night!"  Aching  hearts  at  home 

Are  singing  the  old  refrain 
As  they  think  of  our  gallant  soldier  lads 

All  gathered  on  Hempstrad  Plain. 
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"Tenting  to-night!"  Ah!  away  they  marched 

In  the  morning  dim  and  gray, 
With  a  martial  tread  to  the  martial  strains 

Which  have  cheered  our  men  alway. 

"Tenting  to-night!"  When  the  time  shall  come 

They  move  on  the  Spanish  foe, 
And  with  shrieking  fife  and  thund'ring  drum 

They  into  the  fray  shall  go— 

"Remember  the  Maine!"  their  battle  cry 

Shall  ring  on  the  startled  air, 
And  nerve  each  arm  and  inspire  each  heart 

In  conflict  to  do  and  dare. 

"Tenting  to-night!"  When  for  "Cuba  libre" 

And  for  Right  they  shall  fight  no  more, 
God  bring  them,  our  heroes,  in  triumph  safe  home, 

Their  fighting  and  tenting  days  o'er. 


WHEN  SAMPSON  CALLED  FOR  VOLUNTEERS. 

L.  C.  HUBBARD,  M.  D. 

'Twas  in  the  hours  of  stilly  night, 

Off  Santiago's  famous  bay, 
A  Yankee  fleet,  all  armed  to  fight, 

But  quietly  patrolled  the  way; 
Bold  Sampson  stood  upon  the  deck, 

A  quiet  scheme  had  there  been  planned; 
To  make  the  Merrimac  a  wreck. 

Forlorn  the  hope;  she  must  be  manned. 
No  bugle  call,  no  drum,  nor  cheers, 
But  Sampson  asked  for  volunteers. 

The  rolling  waves,  the  ship's  tall  spars, 

The  distant  shore  with  hill-clad  trees; 
Whilst  overhead  the  Stripss  and  Stars 

Waved  proudly  to  the  night's  soft  breeze. 
All  quietly  those  brave  men  stood, 

And  scarce  a  sound  the  silence  broke; 
Upon  that  ship  that  rode  the  flood 

Till  earnestly  bold  Sampson  spoke. 
No  bugle  call,  no  drum,  nor  cheers, 
But  Sampson  called  for  volunteers. 
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My  men,  along  that  hostile  shore 

Are  batteries,  well  armed  and  manned; 
Their  "Morro  Castle,"  many  more. 

His  keen,  quick  eye  their  faces  scanned; 
But  there  in  Santiago's  bay 
Cervera  and  his  squadron  lay 
To  bar  his  way  from  getting  back 
We'll  sink  our  good  ship  Merrimac. 
I  want  eight  men  who  have  no  fears. 
Thus  Sampson  called  for  volunteers. 

Then  Hobson  of  the  valiant  eight 
Stepped  out  to  take  his  chance  of  fats; 
And  Powell,  with  his  boys  in  blue, 
Made  up  a  daring  Yankee  crew; 
And  ere  there  rose  another  sun, 
Those  Yankee  tars  their  work  had  done; 
And  when  the  Merrimac  went  down, 
They  were  immortal  with  renown. 
A  nation's  voice  resounds  with  cheers 
For  Sampson's  valiant  volunteers. 


'TIS  HARD   TO   SAY  GOOD-BYE. 

W.   C    HAFLEY. 

'Tis  hard  to  say  "Good  bye,"  boys, 

It's  mighty  hard  to  say, 
Fur  you're  children  of  the  blue,  boys. 

You're  children  of  the  gray. 
It's  crushing  mother's  heart  out, 

But  I  told  her  on  the  field, 
Ef  you  hed  ter  face  the  cannons, 

You'd  never,  never  yield. 

I  told  her,  "Mother,  Mother, 

When  I  followed  General  Lee, 
On  the  plains  uv  old  Virginia, 

A  mother  prayed  for  me; 
En  the  same  God  is  above  them, 

In  the  sleet,  en'  hail  en'  rain, 
En'  He  will  guide  en'  keep  them, 

'En'  bring  'em  back  again." 
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You  see  I  wore  the  gray,  boys, 

But  I  want  ter  say  ter  you, 
Bf  the  "grizzly  beards"  are  needed 

Jest  ter  count  'em  with  the  blue; 
We'll  inarch  beneath  one  flag  boys — 

We've  united  once  fer  aye 
It's  'the  soldiers,  we,  the  blue,  boys, 

It's  the  soldiers,  we,  the  gray; 

We  mean  no  dilly-dallin' 

With  them  Span-yards — mean  no  fun 
En'  ef  Uncle  Sam  should  need  us, 

Every  one'll  git  hlz  gun! 
Here,  take  my  hand  again,  lads — 

It '8  a  tryln'  thing  ter  do; 
God  bless  the  noble  boys, 

We  the  gray,  en'  we  the  blue! 


REMEMBER,  O  SPAIN! 

W.   H.   HOWELLS. 

Thou  art  nearlng  a  great  tribulation, 

A  vertex  of  war  and  of  pain; 
And  the  sound  of  thy  boastful  elation 

Shall  fall  into  silence,  O  Spain! 

Shall  fall  into  silence  outlasting 
The  breath  of  the  limitless  years, 

And  the  sting  of  thy  penance  and  fasting 
Shall  drench  thee  with  rivers  of  tears. 

Thy  cup  thou  hast  filled  overflowing 
With  a  prodigal  helping  of  crime. 

Thou  shalt  gather  the  seed  of  thy  sowing 
And  now  is  thy  harvesting  time. 

For  the  gods  have  been  patient  and  slumbered. 
Not  weekly  they  punish  and  pay; 

But  thy  sins  have  been  carefully  numbered, 
And  this  is  their  reckoning  day. 

Remember  thy  pirate  Pizzaro, 

Remember  the  fate  of  Peru, 
Remember  thy  edicts  to  harrow 

The  soul  of  the  downtrodden  Jew. 
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'Remember  thy  Mexican  pleasure, 
In  numberless  captives  and  slain. 

The  gods  have  all  these  In  their  measure; 
Remember  and  tremble,  O  Spain! 

In  the  face  of  the  world  we  impeach  thee 
Of  guilt  that  belittles  all  sin, 

And  by  the  Most  High  we  will  teach  thee — 
Come,  now  is  the  time  to  begin. 

Thou  art  nearlng  a  great  tribulation, 
O,  where  is  our  battle-ship  Maine? 

Beware  of  the  wrath  of  this  Nation 
For  God  hath  remembered  thee,  Spain! 


KEARSARGE,    IN    GLORY. 

LEVI   WELLS    HART. 

Kearsarge!  thou  earnest  to  grief 

On  Roncador's  fierce  reef. 
Where  winds  and  traitorous  currents,  moon  and  stars 

Unite,  thy  course  to  wile — 

For  Nature  seemed  to  smile — 
Till  thou  were  scattered  with  two  hundred  tars. 

Our  nation  will  rejoice 

To  rescue  her  brave  boy* 
From  deadly  perils  and  a  watery  grave. 

Long  may  they  yet  sustain 

Our  honor  on  the  main, 
Triumphant  over  wrath  of  wind  and  wave. 

Stanch  frigate,  what  a  dance, 

A  league  or  more  from  France, 
The  Winslow-Semmes  cotillon  did  display! 

And  for  the  blockade  runners, 

With  their  alien  ships  and  gunners, 
The  award  of  Fifteen  Millions  had  to  pay. 

There  was  circle  sailing  grand, 

Like  a  giddy  waltz  on  land, 
Unrivaled  on  the  deep  for  many  a  day: 

Well  may  our  nation  laugh, 

For  we  shall  henceforth  quaff 
Full  draught  of  glory  from  that  well  fought  fray. 
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In  Rio's  harbor  later, 

Stout  Stanton  was  no  waiter, 
To  dance  attendance- on  a  rebel  fleet: 

But  fixed  some  well  aimed  balls 

Which  scared  them  worse  than  squalls: 
De  Gaxna's  ships  dodged  from  the  iron  sleet. 

Kearsarge!  thy  valorous  story, 

Adorns  all  naval  glory, 
Nor  can  K  ever  fade  away  again: 

Grand  flag  ship  on  the  sea! 

Brave  champion  of  the  free, 
Off  France's  rough  coast,  and  on  the  Spanish  main. 

Choice  relics  we  have  saved 

From  thy  hull  which  oft  had  braved, 
All  perils  of  the  wind  and  waves  and  foe, 

And  thy  name  shall  brilliant  shine 

O'er  Roncador's  fell  brine, 
As  long  as  tides  and  current  there  shall  flow. 

See!  East  it  shines  now  brighter 

Where  Dewey — wary  fighter — 
Demolishes  all  Spain's  Manila  fleet! 

Mourn,  bloody  tyrant,  Spain! 

Do  you  now  repent  the  Maine? 
The  New  World  drives  far  off  your  ruinous  feet; 
Fair  Freedom's  triumph  soon  shall  be  complete. 


A   SONG    FOR  THE  SOLDIERS. 

EDLAH    GURNEY    HAWKES. 

I  can  see  the  new  battalions  as  they  muster  into  camp, 
Where  the  southland  spreads  her  roses  and  the  firefly  lights  her  lamp* 
Where  the  mosses  make  a  pillow  in  the  shadows  dark  and  damp, — 
Our  boys  are  resting  there. 

Chorus— Sleep!   for  battles  are  before  you! 
Mars'  red  star  is  burning  o'er  you; 
God's  protecting  love  restore  you, 
Shall  be  the  nation's  prayer! 

I  can  see  the  old  battalions  of  the  blue  and  of  the  gray, 

In  their  lowly  tents  of  silence,  where  they  wait  the  dawning  day; 


i 


462  Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

They  are  with  you,  patriot  brothers,  in  the  coming  stern  affray,- 
Brave  spirits  marching  on! 

Chorus— Forward,  then,  with  freedom's  banner, 
To  the  beautiful  Savanna, 
Onward,  heroes,  to  Havana! 
Fair  jewel  to  be  won. 

Te  are  strong  to  win  for  freedom,  when  Columbia's  spirit  bands 
Speed  with  you  on  your  mission,  and  uphold  your  lifted  hands; 
And  the  story  of  your  conquest  will  be  told  in  many  lands, 
When  tyranny  shall  cease. 

Chorus — Onward,  then,  bright  spirits  lead  you! 
Onward,  then,  the  living  speed  you! 
Righteousness  and  justice  need  you 
To  hew  the  way  to  peace! 


FOURTH  OF  JULY  ODE. 

JOHN    M.    HILLER. 

All  hail  the  day,  this  glorious  July  day, 

The  day  on  which  our  liberty  was  born; 
When  "Uncle  Sam"  the  Declaration  read 

And  "Yankee  Doodle"  blowed  his  bugle  horn. 
That  power  which  rules  the  nations  of  the  earth, 

Noting  how  insolent  "King  George"  has  grown, 
Gave  to  the  colonies  those  gifted  men 

Whose  combined  wisdom  shook  the  British  throne. 

We  cannot  name  them  here;  the  'list  is  long, 

But  as  a  down  the  catalogue  we  run, 
We  feel  no  "July  Ode"  would  be  complete, 

That  mentioned  not  the  name  of  Washington; 
And  others,  too;  we  cannot  skip  them  all. 

Franklin  and  Jefferson,  Hamilton  and  Payne, 
Are  yet  unrivaled  and  our  sages  say 

That  four  such  minds  may  never  meet  again. 

And  just  one  more,  and  Lincoln  is  the  name, 
That  swells  the  heart  of  every  loyal  man, 

Who  reached  the  very  topmost  rung  of  Fame, 
And  fell  Fate's  victim,  leadpr  of  the  van; 
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We  now  pass  on:  those  heroes  are  at  rest. 

Their  glorious  work  can  never  be  undone, 
They  have  a  shrine  in   every  loyal  breast, 

We're  fighting  now  for  what  those  men  begun. 

But  times  are  changed,  and  politics  now  rules; 

And  party  leaders  are  our  ablest  men; 
While  to  the  front  there  goes  a  different  class, 

Tis  politicians  now,  'twas  statesmen  then; 
They  boldly  said  if  taxes  we  muet  pay, 

To  help  support  a  tyrant  and  his  throne. 
That  in  the  councils  we  must  have  a  say, 

Or  else  forsooth,  we'd  "row  our  boat  alone." 

Now  "John"  got  hot  and  read  the  "riot  act," 

And  sent  his  "red  coats"  here  to  keep  the  peace, 
While  Boston  harbor  served  for  steeping  tea 

And  words  defiant  made  his  wrath  Increased. 
Resistance  then  commenced  at  Lexington, 

And  where  it  ended  I  need  not  relate. 
But  seven  long  years  of  devastating  war 

Convinced  the  king  he  could  not  conquer  Fate. 

Six  score  of  years  have  passed  away  since  then, 

And  hours  of  darkness  has  the  "old  man"  seen, 
But  on  this  day  five  million  stalwart  men, 

Danger  and  "Uncle  Sam"  we  p'aced  between 
We  want  to  be  at  peace  with  all  mankind, 

The  hand  of  friendship  freely  we  extend, 
To  stand  on  trifles  we  are  not  inclined, 

But  all  our  rights  we're  ready  to  defend. 

We  meddle  not  with  other  folk's  affairs, 

To  be  impartial  faithfully  we  try; 
But  when  those  crown  cursed  Cubans  join  the  free 

We  cannot  help  but  fling  our  hats  on  high. 
This  land  of  ours,  where  "milk  and  honey"  flows, 

With  loving  hearts,  and  friendly  still  with  Spain, 
With  bread  and  meat  to  starving  Cuba  goes, 

And  in  return,  she  wrecks  our  gallant  Maine. 

'Twas  then  our  Eagle  screamed  and  crossed  the  sea 
And  waved  our  banner  o'er  the  Philippines, 

Which  told  those  patriots  struggling  to  be  free 
That  Spain  at  last  was  suffering  for  her  sins; 
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And  still  lie  soars  and  shrieks  with  horrid  glee, 
Guiding  to  victory  as  in  other  days, 

Nor  will  he  stoop  till  Cuba  shall  be  free, 
And  Spain,  the  tyrant,  humbled  in  her  ways. 

When  Dewey  struck  that  boastful  fleet  of  Spain, 

And  hushed  its  thunders  for  all  time  to  come, 
The  commodore  was  thinking  of  the  Maine; 

And  all  the  crew  were  shouting  Turn!  Turn!  Yum! 
Sampson  and  Schley  are  aching  for  a  fight, 

And  should  Cervera  dare  to  meet  the  foe, 
Another  fleet  would  pass  away  from  sight, 

And  Spain  be  brought  to  realize  the  blow. 

Those  "Yankee  pigs"  the  Dons  so  much  deride, 

Without  a  doubt  they  very  soon  will  find, 
Are  not  that  coarse  haired  stock  with  flabby  side, 

But  the  long-headed,  fine-haired  rooting  kind; 
And  when  their  "honor"  shall  be  satisfied; 

Her  ablest  statesmen  tactly  agree, 
She  won't  possess  a  single  rod  of  land 

Of  all  she  owned  on  this  side  of  the  sea. 

And  here  above  us  waves  our  glorious  flag, 

And  in  the  van  it  always  may  be  found, 
In  peace  or  war,  'twas  never  known  to  lag, 

And  never  yet  has  trailed  upon  the  ground; 
Long  may  it  wave,  and  as  the  years  roll  by, 

May  peace  and  plenty  bless  a  happy  land; 
And  while  Its  emblems  decorate  the  sky, 

May  "man's  inalienable  rights"  still  stand. 


MERRIMAC. 

S.  J.  KUGOARD. 


Its  glory  spreads  all  far  and  wide, 

It  flushes  bright  the  sea, 
That  story  of  a  nation's  pride, 

Her  Alp  of  chivalry. 
With  deathless  love  each  gallant  name 

Enshrine  on  valor's  scroll. 
In  letters  large,  that  deed  of  fame 

Shall  live  while  ages  roll. 
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Grim  Morro'e  guns  out  hurled  death 

Upon  the  noble  ship; 
Each  comrade  watched  with  bated  breath, 

Pale  cheek  and  trembling  Up! 
But  calm  In  strength's  unrivalled  tide, 

Strong  In  stern  duty's  claim, 
Those  fiery  hearts  stood  side  by  side, 

Encircled  in  death's  flame. 

Horatius  bold  of  heroic  time 

Relives  in  Hobson's  deed, 
Tet  hist'ry's  page  in  tones  sublime 

Are  heroes'  brightest  meed. 
No  titled  name  in  grandeur's  race 

Can  e'er  reward  the  brave 
Who  bring  their  country  foremost  place 

Upon  the  ocean  wave! 

That  matchless  deed  proclaims  aloud 

The  sceptre  of  the  sea; 
Departs  from  Britain  to  the  proud 

Eagle  of  liberty! 
Those  deathless  souls  shall  ever  live 
•    Enshrined  in  Freedom's  heart, 
And  down  each  age  their  fame  shall  give 

New  strength  to  play  man's  part. 

Old  Glory  shines  all  bright  today 

And  carnival  holds  high, 
While  hark  o'er  Santiago  bay, 

With  brighter  flush  the  sky 
Puts  on  her  azure  robes  to  show 

High  honor  to  the  men 
Who  prove,  no  matter  whom  the  foe, 

They'll  meet  Hobsons  again. 


THE    WORD   IS    SPOKEN. 

E.  8.  HOLT. 

The  word  is  spoken,  let  it  roll 
Across  the  land  from  sea  to  sea — 

Go  tell  it  out  to  all  the  world, 
The  isle  of  Cuba  shall  be  free. 
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Too  long  its  patriot  bands  have  strove 
To  break  the  cruel  Spanish  rule; 

Too  long  have  brothers  halted  who 
Were  trained  from  youth  in  freedom's  school. 

But  now  'tis  spoken,  and  iwith  strength 
And  courage  equal  for  the  fray, 

We  tell  to  all  In  accents  bold 
That  Cuba  shall  be  free— to-day. 


TO  COL.  WATSON,  THIRTEENTH  REGIMENT. 

C.  P.  HARPER. 

Colonel  Watson,  you're  a  hero, 
Though  your  stock  is  down  to  sero. 
You're  a  hero, 
Colonel  Watson, 
Even  so. 

Colonel  Watson,  do  not  leave  us; 
If  you  leave  us,  you  would  grieve  us. 
Do  not  leave  us, 
Colonel  Watson, 
Do  not  go. 

Spain  has  troubles,  doughty  Colonel; 

Dewey  gave  her  hell  infernal; 

We  must  spare  her  something,  Colonel. 

Doughty  Colonel. 

Pity  her  and 

Do  not  go. 

Colonel  Watson,  'spose  they  catch  you; 
Some,  old  greaser  he  might  scratch  you; 
'Spose  the  doctor  couldn't  patch  you? 
Oh,  my  goodness!  Could  we  match  you? 
Woe  betide  us, 
Colonel  Watson 
If  you  go. 

Stay  behind  and  blow  your  tuba; 
Let  the  niggers  fight  for  Cuba; 
We  would  miss  you  awful, 
Colonel, 
Please  don't  go. 
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FREEDOM   AND   JUSTICE. 

W.  H.  HILLIARD. 

We  do  not  want  your  fairest  land; 

No  conquests  would  we  make; 
But  we  can  righteously  command 

For  truth  and  justice'  sake 
For  God  and  right  our  armies  move, 

In  Freedom's  name  our  actions  prove. 

On  this  great  continent  no  race 

Must  in  subjection  be; 
Here  tyranny  can  find  no  place, 

We  hold  that  men  are  free. 
For  Cuba's  freedom  we  will  fight, 

To  crush  Spain's  awful  curse  and  blight 

We've  heard,  amid  the  cannon's  roar, 

Their  pleadings  and  their  cries, 
And  not  in  vain  will  Justice  soar, 

For  we'll  avenge  the  sacrifice. 
The  time  has  come— our  guns  now  speak — 

The  strong  must  not  oppress  the  weak. 


TO  THE  MERKIMAC   CREW. 

H.  P.  HUBBELL.. 

Here's  to  you,  Mr.  Hobson, 

And  to  all  your  nervy  crew; 
You're  a  reckless  lot  of  devils, 

But  as  fighting  men  you'll  do. 
Here's  to  you,  Mr.  Hobson — 

You're  a  dandy  cracker- jack; 
You  took  your  choice  and  rose  to  fame 

When  sunk  the  Merrimac. 

Here's  to  you,  Mr.  Montague, 

You've  got  an  old-time  name, 
But  you're  right  up  to  date,  you  are, 

And  get  there  just  the  same. 
Here's  to  you,  Mr.  George  Charette — 

Your  name  docs  bring  to  mind 
The  brave,  the  noble  Lafayette, 

And  there  'twill  be  entwined. 
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Here's  to  you,  Mr.  Murphy, 

And  to  Mr.  Kelly,  too — 
Tou  turn-coats  of  the  Emerald  Isle, 

A -wearing  of  the  Blue. 
Tou  dum'd  outrageous  Irishmen, 

Shelaly  born  and  bred, 
A-drinking  grog  and  cracking  jokes — 

And  now  and  then  a  head, 

Here's  to  you,  Oscar  Delgnan, 

And  to  Mr.  Phillips,  too, 
And  here's  to  Mr.  Clausen, 

To  complete  the  noble  crew. 
It  matters  not  what  blood  does  flow 

Within  your  veins — enough 
To  know  it  courses  swift  along 

And  is  the  real  hot  stuff. 

So  here's  to  you,  Mr.  Hobson, 

And  to  your  fearless  men; 
We  drink  your  health,  with  three  good  cheers^ 

And  then  fill  up  again — 
Now,  here's  to  all  our  gallant  tars, 

Wherever  they  may  be — 
Their  wives  and  sweethearts — drain  your  cups, 

And  give  them  three  times  three! 


CUBA  LIBRE! 

WALTER    D.    HOWELL. 


Rally  round  the  flag,  boys,  the  flag  our  fathers  bore, 

Shouting  the  battle  cry  of  Freedom; 
Once  again  the  Union's  sons  are  engaged  in  Freedom's  war, 

Shouting  the  cry  of  Cuba  Libre. 

(Chorus.) 

Freedom  for  Cuba! 

Hurrah,  boys,  hurrah! 

Down  with  the  Spaniard, 

Up  with  the  Star! 
For  we'll  rally  round  the  flag,  boys* 

We'll  rally  one 3  again. 
Shouting  the  cry  of  Cuba  Libre. 
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Uncle  Sam  has  sent  a  call  for  a  hundred  thousand  men, 

Shouting  the  cry  of  Cuba  Libre; 
They  are  gath'ring  on  the  seashore,  they're  rallying  from  the  plain, 

Shouting  the  cry  of  Cuba  Libre. 

(Chorus.) 

Every  sailor's  on  the  sea,  hot  upon  the  Spaniard's  track, 

Shouting  the  cry  of  Cuba  Libre. 
Every  soldier's  on  the  march,  with  his  knapsack  on  his  back, 

Shouting  the  cry  of  Cuba  Libre. 

(Chorus.) 

Poor  old  Spain  is  sore  afraid,  for  she  hears  the  boys  in  blue 

Shouting  the  cry  of  Cuba  Libre, 
And  she  has  a  great  respect  for  the  things  that  they  can  do, 

Shouting  the  cry  of  Cuba  Libre. 

(Chorus.) 

AVe  will  purge  our  neighbor  isle  from  the  cursed  slavery  stain, 

Shouting  the  cry  of  Cuba  Libre. 
"We  will  free  her  sturdy  sons  from  the  cruel  yoke  of  Spain, 

Shouting  the  cry  of  Cuba  Libre. 

(Chorus.) 


YE  MERRY  SPANISH  ADMIRAL. 

W.   J.   H. 

Admiral  Cervera  he  sez, 

As  he  paces  the  deck,  sez  he; 

"Oh,  I'm  the  Admiral  of  a  fleet 

That's  aptly  named,  it  can't  be  beat; 

The  fleetest  fleet  that  sails  the  sea. 

Ho!  Sampson,  there!  You  can't  catch  me." 

Cervera,  he  sez,  sez  he. 

Admiral  Cervera  he  sez, 

As  he  paces  the  deck,  sez  he: 

"Oh,  he  who  runs  and  does  not  fight 

Will  live  to  wing  another  flight 

Over  the  seas  to  dear  Cadiz; 

And  that's  my  plan;  it  is!  it  is!" 

Cervera  he  sez,  sez  he. 
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Admiral  Cervera  he  sez, 

As  he  paces  the  deck,  sez  he: 

"Oh,  wouldn't  I  be  a  jolly  chump 

To  have  a  very  nasty  thump 

From  Sampson;  when,  by  dodging  round, 

I'll  land  in  Cadiz  safe  and  sound?" 

Cervera  he  sez,  sez  he. 

"So  I'll  take  good  care  to  dodge  you,  Samp, 
And  the  Flying  Dutchman  Schley; 
And  carefully  keep  me  out  of  the  damp, 
If  I  have  to  run  all  day. 
Yours  to  run,  but  mine  to  flee, 
And  away  we  go,  my  boys,  with  glee; 
Ho!  Sampson,  there!  You  can't  catch  me." 
Cervera  he  scz,  sez  he. 


"  DENUNCIATION." 

DAVID  HANLEY. 

I  never  heard,  I've  yet  to  learn, 

If  h was  raked  from  stem  to  stern, 

That  you  could  find  a  meaner  wretch, 
Or  one  whose  neck  I'd  sooner  stretch, 
Than  he  who  came  last  night  and  stole 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  from  yonder  pole. 

Oh!  cowardly,  sordid,  sneaking  scamp — 
Devoid  of  manhood,  social  tramp — 
What  evil  breeze  of  fetid  air 
Blew  you  here  from — God  knows  where. 
Without  reason,  purpose,  gain  or  cause, 
To  in  cold,  fiendish,  ghoulish  glee 
Cut  down  the  banner  of  the  free? 

Infamous  scoundrel,  doubly  dyed; 
Desperate  viper,  crawl  and  hide 
In  some  sequestered  lonely  spot; 
There  let  your  putrid  carcass  rot, 
While  starry  banners  flaunt  and  float 
Over  this  fair  land  and  lands  remote, 
Until  at  last  from  shore  to  shore 
Old  Glory  floats  forevermore. 
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SPAIN'S  HOUR  OF  DOOM. 

ALBERT  ROLAND  HAVEN. 

Spain's  hour  has  struck.  No  more  her  flag 

Shall  float  o'er  Cuba's  fateful  isle. 

Her  reign  of  treachery  and  guile 
Is  o'er.  No  more  shall  vengeance  lag. 

Back  to  their  gaunt  Iberian  crag 

Her  desolating  legions  hurl, 

Or  let  the  wild  Atlantic's  swirl 
Their  souls  and  bodies  hellward  drag. 

Aye,  let  her  new  armada  flee 

Westward  her  tyranny  to  maintain. 

We  will,  in  memory  of  the  Maine, 
Meet  it  and  sink  it  in  the  sea. 

Out  of  the  Western  Hemisphere 

Spain's  yellow  banner  soon  shall  fade. 

No  more  by  her  shall  graves  be  made 
Where  grain  should  grow  and  fruits  appear. 

No  more  her  fiends  with  sword  and  fire 

The  Cubans'  homes  shall  devastate, 

Slay,  sons,  and  daughters  violate 
Before  their  mother  and  their  sire. 

The  infamy  of  Spain  shall  loom 

Black  over  the  devote  isle 

No  longer.    Not  by  force  or  will 
Can  she  put  back  the  hour  of  doom. 

That  hour  has  struck.   From  Morro's  height 

Haul  down  her  old  dishonored  flag, 

While  back  to  her  Iberian  crag 
She  takes  her  ignominious  flight. 


A   CALM   DAY   AT   SEA. 

WILLIAM  H.   HAYNE. 


* 


Soothed  into  slumber  by  the  breath  of  May, 
The  sea  from  strife  and  anguish  seems  to  part 

As  if  one  sweet  dream  had  passed  away 
The  tragic  memories  of  a  mighty  heart. 
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CUBAN  ISLE. 

NATHAN  CLARENCE  HORTON. 

Thy  God-appointed  time  has  come, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle; 
The  hated  tyrant's  race  is  run, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle. 
Te  land  of  palm  and  tropic  sun, 
Your  long-fought  battle  now  Is  won, 
Your  years  of  vassalage  are  done, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle. 

A  mighty  people  sets  thee  free, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle; 
And  crowns  thy  bright-starred  destiny, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle. 
Ye  rebel  child  of  tyranny, 
Stretch  out  your  hand  across  the  sea, 
And  grasp  the  hand  of  Liberty, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle. 

The  mother  of  a  new-born  race, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle; 
The  victor's  smile  is  on  thy  face, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle. 
The  Stars  and  Stripes,  thy  conquering  mace, 
The  foeman's  crimson  crimes  efface, 
And  rescues  thee  from  long  disgrace, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle. 

Thy  heroes  have  not  died  in  vain, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle; 
The  living  shall  avenge  the  slain, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle. 
In  sculptured  pile  and  storied  fame, 
On  glory's  roll,  in  poet's  strain, 
Thy  martyrs  all  shall  live  again, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle. 

Bows  soft  the  northwind  from  afar, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle; 
Peace  comes  across  thy  harbDr  bar, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isle. 
Forget  the  cannon's  shot  and  jar, 
Forget  thy  time-deep  battle-scar, 
And  rest  beneath  thy  bright  Lone  Star, 

Cuban  Isle,  fair  Cuban  Isls. 
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THE    FLOWER    OF    LIBERTY. 

O.   M    HOLMES. 

What  flower  is  this  that  greets  the  morn, 
Its  hues  from  heaven  so  freshly  born? 
With  burning  star  and  flaming  band 
It  kindles  all  the  sunset  land; 
O,  tell  us  what  its  name  may  be! 

It  is  the  banner  of  the  free, 

The  starry  flower  of  liberty! 

In  savage  nature's  fair  abode 

Its  tender  seeds  our  fathers  sowed; 

The  storm-winds  rocked  its  swelling  bud, 

Its  opening  leaves  were  streaked  with  blood, 

Till,  lo!  earth's  tyrants  shook  to  see 

The  full-blown  flower  of  liberty! 

Then  hail  the  banner  of  the  free, 

The  starry  flower  of  liberty! 

Behold  its  streaming  rays  unite, 
One  mingling  flood  of  graded  light — 
The  red  that  fires  the  southern  rose, 
With  spotless  white  from  northern  snows, 
And,  spangled  o'er  its  azure,  see 
The  sister  stars  of  liberty, 

Then  hail  the  banner  of  the  free, 

The  starry  flower  of  liberty! 

The  blades  of  heroes  fence  it  round; 
Where'er  it  springs  is  holy  ground; 
From  tower  and  dome  its  glories  spread, 
It  waves  where  lonely  sentries  tread; 
It  makes  the  land  as  ocean  free, 
And  plants  an  empire  on  the  sea! 

Then  hail  the  banner  of  the  free, 

The  starry  flower  of  liberty! 

Thy  sacred  leaves,  fair  freedom's  flower, 
Shall  ever  float  on  dome  and  tower, 
To  all  their  heavenly  colors  true, 
In  blackening  frost  or* crimson  dew; 
And  God  love  us  as  we  love  thee, 
Thrice  holy  flower  of  liberty! 

Then  hail  the  banner  of  the  free, 

The  starry  flower  of  liberty! 
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BATTLE    HYMN    OF    AMERICA. 

EMMA   VIOLA   HARRY. 

Old  Glory  leads  the  conquering  hosts  to  triumph  over  Spain; 
With  a  mighty  shout  they  sally  forth  to  avenge  the  luckless  Maine,. 
'Twill  echo  strong  and  terrible  from  sea  to  sea  again. 

Till  Cuba  shall  be  free. 
Strike,  with  freedom  for  your  watchword; 
Strike,  with  honor  for  your  broadsword; 
Strike,  and  bear  the  standard  onward; 
Till  Cuba  shall  ba  free. 

Columbia,  'tis  thine  to  show  the  nations,  as  they  stand, 
How  the  Christian  arm  can  strike  the  foe  for  Ood  and  native  land, 
Then  can  stoop  to  raise  the  fallen  with  a  loving  Christ-like  hand — 

The  brave  hand  of  the  free. 
Strike,  with  freedom  for  your  watchword; 
Strike,  with  honor  for  your  broadsword; 
Strike,  and  bear  the  standard  onward; 
Columbia,  the  free! 

Mine  eyes  have  seen  a  vision  of  the  hour  when  war  shall  cease — 
When  the  nations  shall  receive  again  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  Peace 
And  angelic  harps  shall  wake  a  glorious  anthem  of  release, 

When  Cuba  shall  be  free. 
Strike,  with  freedom  for  your  watchword; 
Strike,  with  honor  for  your  broadsword; 
Strike,  and  bear  the  standard  onward; 
Till  Cuba  shall  b3  free. 


REMEMBER  THE  MAINE. 

MARY  WOODSON  HOSEA. 

Swift  to  the  heart  of  the  nation 

Sped  the  dread  cry  in  the  night; 
We  are  lost!  Spain  is  traitor!  Avenge  us! 

Ay  heroes,  we  claim  that  our  right. 
An  instant  of  pause  and  confusion, 

An  instant  of  horror  and  pain, 
Then  came  from  all  parts  of  the  country 

The  sobbing,  but  full-voiced  refrain, 
Up!  Men  of  America!  Pause  not! 

Soldiers,  remember  the  Maine. 
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Forward!    And  let  us  free  Cuba; 

Her  cause  is  now  doubly  our  own; 
Let  Spain  in  a  whirlwind  of  sorrow 

Reap  the  fruit  that  her  tyranny's  sown. 
Forward!     And  silence  grim  Morro, 

She'll  cleanse  with  her  own  the  dark  stain 
Of  trusting  blood  spilled  there  by  treachery— 

The  time-sanctioned  weapon  of  Spain. 
On  sailors!    The  task  to  your  liking! 

Let  your  cry  be:  "Remember  the  Maine." 

On  our  banners  rest  Justice  and  Mercy, 

The  sanction  of  God  and  the  World, 
So  straight  in  the  teeth  of  our  enemy 

Let  this  our  defiance  be  hurled: 
To  death  with  the  Spaniards  in  Cuba! 

To  oblivion  the  Spaniards  in  Spain! 
'Tis  Justice  and  Vengeance  we  cry  for, 

'Tis  the  whole  modern  world  that  will  gain. 
So  forward!  brave  sons  of  Columbia, 

Strike  hard!  and  Remember  the  Maine. 


THE   SONG    OF   THE   SUPERS. 

RANDOLPH  HARTLEY. 

We've  been  the  Roman  army  and  we've  been  the  Paris  mob, 
We've  marched  with  Dave  Belasco's  boys  in  blue, 

We've  fought  in  Shenandoah,  and  we've  often  had  the  job 
Of  assisting  in  the  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

We're  battle-battered  veterans  of  every  blessed  age —        • 
We  can  stand  before  a  stage  director's  "Damn" — 

But  we've  made  our  last  appearance,  and  we're  going  to  engage 
For  a  season  on  the  road  with  Uncle  Sam. 

We've  rushed  across  from  R.  to  L.  pursuing  empty  air, 
We've  done  some  noble  slaughter  in  the  wings, 

We've  fired  a  thousand  volleys  on  a  foe  that  wasn't  there, 
And  it  seems  to  us  we're  fit  for  better  things. 

We  want  to  feel  the  fever  of  a  realistic  fight, 
And  we  want  to  storm  a  fort  that  ain't  a  sham; 

We're  sick  of  being  soldiers,  at  a  half  a  plunk  per  night, 
So  we're  going  on  the  road  with  Uncle  Sam. 
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And  it  isn't  for  the  glory,  and  it  isn't  for  the  pay — 

For  none  of  us  expects  to  be  a  star — 
But  it's  just  the  human  longing  for  the  madness  of  the  fray, 

It's  the  wanting  to  be  really  what  we  are. 

So  we've  quit  the  Roman  army,  and  we've  laid  the  props  aside. 
And  the  stage  door  shuts  behind  us  with  a  slam, 

And  we  ain't  afraid  of  dying — for  we've  very  often  died — 
And  we'll  gladly  die  again  for  Uncle  Sam. 


THE   VOLUNTEER. 

EMMA  HARRINGTON  HODGES. 

Good-by,  dear  land,  where  apple  blooms 
Fling  to  the  breeze  their  sweet  perfumes, 
And  all  the  tender  flowers  of  God 
Are  springing  from  our  Northern  sod 
With  chalices  of  purple,  gold 
And  all  the  tints  by  pen  e'er  told, 
These  fragrant  offerings  of  the  spring 
So  tender,  chaste,  that  with  them  bring 
A  thrill  of  happiness  complete, 
When  we  but  see  them  at  our  feet! 
Good-by,  dear  birds  of  tuneful  lay, 
I  go,  but  I  return  some  day, 
That's  if  the  dear  Lord  wiJJs  it  so; 
My  country  calls  and  I  must  go! 
Good-by,  fond  eyes  that  look  farewell 
With  words  the  tongues  refuse  to  tell; 
And  try  to  smile,  tho'  grief  and  pain 
In  vehemence  expression  claim! 
Good-by,  dear  mother,  father,  all; 
And  mother,  dear,  if  I  should  fall, 
My  face  will  e'er  be  to  the  foe; 
I'll  never  shrink  from  duty,  no! 
A  fond  farewell,  a  long  good-by, 
And  mother,  dear,  now  don't  you  cry. 
Many  a  hail  of  redhot  shot 
Passes  a  head  and  touches  not! 
Many  a  man  a  "charmed  life"  bears; 
Then  dry  your  tears,  lend  me  your  prayers. 
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A  NATIONAL  THRENODY. 

INEZ  ELLISON  HALL. 

O  gather  the  lilies  and  garland  the  roses, 
Lay  them  with  tears  o'er  the  fresh-broken  sod; 

For  low  in  earth's  bosom  now  calmly  reposes 
Those  heroes  who  fell  for  their  country  and  God. 

The  first  to  go  forth  at  the  call  of  our  nation, 
And  first  to  lay  down  their  dear  lives  for  her  sake. 

O  join  in  this  song  of  deep  lamentation, 
A  national  threnody  softly  awake. 

We  had  fervently  hoped  and  we'd  trusted, 
That  peace  might  wave  o'er  us  her  banner  for  aye. 

That  without  bloodshed  might  those  wrongs  be  adjusted 
And  war  with  its  terror  ne'er  o'er  us  hold  sway. 

It  is  past,  the  sweet  hope  so  fondly  we  cherished, 

And  as  we  go  forth  on  our  mission  to-day, 
We  weep  for  the  brave  who  so  lately  perished, 

So  fresh  are  their  wounds  'neath  the  earth  where  they  lay. 

O  gather  the  roses  and  garland  the  lilies, 
And  deck  these  new  graves  with  earth's  fairest  flowers; 

O  send  from  the  hilltops,  the  plains,  and  the  valleys, 
A  low  tender  drige  for  these  heroes  of  ours. 


SONG  OF   THE   SOLDIERS. 

CHARLES     G.     HALPINE. 

Comrades,  known  in  marches  many, 
Comrades,  tried  in  dangers  many, 
Comrades,  bound  by  memories  many, 

Brothers  let  us  be. 
Wounds  or  sickness  may  divide  us, 
Marching  orders  may  divide  us, 
But  whatever  fate  betide  us, 

Brothers  of  the  heart  are  we. 

Comrades,  known  by  faith  the  clearest, 
Cried  when  death  was  near  and  nearest. 
Bound  we  are  -by  ties  and  dearest, 
Brothers  evermore  to  be. 
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And,  if  spared,  and  growing  older, 
Shoulder  still  in  line  with  shoulder, 
•And  with  hearts  no  thrill  the  colder, 
Brothers  ever  we  shall  be. 

By  communion  of  the  banner — 
Crimson,  white  and  starry  banner — 
By  the  baptism  of  the  banner, 

Children  of  one  church  are  we, 
Creed  nor  faction  can  divide  us, 
Race  nor  language  can  divide  us, 
Still,  whatever  fate  betide  us, 

Children  of  the  flag  are  we. 


THE  PATRIOTIC  GIRL. 

LOIS  HOWARD. 

Over  the  boulevard  she  spun; 

An  up-to-date  girl,  not  to  be  outdone; 

Over  the  road  she  swiftly  flew, 

Bright  plaid  gleaming  above  her  shoe; 

Pinned  on  her  head  was  a  "Sampson"  hat, 

While  her  neck  was  adorned  with  a  "Dewey"  cravat; 

Her  slender,  graceful,  girlish  waist 

By  a  "Hobson"  belt  was  quite  encased; 

Her  shirt  waist,  gay  of  color  national, 

Would  make  a  suspectible  man  irrational ; 

Instead  of  studs,  she  had  buttons  of  brass, 

Torn  from  the  arms  of  soldiers  who  pass 

Through  the  city,  for  Cuba  en  route 

To  make  the  wily  Spaniard  scoot. 

As  she  whirled  along  through  Washington  Park 

Everyone  in  the  place  made  some  remark, 

And  the  men  who  were  resting  round  Rubberneck  row, 

All  leaped  to  their  saddles  to  after  her  go. 

On  and  on  and  on  she  flew, 

Toward  Jackson  Park,  where  the  waters  blue 

Beat  into  surf  on  the  brick-paved  shore — 

After  the  girl  the  youDg  men  tore. 

For  all  I  know  they  are  chasing  her  yet, 
But  the  beautiful  sight  I  can  ne'er  forget, 
Of  a  hundred  men  in  hot  pursuit 
Of  a  live  American  flag,  forsooth. 
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"  CUBA  LIBRE." 

WILLIAM  B.   HAMILTON. 

Sons  of  Columbia!  the  bugles  are  calling, 

Hark!  the  shrill  fife,  and  the  long-rolling  drum, 

Into  the  war  ranks  the  comrades  are  falling, 
Honor  and  duty  entreat  you  to  come. 

Chorus. 

Think  of  our  lads  lying  slain  at  Havana! 

Think  of  the  traitors,  the  minions  of  Spain! 
Strike  for  the  right  and  the  old,  starry-banner, 

Freedom  for  Cuba!    Remember  the  Maine! 

Queen  of  the  Indies,  poor  Cuba,  lies  bleeding, 
Crushed  'neath  the  heel  of  a  pitiless  foe, 

Long  she  has  called  you,  give  ear  to  her  pleading, 
God  and  humanity  urge  you  to  go. 

Chorus. 

DriYO  the  Tile  despots  afar  from  her  border 
Back  in  disgrace  to  their  old  world  home; 

^Freed  from  oppression,  misrule  and  disorder, 
Cuba  will  bless  you  for  ages  to  come. 

Chorus. 

Down  with  the  tyrants,  relentless  and  greedy! 

Up  with  fair  Cuba,  the  gem  of  the  sea! 
Balm  for  the  wounded  and  help  for  the  needy, 

Cuba!  brave  Cuba!  thy  sons  shall  be  free! 
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THE    CAGED    EAGLE. 

WILLIAM   HAMILTON   HAYNE. 

Voices  that  sink  or  swell 
In  country  or  crowded  mart; 

And  the  spirt  of  war  like  an  eagle  caged 
In  the  Nation's  throbbing  heart. 

Echoes  of  waves  that  moaned 
The  doom  of  the  murdered  Maine, 

And  the  eyes  of  seamen  stern  and  sad 
Fronting  the  ships  of  Spain. 
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Winds  of  the  deep  that  blow 
To  the  utmost  ends  of  earth 

The  wrongs  of  a  people  proud  and  brave 
Who  were  freemen  at  their  birth. 

Flags  that  are  almost  furled 
O'er  ships  that  are  armed  for  fight; 

And  the  spirit  of  war  like  an  eagle  caged 
Far  from  its  eyrled  height 

Ah,  God!  for  a  fearless  hand 

To  open  the  eagle's  cage, 
Till  the  Nation  arises  on  land  and  sea, 

Thrilled  with  a  mighty  rage. 

Ah,  God!  for  a  voice  as  great 
As  the  country's  breadth  and  length, 

Till  the  Western  world,  in  curbless  wrath, 
Smites  with  her  ancient  strength. 


OUR   WASHINGTON   VOLUNTEERS. 

FRANC  HASKELL. 

Tou  kin  boast  about  your  soldiers 
Prom  your  states  away  up  East, 
Tou  can  tell  about  their  willingness 
To  leave  friends,  home  and  peace, 
You  kin  brag  about  their  bravery — 
It  sounds  like  victory  in  our  ears, 
But  wait  till  you  see  Washington's 
Brave,  loyal  volunteers. 

You  can  harp  about  your  colonels, 
Who  fur  us  would  give  their  life — 
But  remember  Colonel  Wholley, 
And  Lieutenant-Colonel  Fife. 
We  love  to  see  Old  Glory 
A-floatin',  never  fear; 
The  ones  who'll  help  to  wave  it 
Are  Tacoma  volunteers. 

You  kin  sneer  at  our  old  Puget, 
It  sounds  all  well  enough, 
But  the  boys  we  send  you  from  it 
Are  the  proper  kind  o'  stuff. 
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They're  ready  fur  the  Philippines, 
They'll  take  the  bruise  and  brunt, 
And,  when  free  Cuba  floats  her  flag. 
You'll  find  them  to  the  front 

You  kin  gas  about  us  Westerns, 
Call  us  moss  backs — we  don't  care — 
When  duty  calls  us  then  you'll  see 
That  we  will  do  and  dare. 
We  won't  fight  fur  reputation. 
Or  fur  any  kind  o'  gain, 
We  are  loyal  to  our  country. 
And  our  brothers  "of  the  Maine." 

Three  cheers  fur  Colonel  Wholley, 
And  our  dear  brave  boys  in  blue. 
You  will  never  find  them  shirking — 
To  our  flag  you'll  find  them  true. 
And  if  they  fall— in  battle— 
We  will  shed  our  warmest  tears — 
But  up  yonder,  we  will  know  them. 
Our  Tacoma  volunteers. 


THE    SOLDIER'S    GRAVE. 

EUGENE  B.  HUMPHREY. 

Only  a  glimpse  of  a  soldier  brave, 

And  then  the  old,  old  story; 
A  lonely  grave  where  the  grasses  wave. 

Where  he  died  for  a  nation's  glory. 

Who  cares  for  one  now?    There  are  many  more 
Who  will  fight  for  the  colors  streaming? 

The  cannon  will  roar  and  its  dread  fire  pour, 
While  the  soldier  lies  peacefully  dreaming. 

Only  a  glimpse  of  a  maiden  fair, 
Of  eyes  that  are  dimmed  with  weeping, 

A  listening  ear,  nevermore  to  hear 
The  voice  of  the  dear  one  sleeping. 

She  cares  for  the  soldier  far  away, 
For  the  heart  that  to  her  is  given; 

And  day  after  day  will  she  watch  and  pray 
For  the  loved  one  at  rest  in  heaven. 


i 


r  . 


482  Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

THE  DAY  HAVANA  FELL. 

ROBERT  H.  HAZARD. 

"Come,  tell  us  how  Havana  fell, 

In  eighteen  ninety-eight; 
Now,  please,  good  Uncle  Amos,  do 

Don't  say  it  is  too  late; 
But  tell  us  how  the  Yankee  ships 

Set  all  the  Cubans  free 
And  drove  the  cruel  Spanish  Dons 

Back  home  across  the  sea. 
You  saw  the  smoke  and  heard  the  guns 

And  know  the  story  well, 
For  you  were  on  the  Terror  there 

The  day  Havana  fell." 

"Yes,  I  was  there,  but  on  that  day. 

When  shells  began  to  screech, 
I  longed  to  be  at  home  again 

On  Jersey's  peaceful  beach. 
The  Terror  and  the  Monterey 

First  bore  the  battle's  brunt, 
Then  came  the  Texas,  fort  of  steel, 

To  take  the  Yankee  front. 
The  air  grew  black;  the  sea  grew  white; 

Each  ship  became  a  hell, 
I  hardly  think  that  I'll  forget 

The  day  Havana  fell. 

"Like  blacksmiths  at  their  forges  red. 

The  gunners  toiled  away, 
Dumb  bronze  machines,  they  aimed  and  fired 

For  nearly  half  a  day. 
The  awful  gas  from  powder  smoke 

Seemed  like  the  grip  of  death, 
And  more  than  one  poor  fellow  dropped, 

While  gasping  vain  for  breath. 
And  every  time  the  turret  sides 

Were  struck  by  shot  or  shell, 
We  thought  the  world  to  end  had  come, 

The  day  Havana  fell. 

"Old  Morro's  gloomy  castle  walls 
Belched  forth  the  Spanish  hate, 
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And  now  and  then  huge  bolts  of  steel 

Pierced  through  our  armor  plate. 
Their  cannon  shrieked  from  Cabanas; 

The  Punta's  battery  bark 
Was  nearly  drowned  by  Reina's  guns. 

But  all  were  hushed  by  dark. 
On  through  that  hail  of  lead  and  iron, 

'Midst  terrors  none  can  tell, 
Our  gallant  ships  all  fought  their  way, 

The  day  Havana  fell. 

"And  while  we  struck  them  from  the  sea, 

Old  Gomez  and  his  band 
Swooped  down  with  vengeful,  merciless  might, 

And  smote  them  on  the  land. 
'Remember  Maceo!'  they  yelled, 

And  whirled  the  dread  machete, 
The  martyrs  of  the  Maine!'  we  cried — 

The  watchword  of  the  fleet. 
The  fight  was  over  ere  the  dusk; 

'Peace!'  rang  the  vesper  bell, 
Its  pure  tones  tolled  for  brave  men  gone, 

The  day  Havana  fell. 

"The  heroes  of  that  day  you  know; 

Scores  died,  but  scores  yet  live 
To  wear  the  precious  laurel  crowns 

That  grateful  nations  give. 
Once  more  is  Cuba  Antilles'  gem, 

For  joy  and  plenty  reign, 
The  laugh  of  happy  children  now 

Is  heard  on  hill  and  plain. 
Barbaric  warfare  no  more  stalks,    • 

Despoiling  field  and  dell, 
The  butcher's  rule  its  end  did  reach 

The  day  Havana  fell." 


THAT  MATANZAS  MULE. 

LOUIS  HARRISON. 

The  mule  stood  on  Matanzas  shore, 

And  each  true  Yankee  sailor 
Shrieked,  "Make  it  hot  with  shell  and  shot. 

He  looks  like  General  Weyler." 
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A  gunner  on  the  brave  New  York 
Said,  "Now,  by  Spanish  Sancho, 

All  handa  keep  cool;  I  think  that  mule 
Is  Governor  General  Blanco." 

Quoth  the  Cincinnati's  pilot, 
"That  mule  is  Blanco's  master; 

I've  been  to  Spain,  and  to  me  it's  plain, 
He  looks  like  old  Sagasta." 

The  captain  of  the  Puritan 
Said,  "Boys,  now  make  him  vanish; 

At  sea  all  mules  look  alike  to  me, 
Especially  when  they're  Spanish." 

A  red-hot  shot  went  to  the  spot, 
Which  made  that  mule  go  on  so 

That  he  fell  down  and  cracked  his  crown. 
As  will  later  King  Alfonso. 


"DIXIE"    AND    "YANKEE   DOODLE." 

LAWRENCE  PORCHER  HEXT. 
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I  was  born  'way  down  in  "Dixie,' 
Reared  beneath  the  southern  skies, 

And  they  didn't  have  to  teach  me 
Every  "Yankee"  to  despise. 

I  was  but  a  country  youngster 
When*I  donned  a  suit  of  gray, 

When  I  shouldered  my  old  musket, 
And  marched  forth  the  "Yanks"  to  slay. 

Four  long  years  I  fought  and  suffered; 

"Dixie"  was  my  battle-cry; 
"Dixie"  always  and  forever, 

Down  in  "Dixie"  let  me  die. 

And  to-night  I'm  down  in  "Dixie;" 
"Dixie"  still  so  great  and  true; 

But  to-night  I  am  appareled 
In  a  uniform  of  blue. 

And  to-night  the  band  is  playing; 
Tia  not  "Dixie's"  strains  I  hear, 
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But  the  strains  of  "Yankee  Doodle" 
Ringing  out  strong  and  sweet  and  clear. 

Long  I  listened  to  the  music; 

By  my  side  a  comrade  stands; 
He's  a  "Yank"  and  I'm  a  "Rebel," 

But  we  grasp  each  others'  hands. 

Here  together  we  united 

'Way  down  South  in  "Dixie"  stand, 
And  my  comrade  whispers  softly, 

There's  no  land  like  "Dixie's  land." 

But  my  eyes  are  filled  with  tear-drops, 
Tears  that  make  my  heart  feel  glad, 

And  I  whisper  to  my  comrade: 
"  'Yankee  Doodle'  ain't  so  bad." 


THE   BATTLE    OF   SANTIAGO. 

JOHN  HAFEY. 

It  was  on  the  third  day  of  July  In  1898, 
The  warships  of  the  Spaniards 

Have  met  an  awful  fate. 
Cervera  and  his  officers 

Our  prisoners  they  remain, 
Now  we'll  have  satisfaction,  boys, 

For  blowing  up  the  Maine. 

At  one  o'clock  this  morning 

The  Spaniards  they  began, 
And  tried  to  scare  our  Yankee  boys 

In  front  of  San  Juan, 
But  Gen.  Lawton's  gallant  troops 

Were  ready  for  the  fray, 
Which  caused  the  cowardly  Spanish  Dons 

In  hordes  to  run  away. 

Then  Roosevelt  led  with  waving  sword, 
On  the  enemy  down  he  swoops, 

His  brave  Rough  Riders  close  behind, 
Likewise  the  colored  troops. 
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The  bullete  fell  as  thick  as  hail, 
The  lire  <was  fierce  and  hot, 

While  rallying  on  his  gallant  men. 
It's  then  his  horse  was  shot 

• 

And  now  that  Hobson  he  is  free, 

Likewise  his  gallant  band. 
We  will  have  great  rejoicing 

In  this  whole  united  land. 
The  Spanish  Dons  were  forced  to  yield, 

And  that  we  knew  right  well, 
If  they  dared  refuse  we'd  light  a  fuse 

And  blow  them  all  to  h — . 


LETTER  FROM  CAMP. 

WILT-  T.  HALE. 

Takes  absence  to  rattle  a  feller,  an'  make  him  understand 
The  wcrtli  of  a  wifely  voice,  the  strength  of  a  wifely  hand; 
An'  the  little  old  farm  seems  dearer,  the  cottage  in  town  the  same; 
They  loom  as  a  sacred  pictur'  with  an  aureal  fer  the  fame! 

Takes  absence  to  stir  up  a  feller,  an'  show  him  mistakes  he's  made — 
Neglect  of  the  hearts  that  loved  him,  when  the  sun  should  hare  drtv* 

the  shade; 
An'  I  tell  you  at  last,  my  darlin',  even  if  fightin'  is  over  an'  done. 
It  takes  a  few  weeks  in  the  shadders  to  set  a-prizin'  the  son. 

Takes  absence  to  soften  a  feller  an'  the  bane  of  selfishness  kill, 
In  the  camp  when  night  is  broodin'  an'  everything  is  still; 
An'  a  smell  of  the  clover  blossoms  an'  a  hint  of  your  dear  eyes'  gjeemi 
But  tears  ain't  the  thing  fer  a  soldier;   good-night    an'  the  sweefc 
dreams! 

BLANCO'S  VERSION. 

WALTER   B.    HAYWARD. 

In  the  banquet  hall  of  the  palace  sat 
The  gilded  officers,  sleek  and  fat 
As  the  pampered,  apoplectic  cat 

The  Captain-General  rose  to  toast, 

In  langauge  of  bluster  and  brag  and  boast. 

The  noble  Cervera  and  all  his  host 
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"Conquerors  of  the  Moors,  we  meet 
To  hear  the  tale  of  a  hidden  fleet 
Commanded  by  one  both  brave  and  discreet 

"The  Yankee  porkers  tried  to  run 
Their  mighty  cruiser  past  mine  and  gun, 
But  the  noble  Cervera  spoilt  their  fun. 

"He  sank  their  ship  at  the  mouth  of  the  bay. 
Thus  keeping  himself  out  of  danger's  way. 
All  honor  to  Spaniards,  who  won  the  day!1 

The  company  rose  and  drank  to  the  man 
Who  in  danger  took  to  his  heels  and  ran 
Into  a  bottle  which  closed  like  a  clam. 
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ANNE  CARTER:  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CAVALIERS. 

HENRY  H.  HARRISON. 
January  19,   1807. 

By  the  ivied  wall  manorial,  where  the  winding  river  flows, 
Bloomed  another  stately  blossom  on  the  stem  of  the  White  Rose; 
Linking  close  those  lordly  houses,  Shirley,  Stratford,  Arlington' 
Came  another  planter's  daughter  who  should  rear  a  famous  eon. 

For  his  bride  a  hero  sought  her,  who  had  fought  his  country's  wars; 
Led  in  many  a  desp'rate  battle,  won  renown  and  many  scars. 
In  the  bloom  of  youth  and  beauty,  gentle,  tender,  fair  to  see, 
To  the  stately  home  at  Stratford  came  the  bride  of  Harry  Lee. 

Smiling  girl,  and  queenly  matron,  anxious  mother,  loving  wife, 
There  she  knew  the  joys,  the  sorrows,  that  belong  to  mortal  life; 
Soldier-statesman's  wife  and  daughter,  flower  of  all  Virginia's  best, 
There  she  reared  a  race  of  warriors,  in  that  ancient  eagle's  nest 

As  the  sons  and  daughters  gathered  'round  her  thro'  the  passing  years, 
Trained  them  for  the  world's  great  battle  in  this  nets  of  cavaliers. 
There  the  mother  taught  the  lessons  men  have  gathered  from  all  time, 
Taught  that  to  the  soldier  "Duty"  is  of  all  words  most  sublime. 

Tacght  them  love  of  home  and  freedom,  honor,  faith,  and  truth  and  right; 
Taught  them  when  their  country  called  them  they  must  wage  the  patriot 
fight; 

They  most  yield  all  things  men  value  to  defend  their  native  sod, 
the  patriot  banner  onward— where  their  glorious  sires  trod. 
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The  bullets  fell  aa  thick  aa  hail, 
The  lire  <was  fierce  and  hot. 

While  rallying  on  his  gallant  men, 
It's  then  his  horse  was  shot. 

And  now  that  Hobson  he  is  free, 

Likewise  his  gallant  band, 
We  will  have  great  rejoicing 

In  this  whole  united  land. 
The  Spanish  Dons  were  forced  to  yield, 

And  that  we  knew  right  well, 
If  they  dared  refuse  we'd  light  a  fuse 

And  blow  them  all  to  h — . 


LETTEE  FROM  CAMP. 

WILL,  T.  HALE. 

Takes  absence  to  rattle  a  feller,  an'  make  him  understand 
The  wcrth  of  a  wifely  voice,  the  strength  of  a  wifely  hand; 
An'  the  little  old  farm  seems  dearer,  the  cottage  in  town  the  same; 
They  loom  as  a  sacred  pictur'  with  an  aureal  fer  the  fame! 

Takes  absence  to  stir  up  a  feller,  an'  show  him  mistakes  he's  made — 
Neglect  of  the  hearts  that  loved  him,  when  the  sun  should  hare  drir*  < 

the  shade; 
An'  I  tell  you  at  last,  my  darlin',  even  if  fightin'  is  over  an'  done. 
It  takes  a  few  weeks  in  the  shadders  to  set  a-prizin'  the  sun. 

Takes  absence  to  soften  a  feller  an'  the  bane  of  selfishness  kill. 
In  the  camp  when  night  is  broodin'  an'  everything  is  still; 
An'  a  smell  of  the  clover  blossoms  an'  a  hint  of  your  dear  eyes'  gleams 
But  tears  ain't  the  thing  fer  a  soldier;    good-night    an'  the  eweeti 
dreams! 

BLANCO'S  VEKSIOK 

WALTER   B.    HAYWARD. 

In  the  banquet  hall  of  the  palace  eat 
The  gilded  officers,  sleek  and  fat 
As  the  pampered,  apoplectic  cat 

The  Captain-General  rose  to  toast, 

In  langauge  of  bluster  and  brag  and  boast. 

The  noble  Cervera  and  all  his  host 
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"Conquerors  of  the  Moors,  we  meet 
To  bear  the  tale  of  a  hidden  fleet 
Commanded  by  one  both  brave  and  discreet 

"The  Yankee  porkers  tried  to  run 
Their  mighty  cruiser  past  mine  and  gun, 
But  the  noble  Cervera  spoilt  their  fun. 

"He  sank  their  ship  at  the  mouth  of  the  bay, 
Thus  keeping  himself  out  of  danger's  way. 
All  honor  to  Spaniards,  who  won  the  day!" 

The  company  rose  and  drank  to  the  man 
Who  in  danger  took  to  his  heels  and  ran 
Into  a  bottle  which  closed  like  a  clam. 


ANNE  CARTER:  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CAVALIERS. 

HENRY  H.  HARRISON. 
January  19,   1807. 

By  the  ivied  wall  manorial,  where  the  winding  river  flows, 
Bloomed  another  stately  blossom  on  the  stem  of  the  White  Rose; 
Linking  close  those  lordly  houses,  Shirley,  Stratford,  Arlington' 
Came  another  planter's  daughter  who  should  rear  a  famous  son. 

For  his  bride  a  hero  sought  her,  who  had  fought  his  country's  wars; 
Led  in  many  a  desp'rate  battle,  won  renown  and  many  scars. 
In  the  bloom  of  youth  and  beauty,  gentle,  tender,  fair  to  see, 
To  the  stately  home  at  Stratford  came  the  bride  of  Harry  Lee. 

Smiling  girl,  and  queenly  matron,  anxious  mother,  loving  wife, 
There  she  knew  the  joys,  the  sorrows,  that  belong  to  mortal  life; 
Soldier-statesman's  wife  and  daughter,  flower  of  all  Virginia's  best, 
There  she  reared  a  race  of  warriors,  in  that  ancient  eagle's  nest. 

As  the  sons  and  daughters  gathered  'round  her  thro'  the  passing  years, 
Trained  them  for  the  world's  great  battle  in  this  nets  of  cavaliers. 
There  the  mother  taught  the  lessons  men  have  gathered  from  all  time, 
Taught  that  to  the  soldier  "Duty"  is  of  all  words  most  sublime. 

Taught  them  love  of  home  and  freedom,  honor,  faith,  and  truth  and  right; 
Taught  them  when  their  country  called  them  they  must  wage  the  patriot 
fight; 

They  must  yield  all  things  men  value  to  defend  their  native  sod, 
Bear  the  patriot  banner  onward— where  their  glorious  sires  trod. 
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Taught  them  scorn  of  lies  and  cunning,  of  the  knavish  ways  of  trade; 
Rather  seek  the  path  of  honor  than  the  paths  where  wealth  is  made. 
Taught  the  duties  of  the  Christian,  taught  his  duty  to  the  State, 
That  the  highest  aim  of  mortal  is  to  be  good,  and  be  great 

Kindling  in  each  boyish  bosom  patriot  thoughts  and  high  desires, 
As  she  told  them  of  the  battles  and  the  glories  of  their  sires, 
In  the  hall  where  patriot  statesmen  smiled  approval  of  her  words, 
'Neath  the  eyes  of  'parted  warriors  and  the  sheen  of  conqu'ring  swords. 

And  the  sons  of  such  a  mother,  who  'mid  such  environs  grew. 
Must  be  strong,  and  brave,  and  gentle,  must  be  loyal,  just  and  true; 
Soldiers  of  the  spotless  banner  knights  without  reproach  or  fear; 
Thus  each  son  of  "Light  Horse  Harry"  grew  to  be  a  cavalier. 

Thus  this  daughter  of  the  planters,  of  the  Southern  cavaliers, 
With  her  white  hand  wove  the  meshes  in  the  fabric  of  the  years; 
And  the  work  of  Annie  Carter  tells  the  story  of  her  life, 
Of  a  hero's  noble  mother,  of  a  hero's  gentle  wife. 

And  the  many  Southern  maidens  who  are  filled  with  lofty  aims 
Will  do  well  to  read  the  lesson  that  is  taught  by  mighty  names — 
There's  no  higher  life  for  women,  nor  can  nobler  lot  befall, 
Than  the  life  of  Annie  Carter,  than  the  lot  of  Mary  Ball. 

'Tie  the  love  of  home  and  country  that  must  aye  uphold  the  State; 
'Tia  the  virtues  of  her  daughters  that  have  made  the  Southland  great. 
They  are  not  her  only  heroes  who  have  faced  her  foemen's  guns; 
"Pis  the  teachings  of  her  daughters  that  have  made  her  famous  sons. 


WAR! 

WALTER  S.  HOYT. 

War,  cruel,  heartless  War, 

Again  thou  knockest  at  our  gate, 
And  fain  would  enter — welcomed,  too, 
By  patriots  brave  and  strong  and  true, 
Who  answer  from  each  town  and  state, 
The  call  to  arms. 

Peace,  gentle  goddess  Peace, 

Despairing  cans't  thou  now  have  flown 
From  us  away? — or  dost  thou  see, 
That  justly,  as  a  nation,  we 

In  war  the  seeds  of  peace  have  sown, 
And  so  shall  also  reap? 


fc 


Spanish- American   War  Songs.  489 

MARCHING  SOUTHWARD. 

J.  A.   HALL. 

Again  the  fire  of  Bunker  Hill 

Fills  every  martial  band. 
Again  the  sound  of  marching  feet 

Is  heard  throughout  the  land. 

The  hosta  are  streaming  through  the  South, 

Along  historic  ways, 
And  Chickamauga  sees  again 

The  campfire's  fitful  blaze. 

Now  southron  marches  side  by  side 

His  friend  from  lands  of  snow, 
And  every  blade  is  drawn  against 

The  nation's  common  foe. 

Among  north  Georgia's  somber  hills 

The  bugle  calls  to  strife, 
And  ghosts  that  dwell  on  Kenesaw 

Are  stirred  again  with  life. 


SONG   OF  THE   "SIX-INCH." 

JOHN  A.  HEFFERNAN. 

Gods!  but  my  throat  is  sore  from  screaming. 

Gods!  but  I  had  hot  work  to-day. 
Did  you  see  the  red  hell  fire  streaming 

From  my  iron  lips,  when  I  had  my  say? 
See  me  spit  out  death  to  the  devils 

In  crimson  and  yellow  across  the  bay? 
Hear  'em  shriek  as  my  volley  levels 

Their  walls  of  stone,  their  works  of  clay? 

Never  a  shell  I  throw  that  misses; 

Where  my  babes  fall  men  cease  to  be; 
Foemen  are  blasted  by  battle  kisses 

That  I  toss  lightly  across  the  sea. 
Gods!  but  there's  sport  in  the  heat  of  battle, 

In  the  fierce  red  blast  and  the  iron  rain; 
Joy  in  the  smoke  and  the  small  arms'  rattle, 

Cheers  of  the  victors,  blood  of  the  slain. 
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A  TOAST. 

ANNA  E.  HOLBROOK. 

Here's  a  toast  to  our  glorious  flag, 
Of  the  colors  of  red,  white  and  blue. 

Which  was  borne  through  the  turmoil  of  war 
By  the  ones  to  their  fatherland  true. 

Chorus: 

Then  hurrah  for  the  flag, 

Which  now  floats  o'er  the  land  and  the  sea; 
Then  hurrah  for  the  flag 

Which  still  waves  o'er  the  home  of  the  free. 

Oh,  a  toast  to  our  banner  so  bright, 
May  the  breezes  be  loyal  and  free, 

That  unfurl  to  the  light  the  fair  folds 
Of  the  banner  we  best  love  to  see. 

Chorus: 

May  it  ever  float  proudly  aloft; 

May  it  ne'er  disregard  sorrow's  cry, 
And  may  no  one  e'er  dare  to  pollute 

Those  fair  colors  now  waving  on  high. 

Chorus: 

Oh,  a  toast  to  the  Stars  and  the  Stripes, 
Ever  symbol  of  hope  unto  slaves, 

And  a  symbol  of  justice  and  right 
To  the  Island  not  far  o'er  the  waves. 

Chorus: 

They  have  asked  us  to  lend  them  our  aid, 
In  removeing  the  shackles  of  Spain, 

And  we've  promised  that  they  shall  be  free, 
And  are  aiding  in  breaking  the  chain. 

Chorus: 

We  all  hope  that  the  shouts  of  the  free 
On  that  island  so  fair  soon  shall  ring. 

And  while  offering  prayers  to  the  Lord, 
With  our  hearts  full  of  loyalty  sing. 

Chorus: 
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Hurrah  for  the  flag, 

Which  floats  o'er  the  land  and  the  aea; 
Hurrah  for  the  flag, 

Which  atill  waves  o'er  the  home  of  the  free. 


TO   DEWEY. 

JAMES    HENDERSON. 

Good  on  your  head,  brave  Dewey! 

We  are  cheering  you  to-day, 
From  the  Golden  Gate  of  'Frisco 

To  the  shores  of  Buzzard's  Bay; 
And  from  old  Mexico's  waters 

To  each  northern  hill  and  lake, 
They  echo  "  'Rah  for  Dewey!" 

A  cheer  for  Dewey's  sake! 

Yes,  when  you  sailed  from  Hong-Kong, 

And  your  bridges  burned  behind, 
Tou  flung  the  flag  of  liberty 

So  proudly  to  the  wind, 
In  thought  we  followed  after, 

Down  through  the  China  sea, 
We  knew  full  well,  brave  Dewey, 

You  would  the  victor  be. 

You  have  shown  the  world  our  prowess, 

You've  a  lesson  read  the  Don; 
Your  guns  spoke  loud  for  liberty, 

Your  guns  shot  straight  'gainst  wrong; 
You  did  not  wait  to  parley, 

But  you  showed  your  Yankee  vim 
When  you  cleared  your  decks  for  action 

And  straightway  waded  in. 

Hail,  Dewey!    Brave  George  Dewey! 

High  upon  the  roll  of  fame, 
With  that  of  Jones  and  Farragut, 

We'll  write  your  honored  name; 
And  how  you  downed  the  haughty  Don— 

The  lion  of  old  Castile — 
When  you  steamed  down  to  Manila 

And  measured  steel  with  steel. 
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SHATTERED   IDOLS. 

T.  J.  HOUSE. 

Oh,  yes,  I  remember  the  "castles  in  Spain," 
Which  I  built  when  a  bay,  away  down  in  Main*. 
They  had  turret  and  steeple,  drawbridge  and  moat. 
And  a  lake  big  enough  my  navy  to  float 

O,  never  were  castles  so  fair  to  the  eye; 
I  dreamt  not  that  Sampson,  or  Dewey,  or  Schley, 
Would  one  day  bereave  me  by  bowling  them  o'er 
And  strewing  their  fragments  on  lakelet  and  shore. 

Alas!  everything  Spanish  has  yielded  since  I 
Fashioned  these  castles  all  so  fair  and  so  high. 
And  gone  are  the  glories,  that  glittering  train, 
Which  cast  such  a  glamour  o'er  indolent  Spain. 

I'm  still  building  castles,  but  never  again 
Will  I  build  from  models  imported  from  Spain; 
I'll  build  in  a  valley  secluded  from  Mars, 
And  out  of  the  range  of  American  tars. 


WE'VE  GOT  A  BRIGADIER. 

COLONEL  HOPKINS. 

We  heard  our  Admiral's  conquering  guns, 

And  answered  with  a  cheer; 
Tonight  our  toast  exultant  runs, 

"We've  got  a  Brigadier." 

He  wasn't  made  by  any  man, 

By  politics  or  pelf; 
He's  built  upon  another  plan — 

Himself  has  made  himself. 

Clear  grit,  a  generous  stock  of  brains 

Cool  courage  unsurpassed, 
Genius  that  wins  by  taking  pains; 

His  duty  first  and  last. 

A  boon  companion  with  the  best, 

A  friend  as  true  as  steel; 
He  lives  his  life  with  wholesome  seat. 

And  does  his  task  with  z?al. 
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His  battery  loud  defiance  pealed 

In  many  a  doubtful  fray; 
On  many  a  bloody  battlefield 

He  helped  to  win  the  day. 

A  soldier's  training,  pride  and  skill, 

A  knight's  untarnished  blade; 
In  camp  or  fight,  on  march  or  drill 

He'll  lead  a  crack  brigade. 

And  should  the  war  but  last  a  year, 

And  work  be  found  to  do, 
We  stay-at-homes  are  sure  to  hear 

His  star  has  grown  to  two. 

Then  fill  your  glasses  to  the  brim, 

And  drain  them  with  a  cheer; 
We  drink  to  him  with  eyes  that  dim, 

Our  gallant  Brigadier. 


FALL    OF   SPAIN. 

M    L.  HYNDMAN. 

Hark!  to  the  sounds  that  sweep  over  the  ocean! 

List  to  the  cannon's  deep  opening  roar. 
What  is  that  host  that  I  now  see  in  motion, 

Flashing  their  banners  on  dark  Cuba's  shore? 

Heard  ye  the  bugle  notes  ringing  so  clearly, 
High  o'er  the  din  and  the  clash  of  the  fight? 

What  is  the  hope  that  we  cherish  most  dearly. 
When  our  boys  of  the  blue  swiftly  charge  In  their  might? 

Days  were  when  Spain  had  the  Moor  in  her  power. 

Again  when  the  Aztec  disputed  her  sway; 
Now  wanes  her  glory,  and  dark  is  the  hour; 

Columbia's  the  foe  that  marks  her  decay. 

Te  dumb,  silent  Incas,  long  in  your  last  sleeping, 
Awake  to  the  doom  of  thy  grim  fallen  foe; 

The  maids  of  Cordova  are  loud  in  their  weeping, 
And  Castile  now  bends  to  the  weight  of  her  blow. 

Thou  dread  Hispaniola,  how  crushed  is  thy  falling, 

How  sadly  doth  pity  weep  over  thy  fate; 
Thy  "honor"  but  gives  you  a  far  deeper  galling, 

And  sinks  thy  proud  name  'neath  a  mightier  weight. 
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A  PROPHETIC  ODE  TO  DEWEY. 

COL.  ARCHIBALD  HOPKINS. 

Fill  all  your  glasses  full  to-night; 

The  wind  is  off  the  shore, 
And  be  it  feast  or  be  it  fight, 

We  pledge  the  Commodore. 

Through  days  of  storm,  through  days  of  calm, 

On  broad  Pacific  seas; 
At  anchor  off  the  Isles  of  Palm, 

Or  with  the  Japanese; 

Ashore,  afloat,  on  deck,  below, 

Or  where  our  bulldogs  roar; 
To  back  a  friend  or  breast  a  foe, 

We  pledge  the  Commodore. 

We  know  our  honor'll  be  unstained, 

Where'er  his  pennant  flies; 
Our  rights  respected  and  maintained; 

Whatever  power  defies. 

And  when  he  takes  the  homeward  tack 

Beneath  an  Admiral's  flag, 
We'll  hail  the  day  that  brings  him  back 

And  have  another  jag. 

To-day  Colonel  Hopkins  has  added  this  postcript  to  his  toast: 

Along  the  far  Philippine  coast, 
Where  flew  the  flag  of  Spain, 
Our  Commodore  to-day  can  boast, 
"Twill  never  fly  again." 
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And  up  from  our  hills  and  vales, 
From  city,  town  and  shore, 

A  mighty  shout  the  welkin  hails: 
'Well  done,  brave  Commodore!" 


««! 


"Now  let  your  Admiral's  pennant  fly; 

You've  won  it  like  a  man, 
Where  heroes  love  to  fight  and  die, 

Right  in  the  battle's  van." 
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VOICE   OF  FREEDOM. 

GEORGE  HORTON. 

Ho,  Freemen  of  the  western  lands! 

What  peerless  maiden,  brave  and  free, 
Upon  the  surging  shingle  stands 

And  looks  across  the  sea? 

Her  limbs  are  more  than  mortal  fair; 

Upon  her  regal  brow  is  seen 
The  crested  helm  that  heroes  wear, 

And  godlike  is  her  mien. 

Her  look  is  like  a  Spartan  lance, 

Her  deep  blue  eyes  are  frank  and  brave; 
With  what  a  high,  imperial  glance 

She  sweeps  the  cringing  wave! 

Behold!    Bright  as  a  rising  star 

Her  blazing  aegis  upward  leaps; 
The  trembling  falchion  dreams  of  war 

That  in  her  scabbard  sleeps! 

What  dastard  wrong,  O  maid,  what  shame 

Of  secret  murder  and  despite 
Has  lit  your  eyes  with  vengeance's  flame? 

Has  roused  your  peerless  might? 

Aye,  count  your  sons!  What  corpses  stark 

Are  these  with  seaweed  in  their  eyes? 
What  coward  stabbed  then  in  the  dark 

And  sneers  at  you  with  lies? 

Does  some  old  monarchy  enslave 

The  victim  of  an  ancient  wrong? 
Do  tyrants  batten  on  the  brave 

Whom  right  alone  makes  strong? 

ih,  God,  she  weeps!    And  yet,  rejoice, 
0  men!    Though  salt  tears  stain  her  cheeks, 

We  know  that  sweet  and  thrilling  voice — 
Our  Queen,  our  lady  speaks. 

"My  name  is  Liberty!    I  fought 

At  Marathon  and  won  the  field. 
By  me  Leonidas  was  taught 

To  fall,  but  not  to  yield. 


«« 


War   Song*- 

1  "ttade  *J  Jnd  lor  aye. 

**• v  a  rock  «o^     ^fleet; 
«nere  Tell  *»•       Vattey  ^ors*. 
I  peered  ^/tU^         f  * 

01  W^^-tongued  tl 
^  «  that  glorlo«»  ***,*  „ttd; 

**°*  *°t a*£ Tan*  .mned. 
Old  Greece  a*  ^  ^ 

Un*e  o>^e*  ' 

^CiUsp^^  t, 

,r  „tre*  the  dTag°n,,tar  cane; 

*  tt0U8?eJy  P^ot  9Uln> 

For  every  P  „ 

"1 1-  «*  SS-  o'er  ^  deep. 
And  where  my  «  ap. 


«« 


«« 


tnd  where  «*  "  x  reap'. 

Whoever  ***•    *  a  8Cy*e. 

„n  with  s*oTd  .  „  Motherhood. 
■«I  reap  w     _._  -j.e  lair  Dr     ,„  hwthe, 

„  vou  A^tl<iue  P  toul  and  pale'- 

**  ^a e  you"  hettera  oua». 

Haa  taaae  y  ,  vftvt  drawn 

T*  Uherty  f  ^S  scorns  «* 
And  eyes  that^^^gone. 

*££  ZZ Tahe  ^ 


Spanish- American  War  Song**  *OT 

"ON  TO  HAVANA." 

A.  P.  HOLT. 

The  Spaniard  flaunts  defiance,  his  ships  are  under  weigh; 
He  scorns  to  yield  compliance,  he  hungers  for  the  fray. 
Now  la  the  time  for  doing!   Too  long  have  we  delayed, 
Diplomacy  eschewing,  unsheathe  the  battle-blade! 
Our  soldiers  by  the  million  are  thirsting  to  begin, 
And  teach  the  proud  Castilian  how  Yankees  fight  to  win. 

A  nation's  tears  are  falling  for  heroes  foully  slain; 

For  vengeance  they  are  calling — nor  shall  they  cry  in  vain! 

Midst  awful  desolation  a  people  bow  in  grief; 

From  slaughter  and  starvation  they  clamor  for  relief; 

Their  dying  lips  are  pleading,  beyond  the  tropic  sea, 

And  stern  Columbia,  heeding,  vows  Cuba  shall  be  free! 

Our  boys  in  blue  are  ready;  from  North  and  South  they  come* 
With  foosteps  firm  and  steady  behind  the  rolling  drum. 
From  Shasta's  snowy  regions  to  bleak  New  England's  strand, 
The  tramp  of  marching  legions  re-echoes  through  the  land; 
Forgetting  feud  and  faction,  they  rally  side  by  side, 
And  hasten  into  action — a  country  unified. 

Out  on  the  tranquil  water  our  mighty  warships  ride, 
Grim  instruments  of  slaughter,  the  nation's  joy  and  pride, 
Our  battleships  are  peerless,  majestic  in  their  might; 
Our  gallant  crews  are  fearless,  impatient  for  the  fight 
Now,  proud  Havana,  tremble,  and  haughty  Spaniard  quail, 
For,  see,  our  fleets  assemble  your  ramparts  to  asail! 

Our  sailor  lads  are  waiting,  they  listen  for  the  word, 

With  ardor  unabating  for  vengeance  long  deferred, 

Each  gunner  at  the  lanyard  boasts  heart  as  true  as  steel, 

And  hatred  for  the  Spaniard  intensifies  his  zeal, 

His  bitter  rage  undying  well  may  the  foe  regret: 

His  murdered  mates  are  crying — and  he  remembers  yet! 

Columbia's  eyes  are  on  you,  O,  heroes  of  the  fleet! 
God's  blessing  rest  upon  you,  and  guard  you  from  defeat! 
Your  strength  is  our  re!  lance,  O,  mighty  ships  of  mail! 
Through  you  we  breathe  defiance,  though  all  the  world  assail. 
Then  forward,  gallant  seamen!    May  God  defend  the  right, 
And  aid  our  noble  freemen  to  conquer  in  the  fight! 
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Now  let  the  roar  and  rattle  of  belching  cannon  burst; 
Thrice  armed  is  he  in  battle,  who  gets  his  blow  in  first 
Strike!  till  the  foemen  banish  beyond  the  distant  sea; 
Strike!  till  the  humbled  Spanish  for  mercy  bend  the  knee. 
Strike!  till  our  starry  banner  unchallenged  sweeps  the  wave, 
And  floats  above  Havana,  proud  emblem  of  the  brave! 


THE   STAR   OF   CUBA. 

JOSE  MARIA  DE  HEREDIA,   THE  CUBAN  POET  WHO  DIED   IN    18». 

L/iberty!  forever  over  Cuba  will  shine  thy  divine  refulgence, 

Nothing  remains  unto  us  miserable  of  honor's  sublime  symbol 

Oh,  fatal  and  headstrong  patriotism, 

Yet  how  human  in  its  conspiring! 

But  what  fruits  of  blood  and  of  wrath  must  be  plucked  from  our  wretched 

illusion. 
To  the  sound  of  our  eloquent  call,  to  our  voices 
All  the  people  impassioned  responded, 

And  the  Star  of  our  Cuba  rose  more  bright  and  serene  than  the  sun. 
Base  tyrants  and  traitors  were  spared  even  though 
Honor  and  liberty  cried  unto  us  for  their  life-blood. 

To-day  the  blind  people  weakly  give  us  over 

To  the  insolent  tyrant,  now  they  are  cowards  and  stolid, 

No  more  daring  to  unsheathe  the  sword. 

All  is  lost  and  crumbled  to  ruin. 

In  this  hour  of  doom 

The  noble  fragments  of  Cuba  and  my  despair  are  my  refuge. 

Fierce  tyranny  fought  us  with  treachery  plotted 

And  the  Star  of  Cuba  is  now  eclipsed  by  a  century  of  horror. 

If  a  people  break  not  its  chains  with  its  own  hands, 

Though  tyrants  may  change,  it  can  never  be  free. 

Cowards  veil  the  face  of  freedom, 

And  the  rabble  return  to  their  lords; 

The  threats  of  the  masters  strike  terror, 

And  win  them  the  ignoble  victory. 

Liberty,  thy  sons  when  unjustly  imprisoned 

Breathe  the  breath  of  thy  spirit  indeed. 

I  will  strike  for  my  lyre  the  bars  of  my  window, 

And  Glory  will  attune  it  to  music! 


I 
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THE  MARTYRS  OF  THE  MAINE. 

RUPERT    HUGHES. 

And  they  have  thurst  our  shattered  dead  away  in  foreign  graves, 
Exiled  forever  from  the  port  the  homesick  sailor  craves! 

They  trusted  once  to  Spain, 

They're  trusting  her  again! 

And  with  the  holy  care  of  our  own  sacred  slain! 

No,  no;  the  stripes  and  stars 

Must  wave  above  our  tars — 

Bring  them  home! 

On  a  thousand  hills  the  darling  dead  of  all  our  battles  lie. 

In  nooks  of  peace,  with  flowers  and  flags.  But  now  they  seem  to  cry 

From  out  their  bivouac: 

"Here  every  good  man  Jack 

Belongs.  Nowhere  but  here — with  us.   So  bring  them  back." 

And  on  the  Cuban  gales, 

A  ghostly  rumor  wails: 

"Bring  us  home!" 

Poltroon,  the  people  that  neglects  to  guard  the  bones,  the  dust, 
The  reverend  reliques  its  warriors  have  bequeathed  in  trust! 

But  heroes,  too,  were  these 

Who  sentineU'd  the  seas 

And  gave  their  lives  to  shelter  us  in  careless  ease. 

Shall  we  desert  them,  slain, 

And  proffer  them  to  Spain 

As  alien  mendicants — these  martyrs  of  our  Maine? 

No!  Bring  them  home! 


A   BATTLE   PRAYER. 

LEIGH  MITCHELL  HODGES. 

Thou  Lord  that  helped  at  Lexington, 

Thou  God  of  Bunker  Hill, 
Look  down  upon  the  Nation  now, 
Protect  and  guide  us  still. 
In  Thee  we  trust, 
And  win  we  must, 
Grant  that  it  be  Thy  will. 

Thou  Arbiter  of  Justice, 
Thou  Judge  of  wrong  and  right, 
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Thou  Fountain-head  of  Liberty — 
Direct  us  with  Thy  might 
O'er  all  the  land 
Stretch  out  Thy  hand 
To  strengthen  in  the  fight. 

Thou  Ruler  of  the  ocean, 

Thou  Master  of  the  wave, 
Within  whose  band  reposeth 
The  lives  of  them  that  brave 
The  restless  deep, 
We  pray  Thee  keep 
Then  and  from  dangers  save. 

Through  all  the  din  of  battle, 

The  thunderings  of  grim  war, 
Bless  Thou  the  stars;  the  crimson  bars 
That  wave  for  evermore — 

Bless,  too,  the  brave 
O'er  whom  doth  wave 
The  bars  and  single  star. 


WHEN   THE   FLYING   SQUADRON    SAILS. 

CHARLES  IDEN. 

There's  gwine  to  be  a  scrimmage 

On  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
That'll  send  some  gallant  sailors 

To  their  everlastin'  sleep. 
But  our  dear  old  Uncle  Samuel, 

With  a  number  of  his  boys, 
Will  convince  the  Spanish  tyrants 

That  we  ain't  afraid  o'  noise. 

And  when  the  flying  squadron 

Goes  a  sailing  down  the  bay, 
The  Spanish  boats  upon  the  sea 

Will  be  forced  to  clear  the  way, 
Or  a  few  of  'Eonso's  soldiers 

Will  ne'er  go  back  to  Spain, 
For  they'll  sink  beneath  the  water 

Like  the  sailors  of  the  Maine. 
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BRAVE  CUBA,  THE  FREE. 

J.    L.    ISAACS. 

Ye  sons  of  Columbia,  remember  the  Maine; 
Remember  how  cruel  the  minions  of  Spain; 
Then  wave  high  Old  Glory,  lay  treachery  low; 
Te  sons  of  Columbia,  strike  heavy  the  blow. 

Let  our  cannon  roar  loud  to  the  blood-thirsty  race 
That  no  cowards  are  we,  as  we  meet  face  to  face. 
And  the  Stars  and  the  Stripes  will  rescue  the  land 
That's  been  deluged  with  gore  by  their  merciless  band. 

They  may  come  to  our  shores  from  far  over  the  sea, 
But  the  edict's  gone  forth,  that  brave  Cuba  be  free. 
May  she  prosper  in  freedom,  and  never  again 
On  knees  bended  low  pay  a  tribute  to  Spain. 

Then  wave  high  our  banner,  In  God's  golden  light 
We'll  lift  up  the  friendless  from  the  terrors  of  night; 
From  starvation  and  bloodshed,  from  outrage  and  pain; 
We  will  marshal  our  freemen  'gainst  the  hosts  of  old  Spain 

And  when  we  have  smitten  the  dastardly  crew, 
And  taught  them  to  honor  the  red,  white  and  blue, 
We'll  leave  the  freed  island,  the  gem  of  the  sea, 
To  follow  her  mission,  brave  Cuba  the  free! 


THE  MAINE. 

COL.   E.   IRISH. 


By  the  marge  of  the  dusky  Antilles 
Our  ship  was  a-swing  on  the  wave. 

On  the  breasts  of  the  sailors  the  lilies 
Gleam  white  as  they  garland  the  brave. 

In  Spain's  mystic  port  of  Havana, 
A  blink  of  the  sun's  dimming  light 

Caressed  the  last  tinge  of  the  banner 
While  bugles  were  lilting  good  night. 

The  stars  that  shone  white  in  the  gloaming 
Were  black  e'er  the  refrain  of  dawn; 

And  the  spell  of  the  mariner's  dooming 
Had  silenced  the  tune  of  the  horn. 
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The  crew  to  the  cloud  lands  were  sailing, 
And  sweet  haunting  eyes  on  the  pier 

The  barques  of  the  dreamers  seemed  hailing, 
As  home  to  their  slumber  drew  near. 

Then  a  red  ocean  Etna  uprending, 
Made  flame  of  the  battleship's  pride; 

And  the  sea-raging  dragon  was  sending 
The  Blues  with  a  toss  on  the  tide. 

They  were  sailors  a-cruise  with  the  thunder; 

The  lads  who  could  make  the  old  flag 
To  far  briny  portals  a  wonder 

That  heralds  more  cannon  than  brag. 

In  the  amoke  of  the  battle  gun's  chiding 
We  know  that  their  hearts  would  be  leal; 

But  a  mad  lurking  devil  is  hiding 
Deep  down  by  the  ironclad's  keel. 

A  breeze  of  the  ocean  eternal 
Round  port's  truceful  hammocks  a-hum! 

The  rend  of  the  powder  infernal! 
The  gunners  at  anchor-watch  dumb. 

O,  brave  were  the  dreams  of  the  sailor 
Who  rocked  in  the  mystery  boat, 

For  who  was  the  powder  imp's  jailer 
To  tell  him  how  long  it  would  float? 

*  *        * 

They  sleep  by  the  bright  island  surges, 
We  grieve  with  the  gulf's  sighing  dirges; 
And  pluck  with  Impassioned  emotion 

For  mariners  dead  with  the  "Maine" — 
For  our  exiles  grown  cold  in  the  ocean — 
The  red,  thorny  roses  of  pain. 

*  *        * 

The  lilies  of  Castile  are  fading 

On  mounds  by  the  Indies'  strand; 
And  the  fragrance  of  memory  fading 

The  winds  of  their  fond  native  land. 
The  stars  that  charm  sweetly  above  them 

Beguile  their  long  dream  by  the  sea, 
May  a  flag  with  a  lone  star  to  love  them 

Float  over  an  Isle  of  the  Free. 
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WHY   DO   WE   FIGHT. 

ATHALIA  JOHNSON  IRWIN. 

'Twaa  said  we'd  fight  for  Cuba  and  her  starving  thousands  there, 
To  release  them  from  their  bondage  and  our  own  freedom  share; 
But  hark!  we  hear  a  murmur  arise  from  out  the  land, 
Like  the  voice  of  many  people  who  bid  the  outstretched  hand 
Descend  in  mighty  vengeance  upon  the  treacherous  foe 
Who  to  our  fair,  brave  vessel  dealt  the  deadly  daring  blow. 
"The  Maine,  the  Maine  remember! "  comes  a  cry  across  the  waves — 
"The  Maine,  the  Maine  remember!"  echoes  through  the  mountain  caves. 
But  friends,  I  ask  you  frankly,  if  'tis  right  for  Cuba's  sake 
To  go  to  front  in  battle  and  then  this  plea  to  make? 
With  our  lips  to  say  "  'tis  Cuba"  and  with  our  hearts— "the  Maine?" 
Pray  is  it  not  the  wiser  to  truthful  be  and  plain? 
Say  friends,  why  are  we  fighting,  for  this  island  of  the  sea, 
Or  for  the  Maine's  own  vengeance — say,  which  now  can  it  be? 


« DIXIE"  UP  TO  DATE. 

JOHN  HALL  INGHAM. 

I  wish  I  were  in  the  far,  far  North 
To  cheer  my  comrades  starting  forth; 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah! 
Their  fathers  were  of  ours  the  foes — 
But  that's  forgot  like  last  year's  shows; 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah! 

Chorus. 

O  Tankeeland  and  Dixie! 

Hurrah!     Hurrah! 

In  Tankeeland  and  Dixieland 

We're  linked  together,  heart  and  hand; 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  for  Yankeeland  and  Dixie. 

They  fought  in  blue,  we  fought  in  gray — 
But  that's  a  tale  of  yesterday; 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah! 
And  now  we  don  the  blue  again 
To  down  with  them  those  Dons  of  Spain, 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah! 
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We're  going  to  drive  from  Cuba's  isle 
Starvation,  tyranny  and  guile; 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah! 
And  when  we've  downed  those  Dons  of  Spain, 
Why  then  we're  coming  home  again, 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah! 

O  Yankeeland  and  Dixie! 

Hurrah!    Hurrah! 

In  Yankeeland  and  Dixieland 

We're  linked  together,  heart  and  hand; 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  for  Yankeeland  and  Dixie. 


THE    VICTORY   OF   THE   PHILIPPINES. 

MINNA  IRVING. 

The  isles  were  lapped  in  purple  peace 

On  Sunday  morn,  the  first  of  May, 
When  Captain  Dewey's  Yankee  fleet 

Came  sailing  in  Manila  bay. 
The  Spanish  colors  caught  the  breeze 

Where  gray  the  gloomy  fortress  leans, 
And  sentries  on  the  ships  of  Spain 

Were  dosing  in  the  Philippines. 

The  battle  broke  in  flame  and  smoke, 

And  leaden  hail  from  Dewey's  decks; 
The  screaming  sea-birds  left  their  nests, 

The  ships  of  Spain  were  shattered  wrecks. 
And  some  went  down  to  find  a  port 

'Mid  ocean's  filmy  evergreens, 
And  some  their  tattered  ensigns  furled 

Forever  in  the  Philippines. 

When  sank  the  yellow  sun  from  sight 

On  drifting  dead  and  splintered  spars, 
Above  the  ruined  fort  arose 

The  flag  of  freedom's  silver  stars. 
For  still  the  powerful  arm  of  God 

For  truth  and  justice  intervenes, 
His  blessing  in  the  battle  crowned 

The  hero  of  the  Philippines. 
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Where  deathless  burn  the  dying  words 

Of  Lawrence  on  the  roll  of  fame. 
In  lines  of  living  splendor  blaze 

The  letters  now  of  Dewey's  name 
All  honor  to  the  sailors  too, 

And  glory  to  the  brave  marines. 
Who  with  our  gallant  captain  won 

The  victory  of  the  Philippines,. 


SONG. 

"IRONQUILL." 


O  Dewey  was  the  morning 

Upon  the  first  of  (May; 
And  Dewey  was  the  admiral 

Down  in  Manila  bay; 
And  Dewey  were  the  regent's  eyes, 
Them  orbs  of  Royal  blue; 
And  Dewey  feel  discouraged? 

I  Dew  not  think  we  Dew. 


SONG  OF  THE  MICHIGAN  MEN. 

I.  EDGAR  JONES. 

Michigan  men  will  daunt  the  foe, 
When  to  fight  for  the  right  they  go- 
Thrilled  by  the  tale  of  Cuba's  woe — 
Michigan  men. 

Years  agone  in  the  fiercest  fray 
Bravest  among  the  brave  were  they, 
Now  as  then  will  they  march  away, 

Michigan  men. 

Spanish  minions  who  crossed  the  sea 
Butchering  those  who  would  be  free, 
Let  the  avengers  who  smite  them  be 

Michigan  men. 

Strike  for  women  who  writhed  in  pain, 
Dogged,  degraded  and  killed  by  Spain, 
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Strike  for  the  murdered  men  of  the  Maine, 

Michigan  men. 

• 

Liberty  speaks  from  her  western  throne, 
Curses  tyrants  and  claims  her  own, 
Hurls  her  foes  from  her  western  zone, 

Michigan  men. 

Patriots  follow  the  flag  today — 
Boys  in  blue  with  the  boys  in  gray — 
In  the  front  when  the  bugles  play, 

Michigan  men. 

First  when  the  war  lights  flash  to  go- 
First  where  the  green  slopes  crimson  grow — 
Last  to  yield  to  the  strongest  foe, 

Michigan  men. 

Where  the  cannon's  growl  is  deep  and  grum — 
Where  thrills  and  throbs  the  loud  war  drum — 
With  the  bayonet's  flash  and  a  dash  they  come, 

Michigan  men. 

The  brawn  and  brain  of  the  mighty  west — 
At  duty's  call  and  the  right's  behest — 
They  charge  the  foe  with  a  zeal  and  zest, 

Michigan  men. 

Cuba  weeps  for  her  fallen  braves — 
Women  and  babes  in  countless  graves — 
Where  to  the  rescue  the  old  flag  waves, 

Michigan  men. 

Write  in  the  battle-lines  of  flame, 
Trace  on  skies  o'er  the  mount  of  fame, 
How  the  peninsular  legions  came, 

Michigan  men. 

Not  in  vain  did  the  sufferers  cry, 
Not  as  the  Levite  passed  we  by, 
Sped  with  banners  of  help  held  high, 

Michigan  men. 

Cuba  Libre  we  gave  to  thee 
Hearts  and  hands  when  he  heard  thy  plea, 
Count  'mid  the  friends  who  made  thee  free 

Michigan  men. 
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MARCHING  TO  CUBA. 

R.  E.  JONES. 

Bring  the  good  old  bugle,  boys,  we'll  sing  another  song; 
Sing  it  with  a  spirit  that  will  start  the  world  along, 
We're  going  to  down  oppression,  we're  going  to  fight  the  wrong* 

While  we  are  marching  to  Cuba. 

Hurrah!    Hurrah!    The  Spaniard  now  must  fly. 
Hurrah!    Hurrah!    Fly  he  must  or  die. 
Uncle  Sam  has  said  it,  and  as  sure  as  God's  on  high, 

There'll  not  be  a  Spaniard  in  Cuba. 

Three  hundred  Union  sailors  were  buried  in  the  sea, 
Three  hundred  boys  that  wore  the  blue,  by  Spanish  treachery. 
The  mine  beneath  the  Maine  must  not  forgotten  be, 

While  we  are  marching  to  Cuba. 

We'll  sink  the  Spaniards'  vessels,  we'll  drive  them  from  the  main; 
We'll  feed  the  starving  Cubans;  we'll  wipe  the  earth  with  Spain; 
We'll  sink  old  Morro  castle  where  Weyler  sank  the  Maine, 

And  sing  Yankee  Doodle  In  Cuba. 

Let  the  good  old  bugle,  boys,  resound  o'er  hill  and  dell, 
And  when  we  get  to  Cuba  you'll  hear  some  Spaniards  yell, 
And  if  we  catch  old  Weyler  he'll  wish  he  were  in  h — 11, 

While  we  are  marching  thro'  Cuba. 


YOUTH'S   JULY  JUBILEE. 

I.  EDGAR  JONES. 

"Why  should  not  children  merry  be  on  Independence  Day? 

To  celebrate  with  vim,  who  have  a  better  right  than  they? 

For  Urchinus  Americanus  is  a  sovereign  here, 

And  to  the  throne  of  rights  assured  may  read  his  title  clear; 

So  clear  the  track  and  let  him  crack  his  whips  and  banners  high* 

His  Is  the  flag  and  right-of-way  the  Fourth  Day  of  July. 

And  right  beside  our  bonny  boys  make  way  for  merry  girls — 

With  voices  singing  patriot  songs,  with  dancing  eyes  and  curls — 

The  Oirlibus  Americanus  reads  her  title,  too, 

Whether  her  eyes  be  rebel-gray  or  clearest  union-blue; 

Now  gray  and  blue  are  friends  most  true,  so  let  the  trumpets  blare,. 

While  veteran  boys  in  blue  display  the  "gray"  in  heard  and  hair. 
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Thus  Uncle  Sam's  gay  girls  and  boys— all  prejudices  gone- 
Together  march  beneath  our  flag,  in  loyal  homage  one; 
Content  for  evermore  to  dwell  in  loyalty  and  love, 
All  guided  by  the  bannered  Stars  and  Stripes  which  float  abOT«; 
Cast  off  the  air-brakes,  howsers,  too,  cut  cables  and  be  free, 
Let  hearts  and  spirits  cheer  high  this  day  of  jubilee. 

Long  faces  ordered  to  the  rear,  long  laughs  placed  in  the  van. 

All  mingling  voices  on  the  good  old  combination  plan; 

The  juveniles  all  at  the  front— each  capersome  and  glad— 

And  not  an  urchin  in  the  lot  with  frowning  face  and  sad; 

Pull  out  the  check-valves  and  the  stops,  ope*  throttle-valves  all  wide, 

J\ist  give  the  whistle  cord  a  jerk  and  let  the  engine  slide. 

Make  echoes  dance  the  Highland  fling,  responsive  to  your  yells, 
Let  cannons  cough  until  they're  hoarse  and  ring  your  loudest  bells; 
High-pressure,  patriotic  glee  rise  sizzling  hot  and  high, 
Each  shout  a  crimson  toy  balloon  with  which  the  eagles  fly; 
No  safety-valve  upon  your  voice,  no  mum  and  muffled  lungs, 
Be  magpies  for  a  time  and  have  a  festival  of  tongues. 

So  hip,  hurrah!  and  tiger,  too,  for  our  undaunted  sires! 

And  hip,  hurrah!  for  starry  flags  and  rosy-faced  bonfires! 

What  other  youngsters  have  such  cause  bouquets  of  noise  to  bring, 

To  bubble  over  with  delight  and  flap  the  eagle's  wing? 

Our  Uncle  Sam  and  all  his  folks  are  frolicsome  and  gay; 

Youths'  mighty  host  should  make  the  most  of  Independence  Day. 


OUR  FLAG. 

DORA  P.  JONES. 


Wave  on,  O  banner  beautiful, 
Wave  on  with  power  and  might, 

Proclaiming  freedom,  liberty; 
Wave  on,  O  banner  bright! 

America,  cur  honored  land, 
Be  not  cast  down  this  day, 

Thy  sons  have  gone  to  fight  for  thee; 
Thy  daughters  watch  and  pray. 

Dear  flag,  so  beautiful  and  free, 
In  dust  you  shall  not  drag. 

O  sailor  boys,  O  soldiers,  brave, 
Protect  our  country's  flag. 
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We'll  trust  in  God  and  pray  to  him 

To  guide  our  steps  aright, 
And  we  will  punish  all  who  dare 

Insult  our  banner  bright 

Our  country's  flag,  long  may  it  wave 

All  o'er  this  glorious  land, 
And  may  it  never  be  removed 

Except  by  God's  own  hand. 


OUR  PRESIDENT. 

ED.  JAMES. 

McKinley,  'tis  of  thee, 
Friend  of  sweet  liberty, 

Of  thee  we'll  sing; 
Proud  of  thy  country's  weal. 
Brave,  loyal,  true  as  steel. 
Unselfish,  full  of  zeal, 

Long  life  to  thee! 

McKinley,  star  of  hope! 
To  those  who  darkly  grope, 

For  help  they  cry; 
Thou  wilt  unclasp  their  chain 
Free  them  from  brutal  Spain, 
They  shall  not  plead  in  vain. 

They  call  to  thee. 

McKinley,  our  great  chief! 
Stands  forth  in  bold  relief, 

All  nations  look! 
Lincoln  and  Washington, 
Were  both  depended  on, 
Our  chief  is  both  in  one — 

God  bless  our  chief! 

McKinley,  statesman  grand, 
Greatest  in  all  the  land! 

In  thee  we  trust; 
All  sections  now  unite, 
All  eager,  full  of  fight, 
Our  cause  is  for  the  right — 

God  bless  our  cause! 
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THE  DYING  PATRIOT. 

H.  R.  JAXON. 

I  am  dying,  Comrades,  dying, 
Here  on  Cuba's  alien  strand, 

But  I've  caused  a  deal  of  sighing 
In  that  far  off  Spanish  land. 

There  will  be  no  dearth  of  weeping 
In  that  sunny  land  of  Spain 

For  the  loved  ones  who  are  sleeping, 
Fallen  'neath  my  deadly  aim. 

For  I've  shot  ten  Spanish  foemen 
As  they  paced  the  pickets  round; 

I  have  seen  their  faces  paling 
'Neath  the  moonlight,  on  the  ground. 

And  though,  Comrades,  I  am  groaning, 
In  fierce  "Yellow  Jack's"  embrace, 

Tet  some  Spanish  mother's  moaning 
For  a  dear  remembered  face. 


A  MESSAGE  TO  SPAIN. 

W.  W.  JONES. 

you  goverments  of  spain 
of  f ranee  and  russia  to 
consider  well  what  your  about 
and  what  you  mean  to  do 
your  gone  to  war  with  yankees 
I  sure  you'll  rue  the  day 
you  roused  the  sons  of  liberty 

in  north  america, 

you  first  apeared  to  be  our  friend 

until  a  ship  to  havana  we,  did  send 

you  then  insulted  sigbee, 

while  cruising  on  the  main 

and  had  we  not  declared  war 

you'd  done  it  ore  again 


Spanish- American   War  Songs.  511 

you  thot  our  frigetts  were  few 

and  yankees  would  not  fight 

but  you'll  find  that 

foolish  thought  of  yours 

was  far  from  being  right 

for  at  the  phlllppieans 

brave  dewey  has  some  fun 

you  own  he  beat  your  navle  force 

and  caused  them  for  to  run, 

now  for  the  brave  cubians 

I  will  stile  them  by  that  name 

for  they  turned  them  self s  against  you. 

and  savage  by  you  became. 

for  by  your  mean  insinuations 

they  dispised  you  from  their  souls 

and  joined  the  sons  of  liberty 

that  scorn  to  be  controlled, 

so  do  not  have  the  foolish  notion 

that  you  can  gain 

the  lies  you  lost 

in  the  great  atlantic  ocean 

go  tell  your  queen  and  people 

by  all  the  world  tis  known 

the  Spanish  force  by  sea  and  land 

by  yankees  is  overthrown, 

for  dewey  fit  at  man  Ilia 
soon  humbled  the  Spanish  crew 
and  brot  them  to  submission 
as  he  again  can  do 
and  I  think  you'll  find  no  pleasure 
in  trying  to  gain 
your  now  lost  treasure 
rember  the  main, 

grant  us  free  traid  and  commerce 
and  6ont  insult  our  men 
give  up  all  claimes  to  cuba 
and  we  will  be  at  peace  again 
and  then  we  will  respect  you 
and  treat  you  as  our  friend 
respect  our  flag  and  citzens 
and  this  war  will  end. 
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WE  ARE  COMING,  CUBA,   COMING! 

EVAN    M.   JONES. 

We  are  coming,  Cuba,  coming;  we  are  bound  to  set  you  free! 
We  are  coming  from  the  mountains,  from  the  plains  and  inland 
We  are  coming  with  the  wrath  of  God  to  make  th*  Spaniards  flee! 
We  are  coming,  Cuba,  coming;  coming  now! 

Now,  at  last,  your  cry  for  help  has  not  been  made  In  Tain! 
Together  we  will  end  the  cruel  tyranny  of  Spain! 
To  avenge  your  brave  Maceo  and  our  heroes  of  the  Maine, 
We  are  coming,  Cuba,  coming;  coming  now! 

We  are  coming  with  our  ehips  and  hosts  to  fight  for  cause  that's  justt 
The  haughty  Spaniard  we  will  roll  and  humble  in  the  dust! 
For  victory  of  our  strong  arms  the  God  of  Battles  trust! 
We  are  coming,  Cuba,  coming;  coming  now! 

O  nevermore  the  Western  shore  shall  Spanish  flag  profane! 
No,  nevermore  shall  Spanish  ships  sweep  proudly  o'er  the  main! 
Beyond  the  west  the  Spanish  sun  shall  set.  nor  arise  again! 
We  are  coming,  Cuba,  coming;  coming  now! 


UNCLE  SAM  IN  CHICKAMAUGA. 

CHARLES   JONES. 

We  are  waiting 

For  the  call  to  arms  to  help  avenge  the  Maine, 

For  the  lives  of  our  true  hearted  Yankee  sailors, 

And  to  drive  the  Dons  from  Cuba  back  to  Spain. 

But  there's  one  thiDg  that  is  missing  from  the  picture 

Without  his  face  it  seems  so  incomplete, 

'Tls  the  face  of  that  old  butcher,  General  Weyler, 

Whom  the  boys  of  Uncle  Sam  would  like  to  meet. 

Chorus. 

Oh!  tonight  Old  Glory  waves  o'er  Chickamauga, 
And  the  hearts  of  all  the  boys  are  light  and  gay, 
For  the  North  and  South  will  surely  march  together. 
And  whip  the  Dons  in  Cuba,  far  away. 

Now  the  boys  in  blue  and  gray  have  joined  together. 
The  ill  feeling  of  the  past  has  passed  away, 
And  the  stars  and  stripes  they  will  respect  and  honor* 
And  collect  a  debt  that  Spain  will  have  to  pay. 
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Let  us  then  avenge  the  fate  of  the  Virginus, 
Another  treacherous  act  of  bloody  Spain, 
For  we  know  that  God  in  heaven  will  protect  us, 
This  is  a  war  for  right  and  we  are  not  to  blame. 

Chorus. 

Soon  the  guns  of  Morro  castle  will  be  silenced, 
And  the  Spaniards  there  no  longer  can  they  stay, 
And  the  guns  of  Sampson's  squadron  will  help  do  it, 
In  the  harbor  01  Havana  far  away. 


THE  CREW  OF  THE  MERRBIAC. 

JOHN  H.  JEWBTT. 

Quoth  the  Herald  to  the  Angel: 
"Write  with  your  plaining  pen 

On  the  scroll  of  names  immortal 
'Hobson  and  seven  men.'  " 

Quoth  the  Herald  to  the  Angel: 
'The  nameless  share  no  fame; 

Go  bid  Commander  Sampson 
Report  them  name  by  name." 

Quoth  the  Herald  to  the  Angel: 
"Brave  Hobson  led  the  van." 

Quoth  the  Angel:  "On  my  death  roll 
Honor  answers  man  by  man." 


VICTORY   AT    SANTIAGO    BAY. 

JOSEPHINE  A.  JEWETT. 

Oh!  That  was  a  sight  to  thrill  the  soul 

And  make  the  heart  leap  high, 
When  over  the  ocean's  mighty  roll, 

And  under  the  glare  of  a  southern  sky, 
The  Spanish  ships  from  their  harbor  broke 

On  the  iron-clad  lines  of  the  Yankee  fleet 
That  had  lain  under  steadily  rising  smoke 

And  watched  for  weeks  in  the  simmering  heat, 
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Searching  the  sea  by  day  and  night, 
Panting  hard  for  the  coming  fray, 
And  vowing  to  make  a  gallant  fight 
At  Santiago  bay. 

Then  raced  the  fleet  up  the  rock  shore; 

a  gun  each  gun  paid  back; 
With  shock  on  shock  through  the  battle's  roar, 

The  vessels  reeled  in  their  foaming  track; 
Quivered  their  sides  of  straining  steel; 

Flashes  of  flame  rent  the  trembling  air; 
With  fainting  hearts  could  the  Spaniards  feel 

Their  aim  unnerved  by  a  grim  despair, 
'Till  silenced  forever  their  vaunung  boast, 

The  noble  ships  one  by  one  gave  way, 
And  blazing  wrecks  strewed  the  Cuban  coast 
Near  Santiago  bay. 

Lo,  melting  away  with  the  choking  smoke 

Of  battle's  savage  Are, 
Go  specters  dark  as  its  sable  cloak — 

Of  scowling  Murder,  with  menace  dire, 
And  Famine  gaunt,  with  bloodless  lips, 

Lifting  their  curses  from  Cuban  sod; 
While  smiling  over  the  Yankee  ships 

Come  holy  guests  from  the  realms  of  God- 
Freedom,  to  set  the  mountains  swells 

Alight  with  her  torch  of  starry  ray, 
And  Peace,  to  build  her  citadels 
On  Santiago  bay. 


THE  CAUSE  WE  LOVE. 

MRS.   M.   E.   JONES. 

A  gallant  ship  is  sailing, 

Sailing  o'er  the  sea; 
The  captain  stands  amongst  his  men, 

Gather  'round,"  said  he. 
Havana  is  doomed  and  ruined; 

There  away  is  land; 
So  launch  your  boats  and  pull  away, 

And  I'll  head  the  command." 
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Hurrah,  brave  boys,  Hurrah! 
.  Hurrah,  brave  boys,  Hurrah!" 

We'll  stick  to  the  cause,  boys, 

All  through  our  lives; 
Those  we  love  are  praying  for  us, 

Mothers,  sweethearts  and  wives. 
We'll  win  toe  cause,  boys, 

Praying  to  heaven  above; 
While  overhead,  'midst  battle-smoke, 

Floats  the  flag  we  love. 

There  is  no  hesitation, 

Hearts  are  staunch  and  true; 
With  kindling  eyes  up  speak  the  men, 

"Captain,  we'll  die  with  you." 
The  captain  says,  "God  bless  you, 

Together  we  stand  or  fall; 
So  launch  your  boats  and  pull  away, 

Remember  Cuba's  call.' 


»» 


The  cannons  roar  and  the  waves  run  high, 

But  the  flag  still  floats  in  the  southern  sky; 

The  guns  respond  like  things  of  life, 

The  smoke  is  dense  o'er  the  scene  of  strife. 

Spain  is  losing— failing  is  she, 

For  Cuba  we  fight — she  shall  be  free, 

Or  with  the  Maine's  brave  boys  our's  a  sailor's  grave, 

Our  last  words  wafted  across  the  wave. 


COLUMBIA. 

WM.    PRESTON    JOHNSTON. 

Muse  of  the  West,  who  dost  inspire  the  free! 
Thy  virgin  lyre,  with  themes  sublime  and  vast, 
Shall  sound,  and  stir  with  sweetest  melody 
High  thoughts  undreamed  of  in  the  shadowy  past. 
Memory's  fair  daughter,  grandest,  though  her  last! 
The  lofty  strains  to  which  thy  flight  shall  soar 
Nor  Athens'  are,  nor  Britain  hath  surpassed; 
Treasures  of  song  thy  future  hath  in  store, 
Gold  freighted  as  the  floods  that  from  Sierras  pour. 
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I  would  the  heroes  sing  whose  word  and  deed 
Our  freedom  won;  but,  all  too  weak,  I  fear, 
To  tune  a  lay  worthy  their  victor's  meed 
And  fitly  crown  uieir  wonderful  career. 
For  them  the  loftiest  cenotaph  go  rear; 
They  gladly  offered  for  their  people  all, 
Life,  fortune,  honor,  all  that  men  hold  dear, 
Giving  full-handed  at  their  country's  call 
Whate'er  might  deck  her  triumph  or  adorn  her  fall. 

Give  me  to  paint  In  colors  not  more  bright 

Than  bounteous  nature  touched  with  artist  hand, 

The  scenes  in  which  my  soul  hath  found  delight, 

The  loveliness  of  this  my  native  land, 

From  chill  New  England,  where  sublime  and  grand 

The  rock-piled  mountains  rear  their  granite  crests, 

To  where  upon  a  sunny  Southern  strand 

The  calm  Gulf,  like  a  playful  tigress,  rolls — 

Her  waves  like  wanton  cubs  whom  some  fierce  joy  cont^ 

Her  sunny  skies,  her  perfume-scented  winds, 
Her  lofty  mountains  and  wide-spreading  plains, 
Her  rivers,  meshes  of  the  net  that  binds 
In  concord  all  her  sons  with  liquid  chains, 
— Since  here  supreme,  untrammeled  commerce  reigns- 
Such  scenes  as  these  were  worthy  of  the  lyre 
Struck  by  the  Mantuan  whose  noble  strains 
To  sweetness  add  the  poet's  sacred  fire, 
So  that  stern  Dante  kneels,  with  all  the  sacred  choir. 

Yet  canst  thou  speak  with  more  than  trumpet-tongue, 
Awaking  martial  souls  to  deeds  of  arms; 
Though  better  when  thy  prophet-harp  is  strung, 
Bidding  adieu  to  battle's  fierce  alarms, 
While  it  foretells  the  grandeur  and  the  charms 
Of  that  most  glorious  land  that  gave  thee  birth; 
Then  shall  thy  vision  see  her  safe  from  harms, 
Virtue  ascendant,  labor  freed  from  dearth, 
And  wise  humanity  triumphant  on  the  Earth. 

But  thy  strong  voice  that  rivals  with  the  main 
When  beats  the  surf  New  England's  rock-bound  coast, 
Mocking  the  blast  that  treads  to  earth  the  grain, 
Hushing  the  scoffer  in  his  idle  boast, 
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And  blanching  his  bronzed  cheek  as  Heaven's  host 
In  its  strong  grasp  uproots  the  forests  tall, 
Shall,  when  proclaiming  freedom's  charter  lost 
By  halting  peoples,  with  its  clarion  call, 

Arouse  mankind  to  act,  and  tyrants'  hearts  appall. 

§ 

And  then  when  piping  times  of  paace  are  o'er 

And  public  weal  calls  to  the  tented  field, 

We,  too,  will  bend  unto  the  service  sore 

Such  strength  as  Providence  vouchsafes  to  yield 

And  muscles  not  untrained  the  sword  to  wield. 

And  on  our  mother  Earth  to  seek  repose; 

Tet  still  with  peace,  kind  Heaven  I  pray  to  shield 

Our  country  from  dread  war  and  all  its  woes, 

That  round  expiring  lands  like  thirsty  bloodhounds  close. 

Long  have  we  borne  with  sorrow  unrevealed 
The  misery  that  the  heavy  hand  of  Spain 
On  our  poor  sister  hath  inflicted.    Steeled 
Against  the  widow's  sobs,  the  cry  of  pain 
From  wounded  men,  and  cruelty's  mad  reign, 
Her  haughty  mandate  to  the  world  she  spoke, 
Unmindful  of  the  black  and  bitter  stain, 
"I  deal  with  those  beneath  my  iron  yoke 
E'en  as  I  list:  Dare  not  my  sullen  rage  provok 

"Let  fire  and  sword  this  fair  land  devastate, 
The  humble  peon  sink  beneath  «.ne  blade, 
Give  rein  to  all-  the  fiends  of  greed  and  hate, 
Till  in  the  dust  each  rebel  head  is  laid." 
The  orphan's  wall,  the  outraged  wife  or  maid, 
0  savage  men  with  hearts  as  hard  as  stone! 
Do  these  not  move  ye?    Are  ye  not  afraid 
A  righteous  doom  will  yet  requite  each  groan 
That  rises  to  Heaven  in  stricken  Cuba's  moan? 

And  must  we  idly  watch  the  slaughter  dire, 

While  famine  wastes  and  fire  consumes  the  land, 

Lest  we  arouse  the  haughty  Spaniard's  ire 

And  his  hot  wrath  strike  down  the  succoring  hand? 

He  vaunts  his  honor,  takes  tone  of  command, 

And  cocks  his  hat  with  caballero  pose, 

Mistaking  what  is  grandiose  for  grand. 

He  must  be  taught  that  nations  cannot  close 

Their  eyes  unheeding  on  a  tortured  people's  woes. 
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Search  Weyler's  breast,  there  dwell  Pizarro's  heart 
And  cruelty  crouched  in  its  caverns  black; 
Fierce  Alva's  methods  taught  him  all  war's  art; 
Remorseless  vengeance  marks  his  bloody  track. 
The  cell,  the  thumb-screw,  the  tormenting  rack, 
These  are  his  weapons;  and  hidden  in  his  train 
Foul  treachery  lurks  that  stabs  the  trustful  back; 
So  that  when  men  lament  the  murdered  Maine 
They  link  Iscariot  in  thought  with  faithless  Spain. 

Columbia,  rise,  shake  off  thy  wretched  trance, 
To  thine  own  heart  and  nature's  law  be  true, 
Arm  for  the  fray,  thy  starry  flag  advance, 
And  sweep  the  seas  of  yon  perfidious  crew. 
Then  when  for  peace  the  haughty  boasters  sue, 
And  ransomed  Cuba  stands  erect  and  freed. 
Seek  from  her  naught  but  gratitude's  just  due, 
And  shame  the  world  that  looked  for  gain  and  greed, 
When  fair  humanity  constrained  the  generous  deed. 


THE  RESCUE  OF  CUBA. 

SAMUEL  JEFFERSON. 

Columbia  hath  unsheathed,  with  purpose  high, 
The  rescuing  glaive!     Her  sons,  prepared  to  die, 
Undaunted  hasten  toward  the  suffering  isle, 
The  Pearl  of  the  Antilles  that,  erstwhile, 
Through  weary  centuries  hath  lain  enthralled; 
At  whose  misrule  free  nations  stand  appalled; 
Where  insurrection  oft  hath  raised  her  head, 
Unnumbered  warriors  their  blood  have  shed, 
The  freedom  of  their  native  isle  to  gain; 
Help  comes  at  last,  nor  shall  that  help  prove  vain, 

Reconcentrados  there,  in  myriads,  died, 
Who  ne'er,  as  combatants,  the  foe  defied; 
Women  and  children  in  vast  numbers  penned, 
With  aged  victims  found  a  dismal  end. 
What  agonizing  sorrows  there  were  borne 
In  many  a  human  breast,  of  hope  forlorn, 
Starvation  and  disease,  horrors  untold, 
Brought  deep  distress,  with  terrors  manifold! 
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How  could  Columbia,  then,  stand  calmly  by, 
When,  at  her  very  door,  her  pitying  eye 
Beheld  such  deeds  enacted? 

In  her  might 
She  hath  uprisen,  and  the  glorious  sight 
Of  freemen  battling  for  the  wronged,  the  weak, 
The  world  beholds:  no  selfish  end  they  seek; 
Humanity  and  justice  guide  the  sword; 
What  nobler  fight  doth  history's  page  record? 


A   SOWG   OF  HEROES. 

PHILANDER  JOHNSON. 

They  sing  about  the  admirals;  likewise  the  commodores, 

An'  the  men  that  take  their  orders  up  on  deck. 
An'  the  lads  that  feed  the  big  gun  while  it  rears  its  head  and  roars 

A-pinin'  for  to  see  another  wreck. 
Tou'd  think  they'd  gone  clean  through  the  list  and  never  skipped  a  thing, 

With  their  "jolly  tars,"  "hooray,"  and  "yo-heave-ho!" 
But  there  none  as  tunes  a  string 
While  he  lifts  'is  voice  to  sing 
Of  the  Jackie8  wot's  a-stokin'  down  below. 

O,  it's  here's  to  him  a-fightin' 

Where  the  shot  kicks  up  a  spray. 
It's  glorious  and  excitin' 

When  he  rushes  to  the  fray. 
But  there  ought  to  be  some  snatches 

On  the  way  it  stirs  your  soul 
When  they  batten  down  the  hatches 
While  you  shovel  in  the  coal. 

We  don't  go  much  on  uniforms.    In  all  that  heat  and  dirt, 

With  flames  a-reachin'  out  to  eat  the  air, 
It's  just  a  waste  of  etiquette  to  wear  a  woolen  shirt. 

Tou  never  have  your  picture  taken  there. 
It's  no  use  to  deny  it    In  your  throat  there  comes  a  lump, 

Aa  you  think  of  home  and  wonder  where  you'll  go 
While  your  heart  begins  to  bump 
Like  the  wheels  that  clang  and  thump 

Round  the  Jackies  wot's  a-stokin'  down  below. 

O,  it's  here's  to  him  a-fightin' 
And  a-takin'  steady  aim. 
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If's  he's  hurt,  there's  some  delight  in 

Thin  kin'  he  can  do  the  same 
By  the  first  un'  that  he  catches — 

But  we  don't  know  wat's  the  goal 
When  they  batten  down  the  hatches 

While  we  shovel  in  the  coal. 

It's  a  glorious  consolation  in  the  tollin'  and  the  thirst 

To  wipe  the  wetness  from  our  brows  and  think 
That  we're  handsomely  provided  for,  in  case  we  meet  the  worst, 

With  a  million  dollar  coffin  when  we  sink. 
Our  hearts  is  in  the  fightin'  tops;  we're  wishin'  we  was  there 

A-doin'  of  our  duty  by  the  foe. 
But  each  must  take  'is  share 
And  they  couldn't  hardly  spare 
The  Jackies  wot's  a-stokin'  down  below, 

60  here's  to  them  that's  fightin'; 

Here's  to  the  pilot  too. 
We  trust  'em  to  be  right  in 
Any  job  they're  out  to  da 
Maybe  we're  to  meet  our  matches — 

But  it's  all  past  our  control, 
When  they  batten  down  the  hatches 
While  we  shovel  in  the  coal. 

It  ain't  the  bloomin'  admirals;  it  ain't  the  commodores 

That  the  Spaniards  is  a-wishin'  for  today, 
Nor  yet  the  lads  that  handle  ammunition  out  o'  doors, 

Where  you  stand  a  little  chance  to  get  away. 
They've  had  fighters  in  their  fam'lies  and  the  cubs'll  fight  again. 

But  they  answered  up  most  cautions-like  and  slow 
When  it  come  to  askin'  men 
To  be  huddled  in  the  pen — 
To  be  Jackies  wot's  a-stokin'  down  below, 

Says  they,  "We'll  do  your  fightin' 

But  that  locker  ain't  our  size, 
Where  you  wedge  the  men  so  tight  in" — 

Fur  them  Dagoes  realize 
What  uncertainty  attaches 
To  the  fellers  in  a  hole 
When  they  batten  down  the  hatches 
While  we  shovel  in  the  coal. 
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DON'T   FORGET  THE   MAINE. 

H.    L.    JONES. 

Our  soldier  boys  were  ready  when, 
At  last  the  message  came: 
"Equip  yourselves  for  fighting,  men, 
And  don't  forget  the  Maine." 

The  nation's  honor  is  at  stake. 

They've  put  our  flag  to  shame, 
Our  President  they  called  a  fake, 

And  then  blew  up  the  Maine. 

Insults  we  will  no  longer  take 

From  that  old  tyrant  Spain; 
They'll  find  this  nation  wide  awake 

Since  they  blew  up  the  Maine. 

With  quickened  steps,  to  double  time, 

You  must  avenge  this  shame, 
And  when  in  battle  keep  In  mind 

Dead  sailors  of  the  Maine. 

Keep  Old  Glory  waving  high, 

And  wrap  yourselves  in  fame; 
Be  sure  and  keep  your  powder  dry, 

And  don't  forget  the  Maine. 


WAITING  FOR  THE  WORD. 

N.   A.    JENNINGS. 

Look!    A  million  boys  in  blue, 
And  a  million  more  in  gray. 
Uncle  Sam,  stand  back  of  you! 
With  their  guns  they'll  see  you  through 
Now  the  work's  cut  out  to  do. 

Let  it  come  howe'er  it  may, 
They  are  ready,  Uncle  Sam, 
And  there's  not  one  cares  a  damn 
If  through  hell  you  lead  the  way, 
Uncle  Sam! 

Hark  to  "Dixie,"  how  it  swells 
Now  with  "Yankee  Doodle  Doo!" 
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Don't  you  hear  those  Southern  yells 
Ringing  out  as  clear  as  bells? 
Don't  you  know  what  tale  that  tells? 

'Tis  that  every  man  is  true, 
Saying,  "Take  me  as  I  am  f 
Tou  may  trust  me,  Uncle  Sam, 

Be  my  coat  of  gray  or  blue, 
Uncle  Sam!" 


THE  MERRIMAC   IMMORTALS. 

H.   U.  JOHNSON. 

We  have  read  of  valiant  Trojans, 

And  of  bold  Helen ic  tars; 
Of  Thermopylae's  brave  heroes — 

All  historic  sons  of  Mars; 

Men  of  Rome  and  men  of  Carthage, 
Of  the  Goths  and  Huns  of  yore; 

Of  the  Northmen  and  the  Britons 
Written  in  historic  lore; 

Of  the  Angles  and  the  Saxons, 
And  the  Normans  later  still, 

And  we  wonder  at  achievements 
That  have  marked  their  power  of  will. 

But  'tis  left  unto  the  present 
All  their  records  to  exceed, 

To  write  on  the  scroll  of  glory 
Earth's  as  yet  most  daring  deed. 

From  the  race  that  marks  the  era 
Came  the  men  of  sterling  mold 

Whose  triumphant  feat  at  warning 
Breaks  the  record  as  of  old. 

And  the  names  of  Hobson,  Murphy, 

Of  Charette  and  Montague, 
Deignan,  Phillips,  Kelly,  Blawson, 

Will  forever  stand  review. 

We  are  proud  of  Jones  and  Perry 

And  of  Farragut,  Decatur; 
Of  a  Jasper  and  a  Cushidg, 

Dewey,  others  less  and  greater. 
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But  the  braves  who  closed  the  harbor 

Where  Cervera  ruled  the  tide, 
In  high  nich  in  Fame's  fair  temple 

Will  forevermore  abide. 

When  there  comes  a  Cuba  Libre, 

And  the  Queen  of  the  Antelles 
No  more  of  Spanish  thralldom 

Or  its  dire  oppression  feels, 

In  bright  songs  and  happy  peans 

Will  the  Merrlmac  be  sung, 
And  her  brave  manipulators 

In  most  grateful  strains  be  sung. 


THE  SPIRIT  OF  THE  WAR. 

TUDOR  JENKS. 

In  battle-line  of  sombre  gray 

Our  ships  of  war  advance, 
As  Red  Cross  knights  in  holy  fray, 

Charged  with  avenging  lance, 
And  terrible  shall  be  thy  plight, 

O  fleet  of  cruel  Spain! 
For  ever  in  our  van  doth  fight 

The  spirit  of  the  Maine! 

As  when,  beside  Regillus  Lake, 

The  great  twin  brethren  came 
A  righteous  fight  for  Rome  to  make 

Against  'the  deed  of  shame — 
So  now  a  ghostly  ship  shall  doom 

The  fleet  of  treacherous  Spain — 
Before  her  guilty  soul  doth  loom 

The  spirit  of  the  Maine! 

A  wrath,  arrayed  in  peaceful  white 

As  when  asleep  she  lay 
Above  the  traitorous  mine  that  night 

Within  Havana  Bay, 
She  glides  before'  the  avenging  fleet 

A  sign  of  woe  to  Spain. 
Brave  though  her  sons,  how  shall  they  meet 

The  spirit  of  the  Maine! 
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SONGS  AND  BALLADS  OF  WAR  "WITH  SPAIN. 
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'He  Was  a  Sailor  on  Board  the  Maine,"  by  Mr.  Nate  Jackson,  may 
serve  to  give  some  notion  of  the  kind  of  sentiment  which  is  found  engag- 
ing by  several  thousands  of  our  countrymen: 

He  was  a  sailor  on  board  the  Maine, 

One  of  a  gallant  crew, 
Ready  to  fight  his  country's  cause, 

To  his  flag  he  was  staunch  and  true; 
He  was  his  dear  mother's  pride  and  joy, 
She  loved  her  darling  boy; 
She  now  looks  in  vain  for  her  son's  return, 

He  was  a  sailor  on  board  the  Maine. 

Of  the  former,  the  sympathetic  sort,  note  this  from  "The  Ill-Pated 
Maine,"  by  Thomas  J.  Quigley,  who  styles  it  "a  sympathetic  ballad  sug- 
gested by  the  loss  of  United  States  cruiser  Maine  off  Havana,  Cuba,"  the 
Maine,  of  course,  never  having  been  a  cruiser.    The  chorus  runs: 

Kind  fathers  are  sighing,  fond  mothers  are  crying, 
Loved  sisters  and  brothers  are  hoping  in  vain; 

Whilst  sweethearts  in  sorrow  are  praying  the  morrow 
Will  bring  them  glad  news  of  the  ill-fated  Maine. 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  verse  part  has  shown  the  loss  to  be  certain. 

The  one  best  liked  of  them  all,  as  shown  by  the  daily  sales,  is  called  "My 
Sweetheart  Went  Down  With  the  Maine,"  and  is  written  by  Mr.  Bert 
Morgan,  who  has  given  it  the  fetching  sub-title  of  "Everybody's  Sweet 
Song."    The  refrain  reads: 

Once  I  had  a  sweetheart,  noble,  brave  and  true, 

Fearless  as  the  sunshine,  gentle  as  the  dew; 

We  had  loved  and  waited,  he  had  named  the  day, 

And  we  had  pledged  to  wed  each  other  in  the  month  of  May. 

In  this  special  instance  it  will  be  seen  that  he  was  permitted  to  name 
the  day.  But  that  is  wholly  unimportant  in  comparison  with  the  picture 
Mr.  Will  Evans  presents  in  "Just  As  the  Maine  Went  Down:" 

Jim  and  his  trusty  messmate,  Jack, 

Each  with  a  silent  prayer, 
They  bravely  sank  to  a  sailor's  grave, 

Kissing  a  lock  of  hair. 

Even  more  successful  than  this  is  "Avenge  the  Good  Ship  Maine, *' 
written  and  composed — absit  omen! — by  "The  Brownings."    The  words 
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of  this  sang  are  notable  as  containing,  almost  alone  among  them  i 
direct  appeal  to  American  history,  thus: 

Let  us  have  revenge  for  our  brave  Yankee  sailors, 
Who  gave  their  lives  for  glorious  liberty; 
For  if  our  George  Washington  were  only  living, 
We'd  soon  whip  Spain  and  set  poor  Cuba  free. 


REMEMBER,  BOYS,  THE  MAINE. 

W.  C.  JONES. 

In  the  harbor  of  Havana  a  gallant  ship  was  lying, 

Over  which  the  stars  and  stripes  unfurled  were  proudly  flying; 

Brave  Sigsbee  was  the  captain  of  her  valorous  crew, 

From  the  north  Atlantic  squadron,  seamen  tried  and  true; 

Sent  by  our  nation's  orders  to  a  friendly  port  of  Spain — 

Battleships  of  the  Atlantic — remember  boys,  the  Maine! 

Anchored  in  Havana's  harbor  on  that  silent  night, 
The  sailors  were  all  resting  'neath  Morro  castle's  light; 
Dreaming  only  of  some  loved  one,  in  a  far  and  distant  home, 
Little  thinking,  little  knowing,  the  fate  so  soon  to  come; 
When  hurled  into  eternity  by  the  heartless  sons  of  Spain — 
Battleships  of  the  Atlantic — remember,  boys,  the  Maine! 

Ships  of  the  Atlantic  squadrons,  of  Sampson,  and  of  Schley; 
Of  fighting  Captain  Evans,  of  the  fearless  Iowa; 
Massachusetts  and  Montgomery,  Cincinnati  and  St  Paul, 
New  York  and  Minneapolis,  go  at  thy  country's  call; 
Fight!    Fight!    O  valiant  seamen,  strike  down  the  fleets  of  Spa 
Battleships  of  the  Atlantic — remember,  boys,  the  Maine! 

Recall  the  fate  of  Jenkins — noble-hearted,  true  and  brave; 
Remember  Comrade  Merritt,  how  he  sank  beneath  the  wave; 
Remember,  boys,  that  grand  old  ship  blown  up  by  Spanish  min 
Remember  how  her  dauntless  crew  went  down  near  Spanish  lin 
How  they  jeered  and  how  they  taunted — those  dastard  sons  of  S] 
Battleships  of  the  Atlantic — remember,  boys,  the  Maine! 

Battleships  of  the  Atlantic — hurl  your  iron  shot  and  shell 
Into  the  walls  of  Morro  castle — blot  out  that  prison  hell; 
Avenge  the  death  of  comrades,  who,  on  that  fatal  day, 
Lay  bleeding  and  lay  dying  in  that  treacherous  Spanish  bay. 
Avenge  the  death  of  sailors  that  were  killed  by  brutal  Spain! 
Battleships  of  the  Atlantic — Avenge!  Avenge  the  Maine! 
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DEWEY   AT   MANILA. 

ROBERT   UNDERWOOD   JOHNSON. 

'Twas  the  very  verge  of  May 
When  the  bold  "Olympla"  led 

Into  Bocagrande  Bay 
Dewey's  squadron,  dark  and  dread,- 

Creeping  past  Corregldor, 

Guardian  of  Manila's  shore. 

Do  they  sleep  who  wait  the  fray? 

Is  the  moon  so  dazzling  bright 
That  our  cruisers'  battle-gray 

Melts  into  the  misty  light? 
Ah!  the  red  flash  and  the  roar! 
Wakes  at  last  Corregldor! 

All  to  late  her  screaming  shell 
Tears  the  silence  with  its  track; 

This  is  but  the  gate  of  Hell, 
We've  no  leisure  to  turn  back. 

Answer,  "Concord!" — then  once  more 

Slumber  on,  Corregldor. 

And  as,  like  a  slowing  tide, 
Onward  still  the  vessels  creep, 

Dewey,  watching,  falcon-eyed, 
Orders — "Let  the  gunners  sleep; 

For  we  meet  a  foe  at  four 

Fiercer  than  Corregldor." 

Well  they  slept,  for  well  they  knew 
What  the  morrow  taught  us  all — 

He  was  wise  (as  well  as  true) 
Thus  upon  the  foe  to  fall. 

Long  shall  Spain  the  day  deplore 

Dewey  ran  Corregidor. 

May  is  dancing  into  light 
As  the  Spanish  Admiral 

From  a  dream  of  phantom  fight 
Wakens  at  his  sentry's  call. 

Shall  he  leave  Cavite's  lee, 

Hunt  the  Yankee  fleet  at  sea? 
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O  Montejo,  to  thy  deck, 

That  to-day  shall  float  its  last! 
Quick!     To  quarters!     Yonder  speck 

Grows  a  hull  of  portent  vast. 
Hither,  toward  Cavite's  lee 
Comes  the  Yankee  hunting  thee! 

Not  for  fear  of  hidden  mine 

Halts  our  quiet  Commodore. 
He,  of  old  heroic  line, 

Follows  Farragut  once  more, 
Hazards  all  on  victory, 
Here  within  Cavite's  lee. 

If  he  loses,  all  is  gone; 

He  will  win  because  he  must 
And  the  shafts  of  yonder  dawn 

Are  not  quicker  than  his  thrust 
Soon,  Montejo,  he  shall  be 
With  thee  in  Cavite's  lee. 

Now,  Manila,  to  the  fray! 

Show  the  hated  Yankee  host 
This  is  not  a  holiday — 

Spanish  blood  is  more  than  boast 
Fleet  and  mine  and  battery, 
Crush  him  in  Cavite's  lee! 

Lo,  Hell's  geysers  at  our  fore 

Pierce  the  plotted  path — in  vain. 
Nerving  every  man  the  more 

With  the  memory  of  the  "Maine!" 
Now  at  last  our  guns  are  free 
Here  within  Cavite's  lee. 


Grldley,"  says  the  Commodore, 

You  may  Are  when  ready."    Then 
Long  and  loud,  like  lions'  roar 

When  a  rival  dares  the  den, 
Breaks  the  awful  cannonry 
Full  across  Cavite's  lee. 

Who  shall  tell  the  daring  tale 
Of  our  Thunderbolt's  attack, 

Finding,  when  the  chart  should  fail, 
By  the  lead  his  dubious  track, 
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Five  ships  following  faithfully 
Five  times  o'er  Cavite's  lee; 

Of  our  gunners'  deadly  aim; 

Of  the  gallant  foe  and  brave 
Who,  unconquered,  faced  with  flame 

Seek  the  mercy  of  the  wave — 
Choosing  honor  in  the  sea 
Underneath  Cavite's  lee. 

Let  the  meed  the  victor's  gain 
Be  the  measure  of  their  task. 

Less  of  flinching,  stouter  strain, 
Fiercer  combat — who  could  ask? 

And  "surrender" — 'twas  a  word 

That  Cavite  never  heard. 

Noon — the  woful  work  is  done! 

Not  a  Spanish  ship  remains; 
But,  of  their  eleven,  none 

Ever  was  so  truly  Spain's! 
Which  is  prouder,  they  or  we, 
Thinking  of  Cavite's  lee? 

Envoy. 
But  remember,  when  we've  ceased 

Qiving  praise  and  reckoning  odds, 
Man  shares  courage  with  the  beast, 

Wisdom  cometh  from  the  gods. 
Who  would  win,  on  land  or  wave, 
Must  be  wise  as  well  as  brave. 


THE   ENGLISH-SPEAKING   BROTHERHOOD. 

SAMUEL  JEFFERSON. 

"Corroborate  the  Bond,"* 
Strengthen  the  ties,  beyond 
The  power  of  Freedom's  foes; 
Ay!  ere  the  century  close! 


•Gladstone,  on  March  17th,  1880,  writing  to  Charles  Scribner's  Sons^ 
concluded  thus:    'The  union  between  the  countries  is  close,  and  is  likely" 
to  grow  closer  still.    Honour  to  all  those  who  seek  to  corroborate  the 
bend." 
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Gladstone,  thy  phrase  shall  be 
Our  motto!  Peoples  free, 
Who  speak  our  English  tongue- 
Nations  In  vigour  young, 
Whose  flags  float  forth  unfurled, 
In  pride,  throughout  the  world — 
With  joy  thy  words  repeat: 
Thus  we  our  brothers  greet. 

In  English-speaking  Brotherhood  arrayed, 
In  heart-knit  bond,  sees  Tyranny  dismayed: 
Our  language  is  the  speech  that  Shakespeare  spake, 
The  eons  of  men  are  we  who  fetters  brake 
When  unwise  monarchs,  in  past  centuries,  sought 
Freedom  to  crush.    Fearless  our  fathers  fought 
Against  oppression:    Some  o'ercrossed  the  main 
To  Plymouth  Rock,  nor  reached  that  goal  in  vain; 
The  staunch  Mayflower,  Liberty's  bold  craft, 
To  westward  drave  with  favouring  wind  abaft. 
Four  generations  later  Boston  saw 
Her  sons  defy  the  foolish,  unfair  law; 
They,  in  our  speech,  on  Independence  Day, 
Declared  no  foreign  law  should  o'er  them  sway. 

Mother  and  daughter  now  full  clearly  see — 

Britannia  and  Columbia — that  the  free 

Unfettered  scions  of  the  Motherland, 

Their  own  laws  making  can  more  firmly  stand; 

Qreat  Britain  hath  her  lesson  learned  right  well, 

Now  her  brave  sons,  on  distant  shores  do  dwell, 

In  Africa  or  widespread  Canada, 

In  far  New  Zealand  and  Australia, 

She  leaveth,  freely  to  self-government 

While  year  by  year  beholds  the  increment 

Of  filial  love:  our  Anglo-Saxon  power 

Was  ne'er  more  mighty  than  at  this  glad  hour; 

Columbia  sees  her  Flag  of  Freedom  wave, 

Where  her  brave  sons  have  died  the  enthralled  to  save. 

The  teeming  multitudes  of  Orient  Inde, 

Our  fellow-subjects,  bear  a  kindred  mind — 

The  English  tongue  there  spreads  with  glowing  might — 

While  through  the  decades  they,  with  prospect  bright, 

More  gladly  hail  the  rule  that  brought  them  peace, 

That  bade  the  wild  Mahratta  forays  cease. 
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Thus  our  Great  Britain  and  her  scions — chief, 
The  Great  Republic— Join  in  firm  belief 
That  they,  in  heart  united,  must  progress 
While  Liberty,  from  that  soul-union,  shall  bless 
The  coming  century  with  good  untold, 
With  Freedom's  riches,  better  far  than  gold. 

O,  English-speaking  Brotherhood,  with  tongue, 

In  whose  grand  accents  Milton's  words  outrung, 

Rise  to  the  great  occasion's  glorious  task 

Of  freeing  all  th'  enthralled;  the  nations  ask — 

The  nations  who  their  tyrant  lot  bemoan — 

That  ye  should  help  the  future  to  atone 

For  their  deep  wrongs,  suffered  through  weary  years: 

Superb  your  task  whose  consummation  near*. 


UNFURL  THE  STRIPES  AND  STARS. 

KATHLEEN  KAVANAGH. 

Hoist  our  flag,  unfurl  it  proudly; 
Cheer  it,  soldiers;  cheer  it  loudly — 
O'er  the  blue  Floridlan  seas, 
On  the  perfumed,  listless  breeze, 
Steals  the  echoed  low  refrain: 
"Sleep,  sleep  well,  lads  of  the  Maine." 

Come,  ye  veterans,  every  one, 
Veterans  gray  of  "sixty-one," 
Ye  who  marched  In  blue  away, 
Ye  who  wore  the  chosen  gray — 
Come  as  one  to-day  and  swear 
Allegiance  to  thy  banner  there. 

Youths,  leave  college  work  undone, 
Threads  of  science  yet  unspun; 
Men,  leave  counting-room  and  plow; 
Unitedly  the  world  show  how 
Columbia's  sons  keep  honor  bright 
Vindicate,  uphold  the  right. 

Hoist  our  flag,  unfold  and  wave  it; 
Sires  of  ours  hath  died  to  save  it; 
None  shall  trample,  none  shall  trail  it 
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None  shall  live  that  dare  assail  it, 
For  we  idolize  and  love  it 
Next  unto  the  God  above  it 

Every  star's  a  State  of  might, 
Every  State  a  star,  huge,  bright 
Hostile  foe,  attack  one  star, 
Try  its  brilliancy  to  mar — 
Ere  the  sun  shall  gild  the  west 
With  its  dazzling,  burnished  crest, 

Every  alien  shall  have  fled, 
Or  be  numbered  with  the  dead; 
Though  ye  come  a  countless  throng, 
Many  times  a  million  strong, 
We  shall  meet  ye  man  to  man, 
Fight  as  only  free  men  can. 

Hoist  our  flag  with  wild  elation, 
Yield  it  wealth  of  demonstration, 
Little  one,  go  rifle  bowers 
Of  their  brightest,  freshest  flowers; 
Twine  them  fondly,  tenderly. 
Round  the  staff  of  Liberty. 

Holy  hands  have  touched  and  blessed  it; 
Woman's  lips  have  oft  caressed  it; 
It  hath  been  enshrined  with  tears, 
Whispered  prayers  and  sacred  fears — 
Zealously  unfurl,  unfold  it; 
Bid  the  whole  wide  world  behold  it. 

People  ne'er  had  flag  so  fair, 
Fairer  land  a  flag  had  ne'er; 
Three-score  million,  loyal,  raise  it, 
Rapturously  hail  and  praise  it — 
Ready  stand,  without  one  heed, 
On  to  march  where  it  shall  lead. 

Raise  it  in  exultant  manner, 
Ours  the  radiant  star-gemmed  banner; 
Every  man  that  stands  beneath  it 
With  a  cheer  again  un wreath  it; 
With  a  vow  sincere  and  true, 
Greet  the  red,  the  white,  the  blue. 
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From  each  mast  and  flag  unfurled, 
Every  thread  with  love  impearled; 
Emblem  worshipped,  treasured  sign 
Of  a  freedom  sweet,  divine. 
Conquered?  vanquished?   Never!  never! 
It  shall  wave  o'er  us  forever! 


»» 


Hoist  our  flag,  our  grand  "Old  Glory,' 

Beautiful  in  song  and  story; 

Cheer  it  heartily,  ye  hosts, 

With  prolonged,  melodious  toasts — 

Once  again,  one  loud  hosanna, 

For  our  own,  our  "Spangled  Banner!" 


ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

EDWIN  E.  KINNEY. 

Rise,  O  Liberty,  arise, 

Make  and  keep  thy  children  free; 
Liberty,  unveil  thine  eyes, 

See  what  dangers  wait  for  thee; 
Tyranny  has  forged  thy  chain, 

And  in  darkness  ever  waits 
To  usurp  thy  throne  again; 

Lo!  his  hosts  are  at  thy  gates. 

Let  thy  watch-towers  rise  afar 

Over  continent  and  sea, 
Till  each  bright,  eternal  star 

With  a  vigil  keep  with  thee; 
Till  the  beauty  of  thy  form 

And  the  radiance  of  thy  face 
Shall  be  seen  through  every  storm, 

Calm  in  thine  exalted  place. 

Hold  thy  sacred  torch  on  high 

To  illumine  all  the  world, 
And  to  very  heart  and  eye 

May  thy  banner  be  unfurled — 
Till  the  lust  of  power  and  gold 

Will  no  more  oppression  bring, 
When  the  bonds  of  love  will  hold 

And  the  world  with  freedom  ring. 
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DON'T  CHEER 

ISAAC  C.  KETLER. 

"Don't  cheer,  boys, 

"The  poor  devils  are  dying." 

And  the  voice  of  the  speaker 

Was  choked  with  emotion, 

As  with  horror  he  saw 

Spanish  rage  and  devotion; 

"Don't  cheer,"  he  said, 

For  off  toward  the  shore 

Racked,  shivered  and  shattered 

Stood  the  squadron  of  Spain 

Black,  beaten  and  battered 

Oh,  God!  what  a  sight 

For  a  sailor  to  see 

Whose  heart  has  a  touch 

Of  sweet  charity — 

The  decks  running  red 

With  the  living  outflow 

Of  Spanish  devotion 

And  valor.    I  know 

There  is  not  a  brave  heart 

In  American  blue 

But  could  weep  for  the  Spaniard 

Who  stood  strong  and  true 

To  the  flag  of  his  country 

On  that  fatal  day, 

When  out  from  the  harbor, 

Leagues  and  leagues  far  away 

From  kindred  and  country 

He  sailed.    And  the  commander 

Who  said  it  proved  his  valor  indeed 

Was  as  great  as  the  heart 

Which  had  prompted  the  meed 

Of  compassion  and  pity 

For  brave,  fearless  men, 

In  defense  of  their  country  and  flag. 

Oh,  the  deeds  which  will  stand 
Bright  on  history's  page, 
On,  on  in  the  annals 
And  age  after  age, 
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1  pray  thee  whisper  as  thou  dost  to  me 
To  men  who  die  and  men  who  wait 
Till  daylight  bids  them  fight  again. 
Repeat  thy  message  of  that  peace 
Profound,  encircling  all  our  strife; 
Woo  them  to  thoughts  of  that  blest  life 
Where  wrong  and  war  and  woe  shall  cease. 
Thou  wilt  not  fail,  dear  Moon,  to  smile 
With  all  thy  nailowlng  light  of  love 
On  f aces  in  whose  glassy  eyes 
No  more  shall  rest  the  image  fair 
Of  homes  and  faces  cherished  there. 
L«et  thy  loved  image.  Summer  Moon, 
Which  oft  has  nestled  in  those  eyes 
With  faces  uear,  shine  there  to-night 
In  their  lone  gaze  toward  Cuban  skies. 
Thine  image  there  the  tryst  shall  be 
'Twixt  them  an-  those  they  ne'er  shall  see, 
While  in  our  homeland  sky  thy  light 
Shall  woo  toward  Him  beyond  our  sight 
The  hearts  that  weep  and  yearn  to-night. 
To  soldiers  bear  a  nation's  love; 
Their  thoughts  and  ours  allure  above; 
Be  bearer  of  this  double  boon, 
Thou  nurse  of  hearts,  O  Summer  Moon. 


TO   THE   TEUMPET. 

JALMA  HASSEN  KADER. 

Blow,  trumpet,  blow!  blow  in  the  midst  of  battle, 
Courage  to  friend  but  fear  to  the  hearts  of  the  foe, 

Loud  o'er  the  cannon's  roar  and  musketry  rattle — 
Blow,  trumpet,  blow! 

Shriller  thy  blast  over  the  land  let  it  go, 

Even  to  those  where  sweet  infancy's  prattle 
Mingles  with  moans  for  the  sire  fallen  low. 

Aye,  and  to  those  that  are  driven  like  cattle, 
Famished  and  homeless,  mid  tempest  and  woe; 

But  louder,  and  louder  for  peace  than  in  battle. 
Blow,  trumpet,  blow! 
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WILL  FOLLOW  THE  FLAG. 

WALTER  KITTEREDGE. 

We'll  follow  the  flag,  the  dear  old  flag, 

Wherever  it  may  go; 
If  in  the  right  we  have  to  flght 

We'll  conquer  every  foe. 
Our  dear  old  flag  waves  o'er  the  land — 

Seventy  millions  free — 
And  so  we'll  stand,  all  hand  in  hand 

To  protect  its  liberty. 

Chorus. 
We'll  watch  for  the  flag,  the  dear  old  flag, 

As  it  rides  the  ocean  blue; 
They'll  stand  for  the  flag,  tho'  a  tattered  rag, 

Those  boys  so  brave  and  true. 

And  they  will  go  and  meet  the  foe 

If  the  dear  old  flag  leads  there; 
Upon  the  brink  they  will  not  shrink, 

But  death  they'll  even  dare; 
O,  how  we  love  the  Stars  and  Stripes 

Of  the  red,  the  white  and  blue; 
Through  the  darkest  night  they'd  ever  flght 

For  that  dear  old  flag  so  true. 

As  the  Maine  went  down,  in  city  and  town 

"To  arms,  to  arms"  I  hear; 
The  call  it  came  in  Freedom's  name 

From  that  grand  old  flag  so  dear. 
A  treacherous  foe  blew  up,  you  know, 

The  Maine  and  her  loyal  crew; 
A  shattered  wreck  bestrewed  the  deck — 

Three  hundred  boys  in  blue! 

We'll  rally  all  to  Freedom's  call; 

We'll  set  the  bondmen  free! 
In  Cuba's  land  we'll  take  our  stand 

To  give  them  liberty; 
O  how  it  thrills  the  heart  of  man 

To  know  that  he  Is  free, 
Who  ever  heard  a  sweeter  word 

Than  Home  and  Liberty! 
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BLANCO'S   WARNING. 

CHARLES  A.   KEMPFER. 

Angel  of  the  Cuban  fight 
Go  to  Morro  in  the  night, 
Whisper  this  in  Blanco's  ear: 
"They  are  coming,  they  are  here, 
They  who  heard  the  Cuban's  cry; 
Cubans  doomed  to  starve  and  die. 
Now  your  house  and  soul  prepare, 
For  there's  vengeance  in  the  air. 
Distant  rumbling  out  on  sea 
Of  a  storm  about  to  be. 
Something — fleet  like  Sampson's  might 
Strike  with  terror  e'en  tonight; 
Strike  like  Dewey — laurel'd  chief, 
He  who  had  brought  your  ships  to  grief, 
Where  Manila's  sea  gulls  soar 
O'er  a  fleet  that  is  no  more. 
Go,  there's  vengeance  and  curse, 
Man,  your  cause  could  not  be  worse. 
Go,  your  house  and  soul  prepare 
For  there's  fury  in  the  air." 


THE  BUGLER. 

A.  G.  KNIGHT. 


The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast, 

Tra-la-la,  tra-la-la, 
The  bugler  blows  that  well-known  blast, 

Tra-la-la,  tra-la-la, 
No  matter  should  it  rain  or  snow, 
That  bugler  he  is  bound  to  blow. 

Chorus — Upi-de-i-de-i-di. 

He  saw  as  in  their  bunks  they  lay, 

Tra-la-la,  tra-la-la, 
How  soldiers  spent  the  dawning  day, 

Tra-la-la,  tra-la-la, 
"There's  too  much  comfort  there,  said  he, 
And  so  I'll  blow  the  'reveille.' " 


h 
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In  nice  log  huts  he  saw  the  light 
Of  cabin  fires,  warm  and  bright, 
The  sight  afforded  him  no  heat 
And  so  he  sounded  the  "retreat." 

Upon  the  fires  he  saw  a  pot, 

Of  sav'ry  viands  smoking  hot, 

Said  he,  "They  shan't  enjoy  that  stew," 

Then  "Boots  and  Saddles"  loudly  blew. 

They  scarce  their  half  cooked  meal  begin 
Ere  orderly  cries  out  "Fall  in," 
Then  off  they  march  thro'  mud  and  rain 
P'r*aps  only  to  march  back  again. 

But  soldiers,  you  were  made  to  fight, 
To  starve  all  day,  and  watch  all  night, 
And  should  you  chance  get  bread  and  meat, 
That  bugler  will  not  let  you  eat. 

Oh,  hasten  then  that  glorious  day, 
When  buglers  shall  no  longer  play, 
When  we  through  peace  shall  be  set  free, 
From  "Tattoo,"  "Taps"  and  "Reveille." 


THE  WRONGED  CREW  OF  THE  MAINE. 

WILLIAM  P.  KENT. 

Dust  to  dust  returneth, 
So  the  murdered  of  the  Maine 
Shall  return  to  dust  again. 

But  they  never  shall  forget 

In  that  far  off,  distant  land, 
How  the  Spaniards  wronged  them  there, 

On  the  ship  that  they  had  manned. 

We'll  have  revenge  on  them  yet,  boys! 

We'll  have  revenge  on  them  yet! 
We'll  sweep  them  off  with  a  boom,  boys! 

In  a  way  they'll  never  forget 

Think  of  starving  Cuba, 
And  the  thousands  who  have  died; 

Fighting  for  Cuba  libre, 
And  those  waiting  to  hear  the  cry. 
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War  with  Spain! 

Revenge  for  the  Maine, 

It  shall  mean  the  word  liberty  over  again. 

Fight,  boys,  light, 

Fight  against  Spain, 
Fight  for  the  right, 

And  poor  Cuba's  gain. 


PASSING  OF  THE  KEGIMENT— 1861-1898. 

THOMAS  M.  KENNEJY. 

Ominous  sounds!    The  multitude, 

With  excited  gesture  and  fiery  tongue, 

Impassioned  thought  and  speech,  unreasoned, 

Hurried  toward  a  common  center, 

And  some  went  armed;  and,  with  no 

Deep  imagine,  mingled  with  the  clang 

Of  steel  was  heard  the  duller  sound 

Of  iron  gyves,  fetters  which  had 

Clasped  ere  then  the  human  form, 

And  burned  deep  into  the  souls  of  men, 

Molded  in  the  image  of  a  common  Maker. 

Fierce  and  fiercer  grew  the  fire, 

Fanned  by  the  breath  of  prejudice 

And  hate  born  of  the  years  of 

Intemperate  words,  imagined  wrong 

And  pride  of  section,  until,  o'erleaplng 

Reason's  bounds,  naught  else  dost 

Satisfy  to  quench  its  thirst,  insatiate, 

Save  brothers'  blood. 

Auspicious  sounds!    The  multitude — 

A  giant  gathering,  Impatient  waits, 

Strong  men  are  there,  and  women  whose 

Gay  attire  bespeaks  a  festal  throng. 

Waiting,  they  speak  of  other  days, 

When,  as  it  were,  some  loved  one 

Gone  forth  from  out  their  midst, 

Was  now,  anon,  about  to  come  again, 

To  welcomed  be  with  all  which  doth 

Belong  to  pride  of  home  and  fireside. 

A  mighty  shout!     "My  Maryland"  and  "Dixie." 
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How  strange,  and  yet  how  more  than  sweet, 
From  northern  pipes  those  notes! 
And  when  the  strains  of  "Yankee  Doodle" 
Therein  do  mingle,  telling  of  how, 
Long,  long  ago,  men  of  Massachusetts 
And  of  Maryland  battled  for  freedom, 
Estranged  were,  and  now  again  united. 

What  wonder  if  tears  now  grime 
A  manly  cheek  and  voices  husky  grow? 
Through  crowded  streets  they  march, 
And  as  they  wheel  their  feet  on  roses  tread, 
No  thought  of  fetters  now,  except  it  may  be 
Bright  eyes  entangled  with  a  glance 
Some  soldier  lad,  who  straightway 
Thinks  himself  at  home  again. 
And  oh,  the  sentiment!    There  marches, 
And  with  no  lesser  welcome  they, 
Men  of  a  race  within  whose  veins 
Flows  blood  of  darkened  hue — heirs 
Erewhile  for  slavery's  curse,  but  now, 
Thank  God,  heritage  of  common  weal, 
Clad  in  a  common  garb,  armed  with 
A  common  purpose — the  righting 
Of  a  people's  wrong. 


THE    GKEENSBOKO    BOY. 

GILBY    C.    KELLY. 

Tell  how,  ere  the  dawn  had  faintly  stole 

O'er  the  Caribbean  waters  blu9, 
He  was  steaming  for  the  storm-bust  goal — 

Hobson  with  his  sacred  seven  crew — 
And  kindly  add,  "This  youth  of  renown 
Is  Dixie  born,  of  Greensboro  town." 

How  he  entered  Santiago  bay 
Under  flre  of  wakened,  wrathful  guns, 

Sunk  the  Merrimac  at  break  of  day, 
Flung  himself  among  the  wondering  Dons — 

In  passing  say,  "This  youth  of  renown 

Learned  how  to  dare  in  Greensboro  town." 
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Thrilling,  tell  how  his  disciplined  brain 
Planned  the  scheme  to  shut  Cervera  in, 

How  he  asked  that  he  might  bear  the  strain 
That  required  the  stake  of  life  to  win — 

And  post-write,  that  this  youth  of  renown 

Learned  of  the  Christ  in  Greensboro  town. 

Aye,  recite  the  story  o'er  how  he, 
Yet  a  strippllng  naval  engineer, 

Has  become  the  hero  of  the  sea, 
Made  his  name  a  star  by  which  to  steer — 

And  mention  of  this  youth  of  renown, 

"His  mother  lives  in  Greensboro  town." 

Let  his  country  speak  his  name  with  pride, 
And  her  muse  recount  his  deed  in  song; 

Let  the  sea  winds  whisper  far  and  wide 
Of  the  young  Lieutenant  wise  and  strong — 

And  further  add:  "This  youth  of  renown 

First  went  to  school  in  Greensboro  town." 

Let  the  President  commend  his  worth, 
And  the  Senate  vote  him  due  reward; 

Let  his  name  resound  through  all  the  earth, 
And  his  fame  the  nation's  honor  guard — 

And  add:   "This  Southern  youth  of  renown, 

An  American  is,  of  Greensboro  town." 


A  PRAYER  FOR  WAR. 

CHARLES  EDWARD  KLOEBER,  JR. 

God  of  me  weak,  increase  our  might, 
That  strong  may  be  the  blow  we  strike 

In  Freedom '8  name. 
Take  to  Thyself  the  brave  that  fall, 

For  brothers  slain. 

God  of  battle,  let  Thine  eye  see 
The  8 word  again  for  liberty 

That  we  unsheathed; 
Help  us  protect  the  heritage 

That  Thou  bequeathed. 
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God  of  the  right,  where  battle  reeks, 
And  death  his  crimson  harvest  reaps — 

On  sea  or  land — 
Hold  Thou  the  banner  that  leads  on 

The  deathless  band. 

God  of  sorrow,  to  thy  deep  breast, 
Take  Thou  the  woe  of  those  bereft, 

And  comfort  lend, 
For  Thou  alone  can  solace  send, 

Or  victory  give.    Amen. 


OLD   GLOEY. 

JAMES  EDWIN  KERR. 


Up  with  the  star-spangled  folds  of  Old  Glory! 

Washed  in  the  blood  of  a  southron  anew; 
Loud  over  Dixie-land  flashes  the  story, 

"Joined  heart  and  hand  are  the  grey  and  the  blue1 


Free  its  folds  glorious! 
Proud  and* victorious! 

Flag  that  the  heroes,  of  Marion  waved! 
Who  with  8ublimer  right! 
Who  made  a  grander  fight! 

Flag  that  the  scions  of  Dixie-land  saved! 

Up  with  the  star-spangled  folds  of  Old  Glory! 

Ours  by  the  blood  that  our  forefathers  shed; 
Ours  since  the  days  it  flapped  tattered  and  gory 

Over  our  own  noble  Washington's  head! 

Flag  that  their  valor  won! 
Flag  of  our  Washington! 

Flag  that  the  brawn  of  old  Dixie  set  free! 
Who  in  old  Yankee-land 
Struck  with  a  braver  hand, 

Owns  prouder  claim  to  Old  Glory  than  we! 

Up  with  the  star-spangled  folds  of  Old  Glory! 

Washed  in  the  blood  of  our  heroes  anew; 
Joined  as  of  old  when  we  battled  the  tory, 

Shoulder  to  shoulder  the  grey  and  the  blue! 
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THE  PHANTOM  SHIP. 

FREDERICK  STRANGE  KOLLE. 

They  say  there  sails  a  ship  at  night 
O'er  the  ocean's  briny  crest; 

Now  here,  now  there,  like  stealthy  ghost 
That  cannot  find  Its  rest 

A  sheeny  mist  surrounds  her  sides, 
And  'round  her  snow-white  hull 

The  naiads  of  the  watery  deep, 
Chant  strains  of  a  requiem  lull. 

Her  stately  masts  rake  high  in  air, 
Above  her  somber  deck; 

And  that,  no  mortal  pilot  guides, 
The  helm  of  this  spirit  wreck. 

And  from  her  funnels,  not  a  cloud, 

Of  smoke  is  ever  seen; 
Or,  from  her  frowning  guns,  no  sound 

Disturbs  the  spectral  scene. 

She  steals  upon  the  lookout  watch 
Of  each  unfriendly  ship, 

Like  an  ill  omen  of  the  deep, 
Across  her  bows  to  slip. 

And  that,  before  she  fades  away 
Like  a  vision  of  the  night, 

Six  hundred  flames  illume  her  hull, 
And  her  watch,  in  livid  light 

They  say  that  all  those  ghostly  lights 

Are  spirit  sailors'  eyes, 
That  watch  intent  and  silent  pray 

For  the  colors  that  she  flies. 

That  no  master  e'er  was  known  before 
To  man  such  heedless  ship; 

Without  an  eye  to  sea  or  gale, 
The  roughest  seas  to  skip. 

Thus,  on  the  wings  of  a  spirit  wind, 
Some  port  she  seeks  in  vain; 

She  makes  no  sign,  no  call  replies, 
This  phantom  ship,  the  Maine. 
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ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

EDWIN   E.   KINNEY. 

Rise,  O  Liberty,  arise, 

Make  and  keep  thy  children  free; 
Liberty,  unveil  thine  eyes, 

See  what  dangers  wait  for  thee: 
Tyranny  has  forged  thy  claim, 

And  in  darkness  ever  waits 
To  usurp  thy  throne  again; 

Lo!  his  hosts  are  at  thy  gates. 

Let  thy  watch-tower  rise  afar 

Over  continent  and  sea, 
Till  each  bright  eternal  star 

Will  a  vigil  keep  with  thee; 
Till  the  beauty  of  thy  form 

And  the  radiance  of  thy  face 
Will  be  seen  through  every  storm, 

Calm  in  thine  exalted  place. 

Hold  thy  sacred  torch  on  high 

To  illumine  all  the  world, 
And  to  every  heart  and  eye 

May  thy  banner  be  unfurled — 
Till  the  lust  of  power  and  gold 

Will  no  more  oppression  bring, 
When  the  bonds  of  love  will  hold 

And  the  world  with  freedom  ring. 


FIGHTING   FOR  CUBA. 

ADDIE  L.   KELLEY. 

Bring  the  good  old  bugle,  boys,  we'll  sing  another  song, 
We'll  sing  about  the  awful  fate  of  Cuba's  starving  throng — 
Sing  it  while  we  make  a  vow  that  we  will  right  the  wrong 
While  we  are  fighting  ior  Cuba. 

Chorus: 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  We'll  bring  the  Jubilee! 
Hurrah!  Hurrah!  For  Cuba  must  be  free! 

We'll  not  forget  the  brave  ship  Maine,  the  Spanirds  wrecked  at  sea, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 
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Yankee  boys  would  never  fear,  to  fight  for  human  lives, 
To  save  a  sister  country  they  will  leave  sweethearts  and  wives; 
And  fight  beneath  the  Stars  and  Stripes  until  the  day  arrives, 
That  shall  bring  true  freedom  for  Cuba. 

They'll  banish  thoughts  of  home  and  friends  they  may  not  see  again. 
And  boldly  face  the  treacherous  curs  who  boast  the  might  of  Spain, 
Tet  'neath  the  guise  of  friendship  killed  our  brave  boys  of  the  Maine 
While  we  were  feeding  poor  Cuba. 

The  Spanish  boats  they  brag  about  we'll  capture  sure  enough, 
The  Dons,  though  such  a  haughty  set,  are  only  playing  bluff; 
They  back  before  the  Yankee  guns,  but  think  it's  pretty  tough 
To  lose  in  the  battle  fair  Cuba. 

The  Nashville  and  the  bold  New  York  will  tow  the  prizes  in, 
Amid  the  roar  of  cannon  and  battle's  loudest  din, 
Detroit  and  several  others,  too,  will  get  their  share  of  tin, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

God  bless  the  gallant  boys  who  stand  for  liberty  and  right, 
They'll  wear,  some  day,  a  starry  crown  among  the  angels  bright, 
For  He  who  marks  the  sparrow's  fall  ordains  the  saving  fight 
And  leads  while  we're  fighting  for  Cuba. 


THE  MAIDEN'S  FAREWELL. 

EDWIN  E.  KINNEY. 

My  soldier  boy,  I  weep  and  sigh; 

How  can  I  see  you  go! 
But  still  you  must  stand  bravely  by 

The  dear  old  flag,  I  know. 
You  would  not  be  so  dear  to  me 

But  for  your  patriot  heart — 
O  my  dear  country,  'tis  for  thee 

I  let  my  love  depart! 
■My  heart's  with  you,  my  soldier  boy, 

Whatever  sky's  above, 
To  bless  you,  caress  you, 

And  comfort  you,  my  love. 
Good-bye,  my  soldier-boy,  good-bye! 

When  you  are  in  the  battle-field, 
Beneath  the  burning  sun, 
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I  know,  my  hero,  you'll  not  yield 

Until  the  day  is  won. 
When  e'er  I  say  my  evening  prayer, 

For  you,  my  love,  'twill  be, 
That  God  will  have  you  in  his  care 

And  bring  you  back  to  me. 
My  heart's  with  you,  my  soldier  boy, 

Whatever  sky's  above, 
To  bless  you,  caress  you, 

And  comfort  you,  my  love. 
Good-bye,  my  soldier-boy,  good-bye! 


THE  CAPTAIN'S  BOY. 

S.    E.   KISER. 

pa  came  home  yesterday  and  said  to  mamma  he 

list  got  word  to  start  away  and  help  set  Cuba  free. 

imma  looked  at  him  awhile  and  went  up  to  his  side, 

ook  his  hands  and  tried  to  smile,  but  couldn't — so  she  cried. 

ipa's  captain  of  the  Blues — they're  soldier  boys,  you  know, 
o  we've  been  expecting  news  that  he  would  have  to  go, 
very  night  my  mamma  tried  to  show  she  didn't  care; 
irough  the  day  she  cried  and  cried,  when  papa  wasn't  there. 

d  when  papa  saw  how  bad  she  felt  he  kissed  her  then, 
>ld  her  not  to  be  so  sad,  for  he'd  come  back  again, 
hen  we  all  sat  there  awhile,  and  papa  looked  at  me — 
there  was  some  other  style  of  setting  people  free. 

Qust  you  go  away  to  fight?"  my  mamma  said  at  last; 

t  believe  that  war  is  right — the  day  for  that  is  past! 

nust  they  call  on  you,  for  oh,  what  wrong  have  you  to  battle  for? 

lon't  they  just  have  people  go  who  got  the  country  into  war?" 

n't  anything  to  say  about  the  wrong  or  right," 
pa  said;  "I  go  away,  when  they  tell  me  to  and  fight; 
it  supposed  to  think  or  know — all  I  have  got  to  do 
e  my  arms  at  once  and  go  when  others  tell  me  to." 

imma  covered  up  her  face  and  had  to  cry  again, 
verything  about  the  place  seemed  kind  of  solemn,  then, 
D  we  all  sat  there  awhile,  and  papa  looked  at  me, 
wished  there  was  some  other  style  of  setting  people  free. 
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OUR   SOLDIER   BOYS. 

MRS.  J.  KARNES. 

Forward,  march,  on,  on  they  go, 
In  hopes  to  meet  the  insulting  foe, 
Who  hurled  their  comrades  into  the  deep. 
And  left  sad  hearts  to  mourn  and  weep. 

Our  boys  in  blue,  our  boys  so  true, 
Responded  to  their  country's  call; 
From  east  and  west,  from  south  and  north, 
With  a  firm  step  they  all  went  forth. 

Brave  boys,  no  thought  of  fear, 
Although  they've  caused  many  a  tear 
From  sweethearts,  mothers,  wives  and  all, 
For  fear  their  dear,  beloved  would  fall. 

But  our  country  needs  their  aid 

To  set  poor  Cuba  free, 

And  place  her  under  the  Stars  and  Strip38, 

Of  our  glorious  land  of  Liberty. 

Our  constant  prayers  both  night  and  day 
Will  be  for  those  that  have  gone  away, 
To  face  the  foe  and  do  their  best, 
In  God  we'll  trust  to  do  the  rest 


A   WAR   SONG. 

ANNETTA  KUHN. 

The  Maine,  the  Maine, 
Remember  the  Maine, 
And  we'll  whip  old  Spain. 

Ship  ahoy!   If  she's  from  Cadiz, 
Fire  straight,  boys,  and  don't  you  miss; 
Heave  your  anchors,  loose  your  chain, 
Train  your  guns  on  the  ships  of  Spain. 

The  Maine,  the  Maine, 
Remember  the  Maine, 
And  we'll  whip  old  Spain. 
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Two  slily-  six  of  her  men  and  crew- 
Pay  her  back,  boys,  and  with  Interest,  too; 
Pay  her  with  cannon,  shot  and  alien. 
Vengeance,  boya,  for  each  man  that  fell! 

The  Maine,  the  Maine, 
Remember  the  Maine, 
And  we'll  whip  old  Spain. 


THE  OLD  SOLDIER'S  DREAM. 


CARRIE  CHft 


.•  KVNKELT. 


Bronzed  the  soldier's  cheeks,  and  furrowed  with  years, 

Ploughed  deep  by  long  marches,  and  seared  with  hot  tears; 

A  veteran  of  days  when  for  freedom  he  fought. 

One  who  yielded  his  share  to  the  glory  he  bought. 

Iron  gray  was  his  hair,  deep  sunken  his  eye, 

His  tall  form  was  bowed  by  years  passing  by. 

Sadly  be  mused  o'er  thoughts  of  the  past. 

Till  he  was  aroused  by  a  shrill  bugle  blast. 

Again  he  saw  pass.  In  swift,  bright  review, 

His  old  comrades  brave,  whom  In  past  days  he  knew. 

Sherman!  Atlanta!  the  long  march  to  the  sea, 

To  fsir  Savannah!  the  Sonth'3  ocean  key. 

Fair  Atlanta  behind;  left  in  ru!ns  and  smoke. 

On  through  sweet  Georgia,  wrecked  by  war's  fell  stroke; 

Some  went  by  the  river,  the  dpep  Oemulgee, 

Some  went  by  its  twin,  the  wide  Oconee. 

Some  marked  the  long  way  by  their  lonely  grave, 
As  they  gave  their  Uvea  their  country  to  aave: 
Far  from  home  they  lie,  In  sweet,  dreamless  sleep, 
While  the  shining  stars  o'er  them  vigil  keep. 
That  was  an  army  for  the  world  to  see! 
The  old  soldier  laughed  in  his  happiest  glee; 
He  thought  of  those  ranks,  sixty  thousand  strong, 
"Marching  Thro'  Georgia,"  to  the  dear  old  song. 

The  old  veteran's  heart  swelled  with  Joy  and  pride, 
He  felt  the  old  swing,  the  Arm  martial  stride, 
In  his  sturdy  limba,  as  be  marched  away; 
Now  he  was  marching  with  old  comrades  gay. 
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He  saw  "Old  Tecumseh,"  with  his  stern  face  grim. 
And  he  stood  erect  as  lie  looked  at  him; 
And  a  throb  of  pain  beat  thro'  his  old  heart, 
He  thought  how  the  "boys"  each  one  did  his  part 

The  sounds  of  battle  he  cannot  forget; 
The  bloody  carnage,  the  fields  crimson  wet, 
The  swish  of  bullet,  the  sharp  stinging  pain, 
The  damp,  cold  gully,  the  hours  there  lain. 

The  old  ambulance,  as  to  rear  they  went; 
Then  comfort,  and  rest,  'neath  hospital  tent. 
Boom!  Boom  the  cannons!    Ah,  where  are  the  foes? 
His  blood  runs  madly!    Then  on  the  air  rose, 

"Marching  Thro*  Georgia,"  those  jubilant  strains; 
Gone  are  the  army,  the  hardships,  the  pains — 
A  dream  of  the  past!    Brush  the  tears  away. 
The  soldier  awakes!    Tis  Memorial  day. 


THE  STARS  AND  STRIPES. 

ROBERT  KIDSON. 

The  flag  which  never  yet  unfurled  in  an  unrighteous  cause, 
Is  flying  in  the  breeze  today,  with  the  wide  world's  applause; 
A  million  thinking  men  in  every  land  and  clime, 
Think  as  they  never  thought  before,  in  all  the  years  of  Time; 
For  war  is  waged  by  men  of  peace  to  stay  the  oppressor's  hand. 
And  waged  for  love  of  man  alone,  and  for  a  foreign  land. 

For  five  and  forty  stars  shine  out  upon  our  glorious  flag. 
And  hosts  of  free  men  follow  it,  and  few  would  shirk  or  lag; 
A  banner  with  a  single  star  calls  for  our  willing  aid. 
And  men  march  forth  with  blessings,  from  wife,  mother  and  from  ma! 
For  the  oppressed  of  Cuba  call  us,  and  we  go  to  succor  them. 
And  another  star  shines  o'er  us,  'tis  the  star  of  Bethlehem! 

Oh!  monarchs  of  the  olden  style,  you  well  may  start  and  stare. 
For  Liberty  is  on  the  march,  and  Freedom  fills  the  air; 
The  Son  of  Man  goes  forth  to  fight,  the  battle  is  the  Lord's!, 
A  brotherhood  of  man  exists,  you  well  restrain  your  swords! 
A  nation  speaking  English,  with  their  brothers  o'er  the  sea. 
Have  said  that  cruelty  shall  cease!    Amen!    So  let  it  be! 
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TO  OUR  VOLUNTEERS. 

ARTHUR  S.  KIMBALL. 

There's  the  sounding  of  the  bugle  and  the  mustering  to  arms; 
There'a  the  waving  of  the  banners  and  the  shouting  and  the  choera; 
And  the  hurried  feet  of  thousands  beckoned  by  the  war's  alarms; 
Oh,  be  gallant.    Oh,  be  brave, 
Fearing  neither  land  nor  wave, 
Know  ye  well  that  millions  laud  you  and  attend  you  on  your  way. 
Countless  eyes  of  countless  people  gaze  upon  you  through  their  team 

Oh!  be  fearless.    Oh,  be  true. 

Mighty  works  4s  yours  to  do, 
And  your  deeds  In  ringing  echoes  will  go  sounding  through  the  rears. 

There'll  be  marching  'neath  fierce  sun's  rays,  or  midst  wind  and  rain  and 

sleet; 
There'll  be  sleeping  In  the  night  damp  by  the  bivouac's  fltfnl  flame; 
There'll  be  thirst,  perchance,  and  hunger,  throbbing  brow  and  weary  feet; 
But  be  strong,  whate'er  ye  meet. 
Never  breathe  the  word  "Retreat," 
Bear  in  mind  tile  cause  that  leads  you,  think  what  mission  draws  you  on, 
Cuba's  suffering  thousands  bid  you  lift  their  weight  of  woe  and  cares. 
O'er  your  heads  our  emblems  float, 
In  your  ears  the  bugle's  note, 
And  amid  the  din  and  tumult  rise  a  mighty  nation's  prayers. 


THE    VENDETTA. 

JAMES   E.    KINS  ELLA. 

"Oh,  mella,  murther,  RaOerty!"   bawled  Clancey  on  Monroe; 

"We'll  all  be  murdered  In  our  beds  and  slaughtered  by  the  too. 

Whist  to  the  big  explosion  that  scatters  all  the  boys! 

Are  they  blowing  up  the  barracks  with  their  dynamite  toys? 

Are  the  Spaniards  hurling  bombshells  from  airships  in  the  skies? 

Are  they  touching  oft  torpedoes  like  guerillas  in  disguise? 

Are  the  powder  keys  exploding  and  smashing  all  in  sight? 

Is  the  Tlpperary  teamster  blue  mowlded  for  a  fight? 

Is  the  John  A.  Dli  capsizing  on  the  old  Chicago  stream? 

Is  the  .whaleback's  frowning  cannon  belching  out  a  grisly  gleam? 

Is  some  submarine  octopus, crawling  o'er  the  creepy  pier? 

Is  the  Spanish  frigate  looming  thro'  wan  murky  atmosphere? 

la  the  long,  low,  rakish  private  cruising  round  the  shelving  storey 
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Do  they  hoist  the  skull  and  cross  bone3  'ere  they  wallow  in  our  gore? 

They  are  chasing  all  the  Spaniards  out  of  Tilden  avenue; 

I'd  hate  to  be  in  Weyler's  boots  when  his  accounts  fall  due; 

I'd  hate  to  be  the  butcher  when  they  make  him  toe  the  mark; 

When  they  chuck  him  in  the  harbor  as  a  free  lunch  to  the  shark. 

Our  slaughtered  sailors  of  the  Maine  are  shifting  with  the  tide; 

Their  bones  are  bleaching  on  the  sand,  and  quenched  their  haughty  pride. 

'Avenge  us/  wail  the  spectors,  and  let  us  take  our  rest; 

Oh,  sweep  the  Spanish  butchers  from  the  garden  of  the  west!' 

I'd  hate  to  be  in  Weyler's  clothes  on  God's  last  judgment  day; 

He'll  blister  in  the  pools  of  hell  and  shrivel  to  decay." 


WHILE  CUBA  FIGHTS  FOR  LIBERTY. 

BYRON   \V.    KING. 

While  Cuba  fights  for  liberty, 

Shall  we  fold  idle  hands  and  wait? 

Or  else,  God  help  us,  calmly  prate 

Of  great  deeds  that  our  sires  have  done. 

And  take  the  name  of  Washington 

Upon  our  lips  unworthily, 

While  Cuba  fights  for  liberty? 

While  Cuba  fights  for  liberty, 
Shall  we  stand  here  at  freedom's  gate 
And  look  and  wonder  and  debate. 
While  every  wave  of  ocean's  flood 
Is  crimson-dyed  with  heroes'  blood, 
And  every  wind  of  God's  deep  sky, 
Brings  wail  on  wail  of  pgony 
From  that  fair  island  of  the  sea, 
Where  Cuba  bleeds  for  liberty? 

While  Cuba  bleeds  and  writhes  in  pain 
Beneath  the  cruel  yoke  of  Spain, 
And  counts  her  thousands  slain 
In  prison  pen  and  battle  plain, 
This  vampire  of  the  nations  stands 
With  dripping  jaws  and  cruel  hands 
And  crushes  out  the  purple  blood 
Of  infancy  and  womanhood — 
And  revels  in  the  anguished  moans 
Of  ravished  daughters  and  the  groans 
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Of  hoary  age.    Her  work  is  wrought 
Like  some  great  hellish  juggernaut. 
And  shall  we  wait  without  a  plea 
While  Cuba  dies  for  liberty? 

If  Cuba  dies,  do  not  forget, 
The  God  who  raised  us  liveth  yet, 
And  He  controleth  throne  and  crown; 
He  can  lift  up  and  can  cast  down. 
If  we  prove  recreant  to  our  trust 
Our  lips  shall  be  laid  in  the  dust 
And  He  can  send,  if  it  need  be, 
And  another  Christ  to  Calvary 
To  make  a  martyred  people  free. 

O,  Spain!  thou  whited  sepulcher! 
Earth's  butcher  and  black  ravisher! 
Thou  thing  of  rottenness  and  death, 
That  liest  dying,  with  foul  breath, 
Yet  breeds  and  breathes  a  pestilence 
That  sickens  heart  and  soul  and  sense — 
Would  that  the  breath  of  God  might  stir 
The  hearts  of  heroes  of  the  land 
Where  Washington  once  held  command; 
Where  Grant  led  men  to  victory, 
Where  Lincoln  made  the  millions  free, 
Where  men  who  followed  mighty  Lee 
And  Stonewall  Jackson — men  whose  blood 
Now  burns  with  patriot  brotherhood — 
That  these  might  rise  and  say  to  thee, 
"In  God's  name,  Cuba  shall  be  free! 
We  fight  for  her  and  liberty!" 


DOLOROSO. 

ALDINE   S.    KIEFFER. 

Where,  where  will  be  the  flag  of  Spain 
A  hundred  years  to  come? 

Its  rotten  rags  beside  the  Maine, 
Shall  drag  Havana's  scum — 

No  more,  no  more  to  flaunt  again 

Against  the  sky,  the  peak,  or  plain. 
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Where,  where  will  be  the  throne  of  Spain 

A  hundred  years  to  come? 
Naught  save  its  memory  shall  remain 

To  strike  with  terrors  dumb — 
A  record  of  the  powers  of  Hell 
Which  none  may  read  or  ever  tell. 

Where,  where  will  be  Cervera's  fleet 

A  hundred  years  to  come? 
It  ne'er  shall  find  a  haven  sweet 

Till  Time's  old  lips  grow  dumb:— 
The  swash  of  seas,  the  glint  of  skies, 
Shall  moan,  or  smile,  "Here  old  Spain  lies." 

Where,  where  will  Spanish  honor  be 

A  hundred  years  to  come? 
On  hell's  red  ledger  devils  see 

And  read  the  records,  looking  glum; 
The  vultures  in  their  black  beaks  hold 
In  shame,  some  scrolls  of  Spain  of  old. 


IF   PA   WAS   RUXNIN'   THINGS. 

S.    E.    KISER. 

I  wisht  my  pa  was  runnin'  things  down  there  in  Washing-tun; 
I  bet  you  then  the  fur  would  fly  and  that  we'd  have  some  fun! 
Why,  he'd  of  had  the  Spaniards  licked  at  least  a  month  ago, 
Because  they's  nothing  he  can't  do,  and  nothin'  he  don't  know— 
And  if  you  don't  believe  me,  you  jist  come  around,  some  day, 
And  hear  him  talk  a  little  while,  that's  all  I  got  to  say! 

Pa  says  that  Dewey,  he's  the  boy!— Just  suits  him  to  a  T! 
"Old  George,"  says  pa  to  me  and  ma,  "is  the  admiral  for  me! 
If  I'd  been  there  instead  of  him,  that  day  he  had  his  fight, 
I'd  sailed  in  jist  the  way  he  did  and  licked  'em  out  of  sight! 
I  wisht  we  had  him  over  here  to  put  in  Sampson's  place — 
There'd  be  some  fightin'  then,  Instead  of  jist  a  sallin'  race! 

"I  can't  see  fer  the  life  of  me,"  says  pa  to  me  and  ma, 
,rWhy  Miles  don't  go  ahead  and  swat  old  Blanco  on  the  Jaw! 
If  I'd  been  in  Miles's  place,  do  you  know  what  I'd  have  done? 
Why,  I'd  of  gone  a  month  ago,  and  had  'em  on  the  run! 
By  George!  it's  lucky  for  the  Dons  that  I  ain't  President, 
Or  Spain  'u'd  be  a  total  wreck  today,  I'll  bet  a  cent! 
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"Them  boards  of  strategy's  all  right  fer  runnin'  county  fairs, 
Or  layin'  plans  for  puttin'  up  preserves  or  cannin'  pears, 
But  oh,"  says  pa  to  me  and  ma,  "them  fools  in  Washing-tun 
Don't  know  no  more  about  a  war,  or  how  it  should  be  run, 
Than  you  do  or  the  man  that's  s'posed  to  be  up  in  the  moon! — 
If  I  was  President  I'd  end  this  foolin'  mighty  soon! 


««T» 


I'll  bet,"  says  pa  to  me  and  ma,  "if  I'd  of  had  the  fleet 
That  Sampson's  got  the  Dons  would  not  have  found  no  safe  retreat? 
I'd  batter  down  Havana  and  I'd  sail  across  the  sea, 
And  begin  bombard  in'  Madrid,  by  the  jumpin'  jimmanee! 
I  wouldn't  wait  a  minute  nor  go  foolin'  on  the  way, 
But  I'd  sail  right  in  as  Dewey  sailed,  up  through  Manila  bay!" 

I  wisht  my  pa  was  runnin'  things  down  there  in  Washing-tun; 
I  bet  you  then  the  fur  would  fly  and  that  we'd  have  some  fun! 
They  wouldn't  be  an  hour  nor  a  minute,  day  or  night, 
But  what  the  bulletins  would  say  we'd  won  another  fight, 
And  if  you  don't  believe  it  J  1st  you  come  around  some  day, 
And  hear  him  talk  a  little  while — that's  all  I  got  to  say! 


DEWEY'S  VICTORY  AT  MANILA 

INA   LIBBY. 

Yankee  Dewey  went  to  sea, 

Sailing  in  a  cruiser, 
He  took  along  for  company, 

Men  and  guns  a  few,  Sir. 

Yankee  Dewey,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Dewey,  you're  a  dandy. 
With  men  and  guns  and  cruisers,  too, 

You're  certainly  quite  handy. 

He  sailed  away  to  the  Philippines, 
With  orders  for  to  snatch  them, 

And  thrash  the  Spaniards  right  and  left* 
Whenever  he  could  catch  them. 

And  Yankee  Dewey  did  it,  too, 

He  did  it  so  complete,  Sir, 
That  not  a  blooming  ship  is  left 

Of  all  the  Spanish  fleet,  Sir. 
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O,  Yankee  Dewey,  you're  a  peach! 

A  noble,  gallant,  tar,  Sir, 
"You're  out  of  sight!"  You're  out  of  reach! 

We  hail  you  from  afar,  Sir! 

'We  greet  you  with  three  rousing  cheers, 
For  you  and  your  brave  crews,  Sir, 

For  the  deeds  you've  done  and  the  victory  won. 
For  Yankee  Doodle  Doo,  Sir. 

Yankee  Dewey,  keep  it  up, 

You  certainly  are  handy 
With  men  and  guns  and  cruisers,  too, 

Oh,  Dewey,  you're  a  dandy! 


HAIL,  CUBAN  PATRIOTS,   HAIL! 

ARTHUR   LOVE. 

What  means  this  &ad  appeal, 

That  comes  from  o'er  the  sea? 
What  means  this  cry  of  death, 

This  prayer  for  Liberty? 
It  means  a  Nation's  birth, 

And  Cuba — 'free  from  Spain  — 
Will  help  Columbia's  Sons 

Avenge  our  gallant  Maine. 

Hall,  Cuban  Patriots  Hail! 

In  Freedom's  worthy  cause, 
Compelling  savage  Spain 

To  bow  to  Freedom's  laws. 
The  mighty  hosts  of  right 

Will  rally  to  your  call; 
Your  flag  will  surely  rise, 

While  Spain's  curs'd  flag  must  fall. 

Hail,  Cuban  Patriots  Hail! 

You've  won  the  world's  encore! 
Hail,  Cuban  Patriots  Hail! 

Columbian's  hearts  are  sore 
Of  waiting,  waiting — to  release 

Your  bonds  to  set  you  free — 
To  recognize  the  fight  you've  won, 

For  homes  and  Liberty. 


Spanish- American   War   Songs.  &57 

OLD   GLORY. 

ROBERT   H.    LYON. 

All  hail  to  our  flag  as  it  streams  in  Its  glory, 
Its  stars  in  the  blue,  and  its  stripes  in  the  light, 

Its  broad  rolling  folds  tell  to  all  the  proud  story 
Of  tyranny's  downfall  and  liberty's  might 

Fair  States  of  the  free  are  the  gems  of  its  setting, 
In  unison  blended,  whose  life  current  flows — 

One  heart  and  one  nation,  and  never  forgetting, 
By  bidding  eternal  defiance  to  foes. 

It  silently  floats,  yet  in  majesty  flaming 
The  ensign  of  hope  to  the  down-trodden  world; 

From  dungeons  and  darkness  its  brightness  reclaiming, 
For,  lo!  'tis  the  sunshine  of  freedom  unfurled. 

Its  white  is  the  emblem  of  purity  given, 
Blest  token  divine  from  the  hand  of  the  L*rd; 

Its  red  is  the  blood,  and  Ls  blue  is  the  heaven, 
Proclaiming  to  man  His  beneficent  word. 

Then  here's  to  Old  Glory;  undimmed  by  its  splendor, 

Triumphantly  waving  o'er  land  and  o'er  sea; 
The  standard  of  free  men  which  knows  no  surrender, 

Till  all  the  wide  earth  is  the  home  of  the  free. 


AWAKE!    UNITED  STATES! 

MARIE   ELIZABETH   LAMB, 

Eagle,  soar  on  high, 
And  sound  the  battle  cry. 

How  proudly  sailed  the  warship  Maine, 
A  nation's  pride,  without  a  stain! 
A  wreck  she  lies,  her  sailors  slain 
By  treach'rous  butchers,  paid  by  Spain. 

Eagle,  soar  on  high, 

And  sound  the  battle  cry! 

Wave  the  starry  flag! 

In  mire  it  shall  not  drag! 

Why  does  the  breeze  such  sad  thoughts  bring 
Like  murmuring  seas  the  echoes  sing? 
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Why  do  the  clouds  thus  backward  roll, 
Like  wave  on  wave,  on  rock  and  shoal? 

Warnings  fill  the  air; 

Phantoms  everywhere; 

Men  to  duty  gave 

Their  souls,  their  flag  to  save! 

Awake!    Thy  Stars  and  Stripes  unfurl, 
And  shot  and  shell  and  vengeance  hurl! 
Though  clouds  -may  gather,  they  will  go, 
And  sunlight  follow  after  woe. 

Awake!    It  is  no  dream: 

Dost  hear  the  sailors'  scream? 

Comrades,  will  you  go? 

Avenge  the  cruel  blow! 

On  mem'ry's  breeze  each  of  the  brave 
Sends  greeting  from  his  watery  grave, 
They  beckon,  call  and  cry  to  thee: 
Avenge  our  lives!  Set  Cuba  free! 
In  water  dark  and  deep 
The  wreck  lies  still  asleep. 
Oh,  let  the  cannons  roar 
In  vengeance  at  their  door! 

Not  many  suns  shall  rise  and  set 
Before  in  battle  we  have  met, 
And  made  the  Spanish  butchers  reel, 
And  downed  the  banners  of  Castile! 
Stay  their  cruel  hand, 
In  justice  to  our  land; 
Change  their  cruel  art, 
And  crush  their  marble  heart! 


«  SOME  ONE'S  BOY  IS  WITH  THE  SLAIN." 

GEORGE  E.   LAYTON. 

In  this  nation's  war  with  nation, 
Some  one's  heart  is  filled  with  pain. 

May  be  sweetheart,  sister,  mother, 
Some  one's  boy  is  with  the  slain. 

How  her  heart  now  yearns  to  meet  him, 
He  will  ne'er  come  back  again, 
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In  this  world  no  more  she'll  greet  him, 
For  her  boy  is  with  the  slain. 

How,  with  love  and  hope  they  parted, 

Trusting  soon  to  meet  again, 
Now  she's  weeping  broken  hearted, 

For  her  boy  is  with  the  slain. 
While  we  boast  our  nation's  glory, 

As  the  victory  we  gain, 
Some  one's  heart  aches  with  its  story, 

Some  one's  boy  is  with  the  slain. 


A  WAR  POEM. 

COL.  JOHN  I.  LBROY. 


My  country  has  called  me  and  I  must  obey, 
Don  my  regimentals  and  haste  to  the  fray; 
If  I  fall  in  the  battle,  oh  weep  not  for  me, 
For  I  live  in  the  land  of  the  brave  and  the  free. 

I  sleep  on  my  arms,  all  the  long  night; 

As  morning  breaks  o'er  me,  I  rush  to  the  fight 

If  I  fall  in  the  battle,  oh  weep  not  for  me, 

For  I  live  in  the  land  of  the  brave  and  the  free. 

They  fight  like  young  devils  just  loosed  from  below, 
Counter  each  movement  and  give  back  every  blow; 
If  I  fall  in  the  battle,  oh  weep  not  for  me, 
For  I  live  in  the  land  of  the  brave  and  the  free. 

The  battle  grows  hotter  all  over  the  plain 

As  we  thrust  back  with  vigor  the  proud  army  of  Sjpain. 

If  I  fall  in  the  battle,  oh  weep  not  for  me, 

For  I  live  in  the  land  of  the  brave  and  the  free. 

The  battle  is  over,  the  victory  is  won, 

We  have  crushed  their  proud  army  and  humbled  the  Don. 

If  I  fall  in  the  battle,  oh  weep  not  for  me, 

For  I  live  in  the  land  of  the  brave  and  the  free. 

My  sweetheart  is  dreaming  of  my  safe  return 
All  covered  with  glory;  no  sweet  girl  can  spurn. 
If  I  fall  in  the  battle,  oh  kiss  her  for  me; 
I  died  for  the  land  of  the  brave  and  the  free. 
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TRUEST  OF  THE  TRUE. 

RUTH  LAWRENCE. 

To  the  page  of  history 

Proud  we  turn  today. 
Heroes  to  the  memory, 

Throng  in  brave  array. 
Stern  and  sad  or  gallant  gay, 

Clad  in  buff  or  blue, 
As  they  fought  and  fell,  alway 

Truest  of  the  true. 

In  the  cause  of  liberty 

Weary  was  the  way. 
Rich  or  pinched  by  poverty 

One  and  ail  came  they. 
To  their  country's  wrong  allay 

Fearless  swords  they  drew, 
Gave  both  love  and  life  away, 

Truest  of  the  true. 

When  will  prose  or  poesy 

Half  their  worth  portray? 
Faithful  to  eternity? 

Proof  'gainst  sorrow's  sway. 
Trials,  tears  and  dark  dismay 

Ne'er  such  hearts  subdue. 
Link  the  myrtle  with  the  bay, 

Truest  of  the  true. 

While  for  the  prosperity 

Of  our  land  we  pray 
Let  the  tear  of  sympathy 

Tender  hearts  betray. 
Freedom's  burning  stars  display! 

Thrill  the  ages  through 
With  a  never  ending  lay, 

Truest  of  the  true. 

Envoy. 

Friends,  though  oft  the  footsteps  stray. 

Be,  whate'er  you  do, 
Worthy  of  their  names,  for  aye 
Truest  of  the  true! 
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SPANISH   PERFIDY. 

L.   W.  LEWIS. 

Proud  Dons,  beware!   the  horrors  you  have  wrought 
Have  turn'd  around  the  vengeance  that  you  sought 
On  innocence.    Thy  boomerang  was  hurl'd 
'Gainst  those  who'd  lriendly  be,  and  now  the  world 
Indifference  gazes  on  thy  own  sad  plight- 
Ay,  sad  and  dark  as  was  that  mournful  night 
When  in  Havana  harbor  our  ship  Maine 
Was  sunk  through  treachery— perfidious  Spain! 
And  hundreds  of  Columbia's  seamen  brave 
Mangled  and  torn,  found  there  a  watery  grave. 


BRAVE   HOBSON   AND    HIS    TARS. 

JACOB  L.  LONG. 

• 

Three  cheers  for  gallant  Hobson 

And  his  undaunted  tars, 
Who  boldly  steered  the  Merrimac 

With  flying  Stripes  and  Stars, 
Through  Santiago's  channel 

Where  rose  the  battle's  din, 
Then  sank  her  in  the  harbor 

And  hemmed  Spain's  warships  in! 

O!  deed  sublime,  heroic, 

Of  all  the  tales  of  old 
None  vie  with  this  In  glory, 

None  worthier  has  been  told. 
For  few  and  undefended, 

With  treacherous  foes  to  cope, 
Of  death  alone  expectant, 

They  led  the  forlorn  hope! 

Then  'gainst  our  valiant  Navy 

Let  naught  henceforth  be  said, 
But  point  with  pride  to  Hobson 

And  those  he  bravely  led. 
Invincible  our  people 

While  we  have  hearts  like  these 
To  strike  a  blow  for  freedom 

At  home  or  on  the  seas! 
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HIS  LIFE'S  THE  PRICE  OF  NEWS. 

ARTHUR  LESLIES. 

When  you  read  the  news  of  victory, 

Of  battles  fought  and  won, 
How  the  army  of  invasion 

Made  the  hated  Spanish  run; 
Did  you  ever  pause  a  moment, 

While  the  Dons  receive  their  dues, 
And  sort  of  take  a  tumble 

To  the  boys  who  write  the  news? 

Perhaps  you  think  It  easy 

Amid  Ue  cannon's  roar 
To  rattle  off  good  copy 

While  your  paper  cries  for  more. 
Let  me  tell  you,  gentle  reader, 

War  reporting  is  no  joke, 
For  your  soul  may  quickly  mingle 

With  the  raging  battle's  smoke. 

While  pen  is  flying  swiftly 

Tide  of  conflict  to  record, 
Some  swirling  Spanish  bullet 

May  pass  you  o'er  death's  ford. 
Oh,  it's  well  enough  to  laugh 

At  "written  on  the  spot/' 
But  while  your  mirth  holds  carnival 

That  very  man  is  shot 

In  the  rear  you'll  never  find  him, 

Where  clash  of  arms  sounds  faint, 
He'll  not  let  lips  of  others 

His  own  word  pictures  paint. 
He's  in  the  thick  of  battle, 

He's  where  the  strife  runs  red, 
He's  grinding  out  his  story 

In  that  flying  sleet  of  lead. 

He  loves  to  write  of  others 
In  whose  valor  he  delights; 

He  oft-times  makes  them  famous 
'Twixt  darkness  and  daylight 

He  longs  to  spread  in  detail 
On  the  flaming  scroll  of  fame 
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The  way  that  they  won  glory, 
But  he  never  tells  his  name. 

He  dies  to  serve  his  paper, 
His  life's  the  price  of  news, 

There's  none  to  sing  his  praises, 
And  few  can  fill  his  shoes. 


CUBA, 

CATHERINE   M.   LEONARD. 

Give  to  them  the  sweetness  of  freedom; 

Bid  them  forever  be  free; 
And  the  honor  is  thine,  fair  Columbia, 

Through  ages  and  ages  to  be. 

Break  every  fetter  that  binds  them, 
While  Hope's  star  leads  gallantly  on, 

Till  they  leave  all  their  sorrows  behind  them, 
And  their  long  night  there  kisses  the  dawn. 


THE  TEXAS. 

ETTIE   M.    LEWIS. 

There  is  one  of  the  flying  squadron 
That  once  seemed  the  sport  of  fate; 

'Tie  our  battleship,  the  Texas, 
Named  for  the  Lone  Star  State. 

She  has  bravely  faced  misfortune, 
Been  pursued  by  relentless  fate; 

But  she'll  prove  a  worthy  namesake 
Of  the  peerless  Lone  Star  State. 

She  will  lead  the  vanguard 

When  our  ships  meet  those  of  Spain, 
And  pay  her  share  of  the  debt  we  owe 

For  the  loss  of  our  gallant  Maine. 

From  the  harbor  of  Santiago 
Two  torpedo  boats  of  Spain 

Stole  out  to  do  their  deadly  work 
On  the  sister  ship  of  the  Maine. 
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But  her  faithful  crew  were  watching, 

And  her  cannon  loudly  spoke, 
And  the  Spaniards  fled  to  the  harbor 

'Mid  a  storm  of  shell  and  smoke. 

God  bless  our  ship,  the  Texas, 
And  shield  her  from  the  fate 

Of  her  ill-fated  sister  ship, 
Namesake  of  the  "Pine  Tree  State." 

May  angels  guard  her  captain, 

And  all  of  his  gallant  men. 
And  when  the  war  is  ended 

Bring  them  safely  home  again. 

Then  our  stately  ship,  the  Texas, 

No  longer  the  sport  of  fate, 
Will  be  hailed  as  the  peerless  namesake 

Of  our  glorious  Lone  Star  State. 


IN  MANILA  HAKBOR 

HENRY  CLAY  LUKENS. 

Hark  to  the  gladsome  noise, 
Fill  high  your  glasses,  boys, 
Join  in  our  Nation's  joys; 

Drink  deep  to  Dewey! 
He,  the  bold  sailor  true, 
Who  fought  for  me  and  you; 
Give  him  the  glory  due — 

How  to  win  knew  he. 

Aye,  he  is  brave  as  bold! 
Let  his  great  deed  be  told 
To  all,  both  young  and  old, 

Thro*  coming  ages. 
His  brow  the  laurel  wreath 
Crowns,  and  his  eye  beneath 
Shines  like  the  golden  sheath 

Of  history's  pages. 

"Open  all  guns!"  he  cried, 
"Fire  a  full  broadside, 
Sink  Spain  below  the  tide, 
Marksmen  of  mettle!" 
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Promptly  they  answered  him, 
Cheering  to  Echo's  brim, 
Gunners  well  tried  and  trim; 
Hearts  in  fine  fettle. 

Valor  and  vigor,  twain 
Alert  as  brawn  and  brain, 
Those  win  on  sea  and  plain; 

Tyrants  lie  bleeding. 
Honor  the  man  and  deed, 
Lfoud  praises  are  his  meed, 
Victory  he  brings  with  speed, 

While  Peace  is  pleading. 

Lo,  there  is  weeping  now, 
Where  sad  Senoras  bow, 
Grief-stricken  that  love's  vow 

By  death  is  broken. 
They  trod  elysian  earth; 
They  scoffed  at  Freedom's  worth, 
Their  boasted  pride  of  birth 

Droops  at  War's  token. 


YELLOW   EXTRA   FAKES. 

CECIL  LESLIE. 

A  story  strange  of  old  we  hear, 

Of  how  it  came  to  pass 
That  Samson  slew  the  Philistines 

With  jawbone  of  an  ass. 

But  stories  stranger  now  we  read. 

In  Extras  yellow  specked, 
Of  Sampson  killing  myriad  Dons 
'By  special  wire  direct." 
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"Exclusive"  fakes  fly  thick  and  fast. 

From  yellow  journal  tugs 
That  stay  inside  of  Sandy  Hook, 

For  fear  of  Spanish  slugs. 

In  circus  type  they  claim  a  "scoop" 

About  Manila's  fall, 
Then  "copyright"  the  Hobson  feat 

With  yellow  headline  gall. 
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Oh,  wondrous  Board  of  Strategy, 
Divert  your  mind  from  fleets 

And  help  us  first  to  clear  the  land 
Of  yellow  Extra  sheets. 


MILITARY  HYMN. 

H.  RANDOLPH  LATIMER. 

From  Cuba's  broad  plantation, 

From  Porto  Rico's  shore, 
Where  long  the  Spanish  nation 

Hath  spent  the  land  in  gore; 
From  the  Philipplne's  dark  daughter, 

From  Caroline's  fair  strand, 
The  cry  comes  o'er  the  water, 

'Oh,  stay  the  tyrant's  hand!" 
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What  though  the  ground  down  Cuban, 

Starved  out,  crawls  off  to  die, 
Though  crimes  the  most  inhuman 

Have  drawn  the  Malay  cry; 
Though  long  the  distant  thunder 

Hath  told  the  coming  storm, 
Yet  Spain,  by  crime  and  blunder, 

Hath  stifled  just  reform. 

Shall  we  whose  arms  are  strengthened 

By  freedom  dearly  bought 
Permit  the  season  lengthened 

Ere  Spain  be  better  taught? 
On  with  the  righteous  thunder 

Of  cannon,  ball  and  shell! 
While  old  world  nations  wonder 

Deal  justice  full  and  well. 

Flash,  flash,  ye  wires  of  lightning! 

Resound,  ye  telephones! 
For  freedom's  star  is  bright'ning 

And  Spain's  dark  tyrant  groans. 
"Humanity  forever!" 

Let  fair  Columbia  sing, 
Till  freedom,  dying  never, 

Alone  be  Cuba's  king. 
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A  GULLIBLE. 

ARTHUR   B.    LOCKE. 

A  man  may  sometimes  come  to  be  too  credulous;  I  think 

He  often  will  believe  all  that  he  sees  in  printers'  ink. 

Of  course,  it  leads  to  endless  woe  and  makes  him  much  perplexed; 

But  when  you  strive  to  counsel  him,  he  then  becomes  quite  vexed. 

The  rumors  from  the  "seat  of  war"  he  thinks  are  doubtless  true; 
And  often  the  denials,  which  most  always  will  ensue. 
If  he  should  hear  that  Cuba  had  dropped  down  beneath  the  sea, 
He  probably  would  urge  'twas  so — with  vast  credulity. 

He  even  reads  and  swallows  all  the  news  from  "old  Madrid" — 
Reports  where  falsehoods  are  galore  and  naked  truth  is  hid. 
He  startles  nervous  neighbors  with  his  wild  assertive  trash, 
Which  he  garnered  from  reviewing  the  last  "extra"  of  the  "Hash." 

Oh,  woe  betide  the  gullible  who  reads  unstaple  news! 

And  on  this  style  of  trumpery  founds  all  his  maudlin  views. 

"Beware,"  I  say,  "O  gullible,  or  you  may  shortly  find 

A  vacancy  where  once  you  had  a  strong  and  brilliant  mind." 


THE  MAN  OF  THE  HOUB. 

W.    Q.    LAMPTON. 

The  Spaniards  call  Fitzhugh  Lee  a  Yankee.— Havana  Dispatch. 

They  say  that  I'm  a  Yankee 

I  have  heard  it  many  times, 
I  have  seen  it  in  their  papers, 

It  is  in  their  songs  and  rhymes. 
I'm  the  Yankee  Consul  General, 

I'm  the  Yankee  who's  come  down 
To  steal  the  highest  jewel 

From  the  old  Castilian  crown. 

"They  say  that  I'm  a  Yankee; 

If  I'd  heard  it  in  my  youth, 
I  might  perhaps  have  questioned 

Its  everlasting  truth; 
But  now  I  glory  in  it; 

It's  the  landmark  of  my  birth, 
And  I'd  rather  be  a  Yankee 

Than  anything  on  earth. 
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'They  say  that  I'm  a  Yankee; 

And  I'm  glad  to  say  I  am; 
A  Yankee  of  the  Yankees, 

And  the  man  ain't  worth  a — well 
Who  wouldn't  he  a  Yankee 

When  the  banner  is  unfurled 
That  has  made  the  Yankee  Nation 

The  greatest  in  the  world. 

"They  say  that  I'm  a  Yankee; 

Virginians  can  It  be 
That  history  will  mention 

The  Yankee,  Fitzhugh  Lee? 
I  hope  so;  and  Virginians, 

Let  all  of  us  give  thanks 
That  now  dear  ol'  Virginny 

Is  loaded  full  of  Yanks." 


THE   SONG   OF  THE   BATTLESHIP. 

LUTHER   B.   LITTLE. 

You  can  speed  a  cruiser  out  of  range  of  shots; 

A  torpedo  boat  can  strike  and  dodge  again; 
The  gunboats  hug  the  harbor  near  the  forts 

And  pelt  them  with  a  heavy  iron  rain. 
I  put  right  out  to  sea  and  force  the  fight, 

I  lead  the  squadron  where  there's  hell  to  pay, 
And  when  a  hostile  navy  comes  in  sight 

You  should  see  me  get  my  heavy  guns  in  play. 

With  my  booming,  booming,  booming,  banging  shot! 

Oh,  its  thunder  in  the  turrets  and  on  deck! 
So  I  keep  the  guns  a-roaring  till  they're  hot, 

So  I  throw  the  shot  and  shell  that  make  the  wreck. 

When  the  moon  Is  hidden  underneath  a  cloud, 

And  the  hostile  little  "stingers  of  the  sea" 
Threaten  sudden  death  to  all,  without  a  shroud; 

When  it's  best  to  make  your  will  on  bended  knee; 
When  the  anxious  searchlights  glare  along  the  wave 

Till  the  crinkled  ocean  shines  like  living  sparks; 
You  may  sleep  if  God  was  pleased  to  make  you  brave, 

Or  lie  awake  and  shiver  at  the  sharks. 
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With  my  booming,  booming,  booming,  banging  gun  a! 

Oh,  the  rattling  rapid  fire  in  the  tops! 
So  we  sink  the  little  monster  as  she  runs, 

Or  blow  her  into  pieces  ere  she  stops. 

When  I  take  the  open  ocean  for  a  fight; 

When  my  steel-dressed  sides  are  painted  solid  black; 
When  a  nation's  hostile  warships  come  in  sight 

And  we  settle  which  shall  sink  and  which  come  back. 
Oh,  the  angry  roar  of  mighty  rifled  guns! 

Oh,  the  turret  thunderbolts  that  shake  the  keel! 
When  the  shells  screech  with  a  flying  weight  that  stuns, 

And  swift,  sure  shot  rip  through  the  tempered  steel. 

With  my  booming,  booming,  booming,  banging  guns! 

I  am  Justice;  I  am  Vengeance  for  the  weak — 
Minos  and  Rhadamanthus  joined  in  one — 

I  am  Fate,  and  naught  escapes  me  that  I  seek. 

When  Diplomacy  has  argued  to  its  end; 

When  an  ultimatum  doesn't  do  the  work, 
I'm  the  prophet  which  the  God  of  Nations  sends. 

When  it's  time  for  something  solider  than  talk. 
Then  I  fill  my  grimy  bunkers  fore  and  aft, 

Cram  my  magazines  with  powder  to  the  tops; 
I  have  thirteen-inch  persuaders;  I'm  the  craft 

That  does  the  business  when  the  letter-writing  stops. 

With  my  booming,  booming,  booming,  banging  guns! 

I  can  argue  with  the  strongest  foe  that  floats — 
An  ambassador,  of  twice  five  thousand  tons; 

A  diplomat  with  armor-piercing  notes. 

When  the  nations  are  at  peace  through  all  the  world; 

When  they  celebrate  a  ruler's  holiday; 
When  ships  are  trimmed  and  battle  flags  are  furled; 

When  the  fighting  squadron  takes  a  time  for  play, 
Then  I  speed  my  loaded  cutters  toward  the  town. 

Oh,  the  larks  that  fighting  sailors  have  ashore! 
So  I  bank  my  fires;  let  my  anchor  down; 

Forget  my  signals  and  the  joy  of  war. 

Oh,  my  booming,  booming,  booming,  banging  guns! 

In  battle  time  they  always  speak  for  peace. 
I'm  the  sign  of  the  Millennium.    Howe'er  the  cycle  runs, 

I'm  the  voice  of  Nations,  telling  war  to  cease. 
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OUR  VOLUNTEERS, 
j.  m.  lejwts. 

The  boys  in  blue  are  marching,  marching  into  town. 
With  faces  set  and  grimed  with  dost, 
From  the  hoi-polloi  and  the  upper  crust, 

With  sinewy  hands  and  brown. 

They  hold  their  arms  with  a  careless  grace, 
Their  feet  keep  time  with  the  ruba-dub-dub, 
From  the  captain  down  to  the  lowest  sub, 

Fit  types  of  the  Saxon  race. 

They  bend  their  knee,  but  to  God  alone; 
In  the  light  of  battle  their  brave  eyes  shine, 
With  the  crash  of  cannon  their  hearts  beat  time. 

Nor  cringe  before  a  throne. 

They're  the  bulwark  strong  of  a  nation  free, 
And  take  the  place  of  their  own  free  will; 
For  their  country's  weal  their  blood  they'll  spill, 

Or  return  in  triumph— as  fate  decree. 

For  a  few  brief  days  they  halt  with  us, 
Tie  ours  to  meet  and  to  greet  them  here, 
With  right  good  will  and  loving  cheer, 

Ere  on  to  the  front  they  rush. 

We'll  meet  them  with  smiles,  though  we  part  in 
Our  hearts  go  out  with  them  to  the  front, 
'Mid  screaming  shell  and  battle's  brunt, 

May  God  keep  guard  o'er  our  volunteers. 


HOBSON  AND  HIS  HEROES. 

H.   H.   LINCOLN. 

Toward  Santiago  far  away, 
Steamed  the  Merrimac  at  early  day, 
With  Hobson  brave  to  point  the  way 

While  all  the  sailors  wondered. 
Batteries  to  right  of  him, 
Batteries  to  left  of  him, 


Spanish-American  War  Songs.  571 

Torpedo  mines  under  him, 
Yet  he  sailed  onward. 

Fearless  of  shot  and  shell, 
That  all  around  him  fell. 
Determined  he  his  life  to  sell, 

That  Cuba  might  be  free. 
He  and  his  noble  crew 
Through  the  iron  hail  that  flew, 
Did  all  that  men  could  do. 

For  Justice  and  humanity. 

All  volunteers,  you  know, 
Not  ordered  they  to  go, 
But  ready  to  meet  the  foe, 

Though  hell  should  block  the  way. 
Success  they  did  achieve, 
Great  fame  will  they  receive, 
Deep  gratitude  we  all  believe 

The  nation  ever*ll  pay. 

Thousands  volunteered,  they  say, 
Through  dangers  great  to  force  their  way, 
To  sink  their  ship  near  inner  bay. 

And  bottle  up  the  Spanish  fleet. 
We  sing  of  Balaklava's  deed, 
To  hero  Cushing  give  full  meed, 
Of  Dewey's  fame  we  gladly  read, 

Wasn't  Hobson's  dash  a  greater  feat? 

Fly  the  flag  of  Spain,"  some  said, 

"We'll  chase  you  inward  toward  the  bay, 
Our  foes  will  think  you've  run  blockade," 

Eight  heroes  quickly  answered  "Nay," 
If  die  we  must,  our  flag  flies  o'er  us, 

Our  shroud  shall  be  the  Stars  and  Stripes, 
Neath  colors  false  we  will  not  sail, 

Red,  White  and  Blue  are  freedom's  types." 

Flag  of  the  "Stars  and  Stripes,"  all  hail, 

All  hall  to  the  "Red,  White  and  Blue," 
The  army  and  navy  never  will  fail 

To  pledge  hands,  hearts  and  lives  unto  yon. 
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TAKE  YOUR   CHOICE. 

JOHN  A.  LOTT. 

Brave  Dewey  in  the  dead  of  night 
Sailed  past  the  fortress  of  Cavite. 

And  when  he  reached  Manila  Bay, 
Beyond  the  guns  of  Cavite, 

He  sank  the  boasted  fleet, 

And  then  he  silenced  Fort  Cavite. 

The  situation  is  one  of  gravitey 
Unless  he  takes  and  holds  Fort  Cavite. 

Tou  can  make  an  affidavit 

That  he  soon  will  take  Fort  Cavite. 

And  when  at  last  our  brave  boys  have  it 
Our  flag  will  float  on  old  Fort  Cavite. 


TO  CUBANS— LIBERTY. 

BETH  LEBREG. 

More  than  the  sun's  bright,  golden  rays, 
A-sifting  down  thro*  darker  days; 
More  than  the  perfume  of  the  flowers 
To  them  that  know  but  wintry  hours 
Or  warbling  of  aesthetic  bird, 
To  ears  a  songster  ne'er  had  heard 
To  Cubans— Liberty! 

More  than  a  wealth  of  gold  could  be 
Or  titles  of  nobility; 
More  than  the  statesman's  ready  brain 
Or  brush  excelling  God's  domain 
Or  free  and  flowing,  facile  pen, 
Or  chisel  skilled  in  shapes  of  men — 
To  Cubans— Liberty! 

As  much  as  earth  can  e'er  contain 
Of  pleasure  or,  perchance,  of  pain; 
As  mother's  prayers  to  errant  one 
Who  yet  remembers  he's  her  son, 
Or  father's  blessing,  holy,  mild, 
To  a  returned,  prodigal  child, 
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Or  lips  of  new-born  babe  close  pressed 
To  thrilling,  throbbing  mother  breast; 
As  much  as  God  to  man  hath  given 
From  out  the  bounties  of  his  heaven — 
To  Cubans— Liberty! 


CUBA'S  CRY  IS  HEARD. 

CHARLES  W.  LAMB. 

Cuba,  thy  cry  for  liberty 
Has  reached  a  nation  strong  and  free, 
(Who  comes  to  thee  with  voice  and  steel 
To  raise  the  foul  oppressor's  heel 
From  off  thy  neck;  for  thee  to  fight. 
May  God  look  down  and  guard  the  right, 
And  may  thy  war  cry  ever  be 
Cuba,  home  and  liberty. 


THE  AMERICAN  FLAG. 

RICHARD    LINTHICUM. 

In  the  camp  where  the  heroes  had  gathered  'round  Liberty's  altar  alight 
The  Spirit  of  Freedom  in  anguish  abode  through  the  perilous  night, 
And  the  Joy  that  is  only  a  mother's,  filled  her  heart  at  the  burst  of  the 

morn — 
Encradled  in  war's  red  manger1 — a  child  among  nations  was  born. 
Clasped  in  the  arms  that  shall  shield  him,  the  suckling  waxed  lusty  and 

fair, 
Safe  as  the  cub  of  a  grizzly  when  the  dam  guards  the  mouth  of  the  lair; 
Grew  In  his  strength  and  his  beauty,  grew  in  his  pride  and  his  worth — 
Pride  of  the  mother  that  bore  him,  peer  of  the  prides  of  the  earth. 

For  sign  that  all  others  may  know  him,  for  sign  that  his  people  are  free, 
For  his  camps  and  his  courts  and  his  temples,  for  emblem  on  land  and 

on  sea, 
This  gift  from  the  spirit  that  bore  him,  that  brought  him  from  darkness 

to  light; 
Alike  to  thine* honor  unsullied,  keep  ever  these  ribbons  of  white; 
To  cherish  the  valor  of  freemen,  in  token  of  blood  they  have  shed, 
To  herald  thy  wrath  and  thy  power,  are  given  these  streamer*. 
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From  the  skies  that  shall  smile  on  thy  fortunes,  I  have  taken  thia  onion 

of  blue, 
And  decked  it  with  stars  that  shall  guide  thee,  for  the  stars  In  their 

courses  are  true. 

To  honor  that  banner  uplifted,  his  people  anear  and  afar, 

The  faithful  who  serve  him  in  council,  the  fearless  who  serve  nim  In 

war, 
The  strong  ones  who  sweat  o'er  their  labor,  the  rugged  ones  fresh  from 

soil, 
The  stout  ones  who  buy,  sell  and  barter  the  bountiful  fruitage  of  toll* 
Came  from  their  homes  and  their  harvests,  came  from  their  marts  and 

their  hives, 
And  proving  the  love  that  they  bore  it,  gave  pledge  of  their  fortunes  and 

lives 
That  it  should  be  refuge  from  tyrants;  it  has  been  and  ever  shall  be, 
And  the  slave  that  shall  seek  it  for  shelter,  shall  rise  without  chains 

and  be  free. 


SPAIN   HAS   SEALED   HEE   DOOM. 

B.  CARL  LITBBY. 

An  end  has  come  to  parleying— an  end  to  all  debate. 

A  just  conclusion  has  been  reached  by  all  our  men  of  state; 

No  more  the  halls  of  Congress  ring  with  eloquence  and  cheers, 

No  more  the  weaker  members  rise  to  be  received  with  jeers. 

The  agony  is  over  and  the  dread  suspense  is  done, 

A  hundred  Spanish  lives  we'll  claim  for  every  gallant  son 

Who  sank  with  the  ill-fated  Maine  there  by  Havana's  shore, 

A  righteous  retribution — yes,  a  hundred  lives  or  more! 

For  who  can  bring  that  weeping  mother's  boy  back  home  again? 

Or  who  can  soothe  that  young  wife's  grief  and  drive  away  her  pain? 

Behold  that  maiden  grieving  for  her  lover  bold  and  true, 

He  lies  upon  the  sea's  cold  bed,  although  he  wore  the  blue. 

Can  arbitration  bring  them  back — can  money  ere  repay. 

Those  sorrowing  hearts,  or  raise  the  dead  from  out  Havana's  bay? 

Nay,  it  is  written  somewhere,  by  those  who  did  not  lie: 

"Thou  must  return  tooth  for  a  tooth  and  render  eye  for  eye!" 

The  dread  suspense  is  over,  and  the  nation  doth  rejoice, 
We  honor  those  whose  wisdom  led  to  such  a  righteous  choice. 
And  now  the  sons  of  Uncle  Sam  move  onward  toward  the 
A  nation's  voice  has  said  it,  and  fair  Cuba  shall  be  free! 
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And  don't  yon  hear  the  coming,  don't  you  hear  the  tread  of  feet? 
They're  marching,  marching  onward  to  the  dram's  inspiring  beat! 
A  hundred  thousand  volunteers  will  quickly  take  the  field, 
A  hundred  thousand  gallant  hearts  that  know  not  how  to  yield! 

Shake  out  the  flag  of  glory  now,  and  fling  it  to  the  breeze! 

We'll  rally  round  it  on  the  land,  or  fight  upon  the  seas! 

The  Stars  and  Stripes  have  never  yet  gone  down  in  sad  defeat, 

Beware,  ye  sons  of  Spain,  beware!  and  watch  your  armored  fleet! 

The  grandest  nation  on  the  globe  is  arming  for  the  fray. 

And  every  man  a  patriot,  no  traitors  to  betray! 

The  flag  of  freedom's  floating  wide,  beneath  its  folds  so  bright, 

We  come  with  hearts  which  know  not  fear— we  come  to  win  the  fight! 

Prom  Maine  to  California,  from  the  gulf  up  to  the  lakes 

They  all  have  heard  the  cry  "to  arms!"  and  now  a  nation  wakes! 

If  you  would  count  the  number  of  this  hardy,  fearless  band, 

Oo  where  the  waves  beat  on  the  shore  and  count  the  grains  of  sand! 

For  Spain  has  sealed  her  lasting  doom,  the  torch  of  war's  aflame, 

The  dove  of  peace  has  spread  its  wingB  and  flown  from  death  and  shame, 

The  Flying  Squadron  anchor  weighs  to  strike  first  blow  at  Spain, 

Our  battle-cry  will  ever  be:    "Do  not  forget  the  Maine.1 


»» 


THE   BOYS  IN   BLUE. 

JOE  LINCOLN. 

Hark!  from  the  street  below,  a  burst 

Of  melody  loud  and  clear. 
The  roll  and  blare  of  a  martial  air 

The  sound  of  a  mighty  cheer, 
Spring  to  the  open  window  now, 

Lean  from  the  casement  high, 
And  let  your  shout  with  the  crowds  ring  out, 

As  the  boys  in  blue  go  by. 

Over  them  floats  your  country's  flag. 

Flag  that  their  fathers  bore. 
Its  flashing  stars  are  the  battle  scars 

Of  the  heroes  gone  before. 
Oh,  think  of  the  men  who  died,  that  still 

Unsullied  its  folds  might  fly, 
And  bare  your  head  to  its  stripes  of  red, 

As  the  boys  in  blue  go  by. 
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Look  at  that  earnest,  youthful  face 

Under  the  tilted  brim, 
Think  of  the  tears  and  prayers  and  fears 

That  go  to  the  front  with  him; 
Think  what  he  does  and  dares  that  you 

Safe  in  your  home  may  lie, 
And  bless  his  deed  with  a  grand  godspeed 

As  the  boys  in  blue  go  by. 

Ay,  cheer  them  well,  for  they  march  to-day 

To  answer  a  people's  plea. 
To  lilt  the  slave  from  his  Hying  grave 

And  order  a  nation  free; 
To  bring  the  dawn  of  a  gracious  peace 

Where  starving  myriads  cry. 
And  the  war-worn  isle  once  more  shall  smile 

As  the  boys  in  blue  go  by. 


"YAKKEE  DEWEY." 

E.   J.   LALOR. 

Father  and  I  went  out  to  sea 
Along  with  Admiral  Dewey, 

And  there  we  saw  the  men  and  boys 
As  thick  as  Chink  "chep  suey." 

Chorus. 
Yankee  Dewey,  keep  it  up; 

Yankee  Dewey  dandy; 
Mind  the  music  and  the  step 

And  with  your  guns  be  handy. 

And  then  we  saw  some  mighty  guns 

Pointed  toward  Manilly. 
And  when  Ue  Jackies  fired  them  off 

They  knocked  the  Spaniards  silly. 

He  sank  their  boats  and  took  their  coal 

And  sent  an  ultimatum. 
At  first  they  thought  they  had  a  cinch, 

But  not  when  he  got  at  'em. 

Yankee  Dewey,  keep  it  up; 

Yankee  Dewey  dandy. 
We'll  stick  a  feather  in  your  cap 

Because  you  are  so  handy. 
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OUE  HEKOES. 

HENRY  A.  LAVBLY. 

Lift  high  the  marble  o'er  the  tombs 

Of  the  heroic  dead, 
The  emblem  of  the  hearts  whose  blood 

For  liberty  was  shed; 

And  on  the  spotless  shaft  inscribe 

The  deeds  of  glory  done — 
The  faiths,  the  hopes,  the  deaths  through  which 

Their  victories  were  won. 

Then  deck  their  graves  with  flowers  of  spring, 

Plucked  from  the  brow  of  morn, 
All  glowing  with  the  pearly  dew, 

In  night  and  darkness  born. 

Bring  wreaths  which  speak  of  deathless  hopes, 

And  twine  them  round  the  spot 
'Neath  which  our  loved  ones  sleep  the  sleep 

Their  patient  valor  bought 

Weave  chaplets  fair  of  every  hue, 

And  strew  them  all  around,  I 

Until  the  fragrance  which  they  breathe 

Shall  hallow  all  the  ground. 

And  bring  the  lily,  sweet  and  pure, 

The  pledge  of  Faith  and  Love, 
And  let  its  perfume  wafted  be 

With  Hope  and  Joy  above. 

Oh,  tell  the  story  of  their  fame 

In  speech  and  act  and  song, 
Till  every  heart  shall  catch  the  theme, 

And  Join  the  grateful  throng; 

Till  every  heart  shall  be  a  fane, 

In  which  their  memories  lie, 
And  every  throb  shall  speak  the  praise 

Of  works  which  never  die; 

Till  over  all  the  earth,  a  shout 

For  Freedom  shall  arise, 
Which,  as  the  earth  grows  old,  shall  swell 

The  anthem  of  the  skies! 
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OUR   BATTLE    SONG. 

M.  M.  L.AING. 

The  wind  that  waves  the  Stripes  and  Stan, 
And  sighs  above  the  soldier's  grave, 

That  sweeps  the  old-time  scenes  of  wars- 
Grass  grown  arenas  of  the  brave 

Where  men  were  slain — 
The  wind  that  sings  thro  ships  at  sea 
Resounding  songs  of  liberty, 
God's  breath  of  mightiest  melody, 

Shall  sing  the  strain. 

The  guns  of  free  America 
Whose  tones  have  sung  her  foes  to  sleep, 

And  thrilled  their  echoing  hnzsahs 
Of  triumph  over  struggles  deep 

On  land  and  sea; 
The  guns  that  boomed  thro'  blood  their  way, 
To  glorious  Independence  Day, 
Shall  thunder  in  the  roundelay 

Of  victory! 

Oh,  thou,  the  light  of  Freedom's  eyes, 
Thy  searchlights  lie  upon  the  sea, 

Thine  armies  in  their  might  arise 
Where  Cuba  strives  for  liberty. 

Her  to  defend; 
And,  by  the  stars  that  stud  the  flag, 
No  foe  they  face  in  flight  shall  lag. 
Thy  name  shall  ring  from  crag  to  crag, 

Oh,  Freedom's  friend! 


AN  AMENDMENT. 

WILTON  LACKAYE. 

Our  soldier  boys  and  sailor  lads  before  the  troops  of  Spain, 
Find  courage  in  the  vengeance  cry,  "Remember,  boys,  the  Maine! 
Then  eyes  flash  fire  and  lips  compress;  relentless  they  as  fate; 
From  man  to  man  that  shlbboloth  will  crystalize  their  hate. 

But  since  our  statesmen  have  agreed  Old  Glory  to  protect, 
No  tasteless  huckster  now  the  flag  to  odium  may  subject; 
We  want  a  law  enacted  with  speciflcal  Intent 
To  trepan  a  sense  of  shame  into  the  advertising  "gent" 


?> 
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pick  up  the  evening  paper,  "poster"  type  assaults  the  view, 
n  rhetorical  inquiry  asks  me  what  did  Dewey  do? 
Or  I  think  that  it's  rhetorical)  but  a  further  reading  shocks' 
Vhen  I  find  he  recommended  Siegal  Slopsky's  seamless  socks! 

)n  the  corner  of  the  street  a  barker  with  a  strident  voice 

3ries  to  hurrying  crowds  the  honor  of  the  hero  Hobson's  choice; 

Jut  the  glory  of  the  Merrimac  he  doesn't  much  enhance, 

Vhen  he  tells  us  Hobson's  choice  was  always  Dunkin's  dollar  pants! 

'he  next  one  shouts,  "We've  got  'em  corked,"  the  fancy  makes  me  smile 
Yankee  simile  expressive  of  our  humor  and  our  guile) ; 
[e's  not  boasting  of  ill-fortune  that  o'erbrlms  Cervera's  cup, 
'or  it's  Bunyon's  Blllious  Bolus  that  he  speaks  of  bottling  up! 

l  crowd  at  length  arrests  me,  full  a  thousand  men  or  more, 
Leading  "Bulletins  from  Cuba"  at  a  big  department  store, 
jad  the  bulletin  informs  me,  "Victory  now  at  last  in  view," 
fot  a  soldier  lost  in  battle  who  wore  Shunk's  $3  shoe! 

Cay  at  homes  who  love  your  country,  here  is  something  you  can  do, 
Surest  the  battle  cry  of  heroes  from  the  bargain-counter  crew; 
laow  with  folks  of  sense  of  decency  they  try,  but  try  in  vain, 
'o  dispose  of  bad  suspenders  by  reminding  of  "The  Maine." 


ARE  YOU  WAITING,  BROTHER  GOMEZ? 

C.  B.  LAW. 

there's  a  thunder  from  the  prairies;  there's  an  echo  from  the*  hills, 

And  it  sweeps 
"Xfc  the  southward  like  a  torrent  fed  by  sixty  million  rills; 

For  it  leaps 
^Yom  the  larynx  of  a  nation  that  cannot  stand  idly  by 
^VHile  another  land  is  struggling  to  escape  the  despot's  tie. 
*Tie  the  voice  of  outraged  nature!    TIs  Humanity's  fierce  cry: 
Are  you  waiting,  Brother  Gomez?    We  will  come! 


you  weary  or  impatient?    Do  you  think  that  we  have  failed 

In  our  vow, 
that  Liberty  has  faltered  and  dishonor  has  been  nailed 

To  her  brow? 
Xxi  the  gathering  of  armies  for  Maceo's  bleeding  land, 
X*i  the  rumbling  of  the  iron  steeds  which  bear  us  toward  thy  strand, 
"There's  a  mighty  nation  speaking  which  has  pledged ntQJTO  it*  hand. 
Are  you  waiting,  Brother  Gomez?    We  ««■■■■■& 
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Do  not  doubt  us,  Brother  Gomez,  or  despair  our  sympathy 

When  we  pause, 
For  we  swear  that  we  are  coming  by  our  blows  upon  the 

In  your  cause. 
By  each  shattered  sea-coast  settlement  behind  a  blackened  wall, 
By  the  fleets  of  Spain  so  powerless  to  heed  her  frantic  call, 
Our  invading  hosts  will  follow  to  assure  thy  foeman's  fall! 
Are  you  waiting,  Brother  Gomez?    We  will  come! 


i'i.  - 


OLD  SAUL  RUMINATES. 

W.  LIVINGSTON  LARNED. 

Ye  may  talk  of  yer  great  naval  battles,  yer  fights,  sir,  on  land  and  oa 

sea, 
But  I  don't  give  a  snap  for  such  trifles,  they  never  can  interest  me; 
Yes,  Hobson's  a  hero,  I  know  it;  there  ain't  any  doubt  about  that— 
And  Sampson,  he's  watchin'  his  prey,  sir,  as  Tabby  keeps  tab  on  the  r& 
Yet  their  fields  with  their  bountiful  pleasures,  the  hills  an'  ther  mountain 

and  mead 
Beat  Cuba  with  Deweys  and  Hobsons;  the  woods  Is  Jes'  all  thet  I  need* 

It's  thrill  in'  to  march  with  yer  gun,  sir,  and  travel  from  Tampa  to  Spsv***\ 
But  I'd  rather  go  huntin'  some  mornin'  down  glades  through  the  drizsl^ 

rain; 
Uv  course  hit's  excitin'  ter  aim,  sir,  and  plunk  at  er  Spaniards  or  twc> 
But  I'd  ruther  shoot  woodchucks  an'  quails,  sir;  yes,  honest,  thet's  whu 

I  would  do. 
To  see  an  old  Spaniard  come  tumbling  down  hill  with  a  shot  In 

head 
Helps  swell  up  your  bosom  with  pride,  sir,  to  think  that  the  villian 

dead. 
Thar's  heaps  o'  more  pleasure  to  me,  sir,  however,  In  seein'  a  wren, 
Come  down  through  the  branches  aflutter  plump  pierced  through 

breast,  sir,  but  then 
Some  other  good  reasons  make  me,  sir,  have  love  for  ther  mountain' 

sweet  air, 
Ther  birds  an'  ther  posies  and  brooklets  air  blessings  yer  shure  to  fin* 

there, 
So  seein'  as  how  I'm  a  rustic,  without  any  longin'  fer  fight, 
You  just  can  forgive  me  fer  stayin'  at  home  with  ther  birds,  fer  it's 

right. 


-«*r 
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Ton  couldn't  well  call  me  a  coward,  fer  that,  sir,  ain't  night  it  at  all, 
Back  thar  in  the  days  of  Bull  Run,  sir,  I  never  fired  cannon  er  ball, 
But  there — God  look  down  an'  have  pity — the  rivers  run  torrents  uv  red 
And  stars  flashed  a  midnight  confession  of  sorrows  and  grief  o'er  the 

dead; 
I  swore  If  I  came  out  alive,  sir,  I'd  never  be  partner  again 
To  a  scheme  whose  sole  mission  and  aim,  sir,  was  slaughter — the  murder 

of  men. 

80  on  with  yer  fights  and  yer  battles,  I  hope  we'll  annihilate  Spain, 
But  If  every  last  Don  was  knocked  out,  sir,  it  couldn't  make  up  for  the 

Maine; 
Yea,  on  with  yer  battles,  but  I,  sir,  won't  handle  a  gun  any  more, 
I'd  ruther  wade  streamlets  of  daisies  than  oceans  of  other  men's  gore; 
Let  bugles  blare  loudly  their  warning,  "Old  Glory"  flaunt  up  in  the 

light, 
But  Jest  do  forgive  me  fer  stayin'  at  home  with  the  birds,  fer  it's  right. 


LINES  FROM  A   VETERAN'S  WIFE. 

MRS.   JNO.    LANYON. 

Pray  for  our  boys  who  forward  go 
To  lay  the  tyrant's  standard  low, 
And  battle  with  a  treacherous  foe — 
Think  of  them  and  pray! 

They,  their  happy  homes  are  leaving, 
And  of  battles  they  are  dreaming, 
Where  the  murderous  weapons,  gleaming, 
All  in  dread  array! 

Think  of  them — the  fathers,  brothers, 
Husbands  dear,  the  friends,  and  lovers, 
All  are  dear  to  us  and  others, 
Think  of  them  and  pray! 

iPray  for  them  when  on  sea  or  field, 
That  high  heaven  its  help  will  yield, 
And  from  death  and  danger  shield, 
In  this  dire  affray! 

To  our  God  let  prayers  ascend, 
That  He  our  soldiers  will  defend, 
Their  wives  and  little  ones  befriend- 
Thus  in  faith,  so  pray! 
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So,  let  them  feel  where'er  they  go, 
Our  hearts  and  love  no  change  shall  know, 
But  still  for  them,  In  weal  or  woe. 
Earnestly  we  pray. 


QUARANTINED. 

MRS.   H.   G.   LBGOETT. 

Almost  in  the  sight  of  home, 
Where  smoke-wreaths  rise  as  evening  sacrifice, 
'Mongst  his  ancestral  elms,  moss-decked  and  old, 
The  stately  poplars  bow  their  spire-shaped  heads 
To  southern  winds,  while  on  a  vessel's  deck 
A  soldier,  maimed,  leaned  o'er  the  darkened  guards, 
And  looked  toward  home  through  eyes  o'errun  with  tears. 
Almost  in  sound  of  the  glad  tones  that  come 
Like  sweetest  music  to  his  homesick  ears, 
Sea- tossed  and  sad  whose  lone  heart  yearnings  were 
Like  sultry  summer  days  and  dewless  night 

To  tender  herbage. 

Too  soon  the  roses'  tints 
Were  bleached  to  ashen  o'er  his  once  bright  cheek, 
And  from  his  lips  the  smile  had  faded  quite, 
Save  when  the  thought  of  his  home  welcome  came, 
Pure  from  the  hearts  of  those  who  waited  long, 

And  watched  for  his  return. 

Full  well  he  knew,  his  widowed  mother  stood 
Beside  the  lattice  lone  through  noon-day's  sun, 
And  twilight's  shadows  deepened  while  she  walked 
Oft  to  the  door,  eager  to  welcome  home 
Her  absent  son. 

Another  dearer  friend  his  vision  filled, 
White-robed  and  fair,  she  vied  with  eve's  pale  star, 
A  being  lent  from  heaven;  a  pattern  pure, 
Like  to  the  throng  the  exiled  prophet  saw; 
A  throng  immortal,  hovering  o'er  the  isle, 
Seabound  and  lone,  until  bright  heaven  came  down, 
And  oped  her  pearly  gates  a  little  way, 
For  him  to  hear  and  record  glorious  things 
Still  unconceived  by  man. 
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It  was  the  hour  of  hours,  the  eventide, 
When  she,  like  silver  cloud,  would  quickly  glide 
Adown  the  flower-fringed  path,  brushing  away 
The  dew  from  clover  leaves,  and  haste  to  gain 
The  rustic  bench  beneath  their  trysting  tree, 
And  sad  beside  his  empty  seat  would  sit 
And  dream  a  waking  dream. 

The  yellow  pines 
Gave  from  their  myriad  harp-strings  notes  that  chimed 
With  minor  music  Neptune  sent  along 
Her  rock-bound  shore  and  through  her  caverns  deep. 
The  pestilence's  breath  breathed  o'er  his  bloodless  cheek, 
And  chilled  his  heart,  till  down  before  the  king, 
All  sable-robed  he,  he  humbly  bowed  and  died, 

Almost  in  sight  of  home. 


LATENT  PATRIOTISM. 

CHARLES  BATTELL  LOOMIS. 

TTher's  lots  er  patriotic  men  it  takes  some  time  ter  heat; 
"They  don't  go  off  at  half-cock  when  the  drums  begin  ter  beat, 
■Thet  you  might  think  'em  lukewarm  is  very  likely  true, 
Sut  they'll  be  durned  patriotic  when  the  war  gits  through. 

"The  most  of  'em's  too  busy  fer  ter  git  a  gun  an'  fight; 
"Ther's  some  is  busy  huntin'  jobs  wher'  no  Jobs  is  in  sight; 
Sat  give  'em  time  an'  they'll  come  raoun'  ter  think  th'  same  ez  you, 
"They'll  be  durned  patriotic  when  the  war  gits  through. 

"Ther's  some  that  ain't  convinced  abaout  th'  Justice  of  aour  cause, 
"They  want  ter  be  quite  sure  they're  right,  and  that's  what  makes  'em 

pause; 
Sut  in  th'  course  er  time  you'll  fin'  they'll  take  the  proper  view; 
"They'll  be  durned  patriotic  when  the  war  gits  through. 

"Ther's  some  thet  talks  quite  slick  abaout  th'  doctorin'  of  Monroe, 
"Though  who  it  was  thet  doctored  him  is  sumpin'  I  dunno — 
"They  say  thet  we  mus'  never  grow  the  way  the  British  grew — 
"They'll  be  durned  patriotic  when  the  war  gits  through. 

^t  takes  all  sorts  er  persons  fer  ter  make  this  world  of  aours, 
"There's  some'll  fight  ter  see  us  fust  of  all  the  rulin'  paowers; 
iJut  all  them  chaps  thet  are  not  found  among  the  winnin'  crew, 
"They'll  be  durned  patriotic  when  the  war  gits  through. 
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REFLECTIONS  OF  THE  HOME  GUARD. 

JOHN  W.   LOW. 

It  was  fine  to  be  a  guardsman  subject  to  my  country's  call* 
And  wear  fine  clothes  that  fitted  like  the  paper  on  the  wall; 
Striped  trousers  and  brass  buttons  and  chevrons  of  gilt  braid 
Had  really  a  most  imposing  look  on  dress  parade. 
And  I  didn't  mind  at  all  the  going  once  a  week  to  drill, 
And  shooting  off  blank  cartridges  with  no  intent  to  kill, 
Or  jabbing  with  a  bayonet  imaginary  foes 
Who  incontinently  yielded  and  at  once  turned  up  their  toes. 

Then,  too,  at  public  functions  it  was  quite  a  fetching  card 
To  hold  the  poet  of  honor  as  some  great  man's  body  guard. 
And  at  the  balls  and  grand  receptions  the  stripes  and  epaulets 
Always  guaranteed  a  welcome  as  the  ladies'  special  pets. 
But  chasing  bloody  Spaniards,  full  of  Anarchistic  tricks, 
And  dodging  yellow  fever  and  circumambient  bricks 
Is  not  what  I  Intended  when  I  joined  the  noble  guard, 
So  I  guess  I'll  stay  at  home  and  bombard  cats  in  our  back  yard. 


SONG. 

GRACE  A.  LUCE. 


In  Havana  harbor  lying,  with  the  starry  banner  flying, 
Over  turrets,  decks,  barbettes,  in  the  sunlight  gleaming  white. 
With  the  strains  of  music  dying,  all  along  her  taffrails  sighing — 
Birds  about  her  o'er  the  water,  as  she  came— Columbia's  daughter, 
I  can  see  her  yet,  our  mighty  battleship,  the  Maine. 

Lofty  was  she,  proud  as  freedom,  never  fearing  hand  she  trusted 
In  Havana  harbor  lying,  with  the  starry  banner  flying — 
All  alone,  but  strong  in  courage,  leagues  away  from  land  that  loved  her; 
Duty  called  her,  fast  and  faster  she  had  come,  nor  dreamed  disaster— 
I  can  see  her  yet,  out  mighty  battleship,  the  Maine. 

Oh,  ye  brave  who  died  aboard  her,  those  who  watch  and  warder  kept. 

Deep  within  her  bosom  lying,  starry  banner  o'er  ye  flying, 

Sons  of  freedom,  sweet  your  dreaming,  God  but  called  you  while  yon 

slept; 
Sailors  true  whose  cruise  is  ended,  ordered  to  a  port  defended, 
Do  you  see  her  yet,  our  mighty  battleship,  the  Maine? 
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In  Havana  harbor  dying,  'nea/th  the  starry  banner  lying, 
On  the  Spanish  hills,  in  sleep  that  no  friend  could  wish  so  deep, 
Sadly  waves  that  break  are  sighing  for  the  horror  of  your  dying, 
But  no  bells  or  bugles  wake  thee,  voice  of  duty  cannot  rouse  thee, 
Ton  have  followed  her,  our  mighty  battleship,  the  Maine. 

Ah,  the  phantom  ship  that's  sailing,  wistful  faces  o'er  her  railing, 
From  Havana  harbor  flying,  with  the  starry  banner  lying 
On  her  ghostly  decks;  there  are  none  can  stay  her  sailing, 
Silent  now,  across  the  water,  faithful  servant,  martyred  daughter, 
She  is  coming  home  at  last,  our  battleship,  the  Maine. 


THE   FLAG   IS   SAFE. 

WILLIAM  H.  LEE. 

Don't  know  what  'tis  all  about, 

Can't  say  as  I  care, 
But  'fore  they  hauls  Old  Glory  down 

They  first  must  lift  my  hair. 

Felt  the  same  in  sixty-one, 

Did  my  level  best 
To  keep  the  old  flag  in  its  place — 

Yes,  sir,  I'm  from  the  West. 

Was  up  in  old  Wyoming 
When  first  I  heard  the  row; 
"Jim."  sez  I  "we've  other  work 
Than  punching  cattle  now." 

Jim,  he  served  with  Pickett— 

Good  man?    You  just  bet! 
Been  my  pardner  since  the  War, 

Puts  up  a  good  fight  yet 

Says  he's  aching  fer  the  chance 

To  square  hisself,  you  know, 
For  striking  at  the  old  flag  then, 

Says  he,  "I'm  with  yer,  Joe, 

"And  with  the  flag  through  thick  and  thin." 
Well,  do  you  say?    All  right, 
When  the  blue  and  gray  march  side  by  side 
The  flag's  safe  in  the  fight" 
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THE  AWAKING  OF  COLUMBIA. 

J.  M.  LAWSON. 

Columbia  at  the  feast  of  life  sat  stately,  calm,  elate, 
Smiled  peace  within  her  borders,  smiled  plenty  at  her  gate; 
At  her  full  table  from  all  lands,  driven  forth  by  direct  need, 
The  peoples  of  old  Europe  sat  down  in  peace  to  feed. 

Overflowed  the  wine  of  plenteousness,  abundance  there  of  bread, 
Columbia  called  them  children  all,  as  on  the  full  years  sped, 
Nor  care  had  she  for  lands  o'er  sea,  so  she  but  held  her  own, 
Scant  reverance  for  empty  pomp,  for  king,  or  court,  or  throne.    • 

The  nations  oyer  seas  looked  on — they  saw  her  sons  at  play. 
The  goal  was  gold,  they  raced  for  it  misnamed  the  livelong  day; 
They  strove  for  It,  they  strained  for  it,  and  still  the  few  who  won 
Most  miserable  ever  were  of  all  men  'neath  the  sun. 

And  still  Columbia  smiled,  and  still  she  feasted  and  she  slept; 
The  nations  whispered,  "Death-in-life  hath  to  her  vitals  crept; 
The  lust  of  gold  hath  slain  her  soul,  she  is  corrupt  within," 
So  said  the  nations  while  each  hugged  her  own  especial  sin. 

Columbia  slept,  but  through  her  dream  of  peace  there  rang  a  cry* 
A  cry  as  of  a  people  crushed,  thrust  out  to  starve  and  die; 
Columbia  woke,  Columbia  rose,  forth  from  its  scabbard  drew 
The  too  long  sheathed  Excalibur,  the  sword  that  Slavery  slew. 

She  spoke — across  the  mighty  seas  the  lightnings  bore  her  word — 
"Hear,  O  proud  nation  who  forgets  that  God,  He  is  the  Lord, 
The  peoples  of  these  lands  whom  ye  oppress  are  His  and  ours, 
By  fatherhood  and  brotherhood,  those  whom  your  hate  devours. 

"Cease  to  oppress  out  from  this  land,  or  by  His  might  who  gave 
This  sword  of  mine  shall  make  the  land  you  long  have  cursed  your 

grave. 
Too  long  the  cruel  fires  of  Spain  have  faggots  made  of  men; 
Too  long  your  devil-pride  hath  scorned  all  pleas  of  tongue  or  pen. 


t< 


Daughter  of  Her  who  laid  you  low  and  brought  you  to  your 
Who  laughed  to  scorn  your  pride  and  drove  your  galleons  from  the 
Old  England's  child,  shall  I  belie  the  race  of  which  I  come, 
And  when  humanity  appeals,  be  blind  and  deaf  and  dumb? 

"No,  by  my  faith!  here  on  this  rock  of  right  I  stand,  nor  doubt 
That  as  we  stamped  out  slavery  so  shall  we  stamp  you  out" 
The  nations  heard  and  said:  "She  may  be  over  fond  of  gold, 
But  at  the  core  Columbia  is  Columbia  of  old." 
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AN   HERITAGE. 

PHOEBE  LYDE. 

Hark  to  the  voices  calling— calling  from  shore  to  shore, 
For  the  storm  wind  blows  his  trumpet  blast,  the  crested  billows  roar; 
From  East  to  West,  from  North  to  South,  clear  is  the  summons  blown, 
Awake,  ye  sea-kings'  children  and  claim  what  is  your  own. 

Oh,  long  before  Columbus  came,  or  sailed  the  Portuguese, 

Our  blue-eyed  Viking  forefathers  were  masters  of  the  seas; 

Tbeir  long  ships  vexed  Byzantium's  coast,  the  red  man  saw  them  come, 

Like  ravens,  Dane  and  Norseman  seized  the  Briton's  Island  home. 

There  victor  bred  with  vanquished,  and  a  race  of  sailors  came, 
The  great  sea  captain's  follow  fast  along  the  roll  of  fame, 
The  haughty  Spaniard  bowed  his  crest,  the  great  Armada  quailed, 
While  Raleigh  laughed  the  Dons  to  scorn  and  Drake  the  round  world 
sailed. 

And  when  beyond  the  winter  sea  the  pilgrim  lit  the  fires, 

A  line  of  mariners  yet  showed  the  valor  of  their  sires. 

Their  whalers  knew  the  frozen  North,  their  traders  Bast  and  South, 

When  conflict  came  the  Stars  and  Stripes  steered  to  the  cannon's  mouth. 

The  Pilgrim's  blood  Is  in  our  veins,  and  in  each  heart  yet  beats 
A  pulse  of  them  that  mocked  the  Dons  and  shook  the  Spanish  fleets; 
And  the  spirit  of  the  Viking  wakes  as  over  the  foaming  tide, 
Beneath  the  pennon  of  the  free  we  see  our  navies  ride. 

Come,  peace  or  war,  in  storm  or  calm,  firm  shall  Columbia  stand, 
Tlie  spicy  south  seas  kiss  her  feet,  an  ocean  guards  each  hand, 
And,  cradled  in  her  mighty  breast,  a  sturdy  race  she  bears, 
Who  count  the  deep  an  heritage  and  are  the  sea-kings'  heirs. 


OUR  ANGLO-AMERICAN  ALLIANCE. 

JAMES   McKAY. 

What  means  this  great  commotion? 
Or  what  can  the  reason  be? 
Why  Uncle  Sam  should  clasp  the  hand 
Of  the  mistress  of  the  sea; 
He  seems  to  prosper  well  enough, 
And  needs  but  little  care, 
Has  quite  enough  to  feed  his  flock 
And  plenty  yet  to  spare. 
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And  then  it  would  be  dangerous 

To  trust  a  fickle  dame; 

Who  shows  small  regards  to  honor, 

And  less  respect  for  shame; 

We  know  her  record  has  been  bad, 

Where  e'en  she  showed  her  face; 

And  always  left  a  trail  behind, 

Of  plunder  and  disgrace* 

Full  well  we  know  what  England  is 
And  well  we  know  her  game, 
She  wants  a  prop  to  bolster  up 
Her  old  and  shattered  frame; 
Who  in  her  day  of  boasted  power, 
By  her  sordid  greed  for  gain. 
She  left  upon  the  British  flag, 
A  foul  and  murky  stain. 

Where  ever  she  has  placed  her  flag 
There  she  stamps  her  brand;  • 
And  claims  it  part  of  Briton 
And  you  a  British  man; 
No  matter  what  your  wishes  are 
Or  how  much  you  may  complain, 
She  claims  you  as  her  sovereign  right 
Without  remorse  or  shame. 

Tou  may  have  been  a  Moorish  Dey 

A  Seapoy  or  a  Celt, 

Who  never  knew  a  Briton's  creed 

Nor  at  his  altars  knelt; 

But  you  must  be  British 

For  that's  her  little  game. 

Thus  to  augment  her  powers 

And  perpetuate  her  name. 

We  had  her  once  in  days  gone  by 
When  George  was  on  the  throne, 
She  left  us  many  a  broken  heart 
And  many  a  blighted  home; 
But  now  she  wants  to  get  us  back 
And  take  us  by  the  hand, 
To  buoy  up  her  prestige 
At  the  cost  of  Uncle  Sam. 
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But  Uncle  Sam's  a  cunning  one 

And  well  he  knew  his  place, 

He  neither  seeks  for  prestige 

Nor  caters  to  disgrace; 

And  then  he  never  can  forget 

For  the  story's  often  told, 

How  our  fathers  bought  our  freedom 

With  the  blood  of  heroes  bold. 

Who  left  unto  their  children 

A  land  both  grand  and  fair, 

With  Uncle  Sam— to  guard  tt 

And  give  it  all  his  care; 

And  told  us  with  their  dying  breath 

The  Union  to  maintain, 

And  ne'er  to  trust  a  foreign  prince 

For  any  earthly  gain. 

We  need  no  great  Alliance 

And  would  really  think  it  shame. 

To  accept  of  such  assistance 

To  whip  poor  fallen  Spain; 

For  Uncle  Sam — has  heroes  grand 

That  soon  will  make  it  plain, 

That  they  can  free  the  sons  of  Cuba 

And  take  vengeance  for  the  Maine. 

We  ask  for  no  assistance 

From  her  royal,  mighty  grace, 

We  wish  to  treat  her  kindly 

But  let  her  keep  her  place; 

We  know  full  well  what  she  has  done 

In  this  end  other  lands, 

She  always  takes  the  lion's  share 

Where  e'er  she  lays  her  hands. 

We  have  no  enmity  at  heart 

Against  the  British  throne, 

For  many  of  her  bravest  sons 

Are  kindred  of  our  own; 

But  should  we  e'er  forget  ourselves  t 

And  join  her  hand  and  hand, 

That  very  day  Old  Glory  falls 

And  so  does  Uncle  Sam. 
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SONG. 

SAMUEL   C.    MILLER. 

'Twas  eighteen  hundred  ninety-eight, 

On  the  first  of  May, 
When  Dewey  fought  the  battle 

In  fair  Manila's  bay. 

That  was  a  famous  battle, 

The  first  one  of  the  war: 
It  made  for  us  a  greater  name 

Than  we  did  have  before. 

We  demonstrated  to  the  world, 

How  we  can  fight  on  sea; 
And  showed  the  people  we  are  bold 

In  a  fight  for  liberty. 

Ah!  Liberty,  the  sweetest  thing 

That  dwells  in  any  clime; 
It  drys  our  tears  and  makes  us  sing, 

And  think  of  things  divine. 

The  battle  which  we  fought  that  day 
Caused  all  the  world  to  pause; 

For  'twas  a  famous  victory 
In  behalf  of  freedom's  cause. 

We  love  to  fight  when  we  are  right, 
Yet  we  shed  tears  for  the  slain; 

But  we  will  not  stop,  nor  cease  to  fight 
Until  we  conquer  Spain. 

Then  liberty  will  reign  supreme, 

In  good  old  Cuba's  clime; 
And  bondage  will  no  more  be  seen, 

There  it  will  never  shine. 

Then  Cubans  will  all  have  a  chance 

To  follow  in  our  way: 
And  then,  of  course,  they  will  advance 

And  see  a  brighter  day. 

On  history's  page  we'll  henceforth  find, 
The  account  of  Dewey's  fame; 

And  Cuba  will  his  name  enroll 
In  letters  of  living  flame. 
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THE  DEAD  OF  CARDENAS. 

WILLIAM  M.   MARINE. 

Columbia  mourns  her  braves; 

In  sackcloth  clothed  today, 
She  stts  beside  the  waves, 

Beside  their  speechless  clay. 

Her  soul  cast  down,  she  weeps 

And  sorrows  o'er  their  loss; 
In  pain  her  vigil  keeps 

Beneath  the  healing  cross. 

Through  conflict's  bitter  hours, 

Its  dangers  which  befell; 
Amid  the  battle's  showers 

Her  heroes  nobly  fell. 

'Twas  theirs  to  bravely  die, 

Toiling  for  victory; 
To  write  upon  the  sky 

"Vincent  amor  patriae." 

To  bless  the  holy  cause 

We  wage  for  conscience  sake, 
And  by  each  fate  transfuse 

And  strength  anew  awake. 

Its  martyrs  they  are  wed, 

And  shine  as  Freedom's  star, 
To  live  among  the  dead 

First  jewels  of  the  war. 


THE  STAR  SPANGLED  BANNER. 

ISAAC  McLELLAN. 

Banner  of  starry  fold 
Broidered  with  virgin  gold 

Evermore  wave! 
In  the  free  winds  that  pour 
Far  o'er  Columbia's  shore 

Wave  o'er  the  brave! 


502  Spanish- American  War  Bongs. 

O'er  our  grand  ships  of  war 
Bound  to  the  lofty  spar, 

Noble  Flags  wave! 
Flags  of  the  Saxon  race 
Foremost  should  be  your  place 
In  the  fight,  in  the  chase 

Leading  the  brave! 

Far  as  the  ocean  gale 
Sweeps  over  seas  its  wail 

Sighs  with  sad  note! 
O'er  the  red  battle  deck, 
Over  the  drifting  wreck 

High  shall  it  float! 

Long  where  green  branches  meet 
In  the  Cuban  village  street 

Let  it  be  plac'd; 
Woven  by  gentle  hands 
Hallowed  by  soft  commands 
Let  it  wave  o'er  the  lands 

Never  abased! 

Oh!  cruel  heartless  Spain 
We  mourn  the  loss  of  Maine 

In  the  Isle  of  the  Sea! 
We  ne'er  will  end  this  war 
'Till  Flag  of  Stripe  and  Star 
Shall  prevail  near  and  far 

With  Cuba  free! 


"YANKEE   DEWEY." 

WILLIAM   MILLER. 

Yankee  Dewey  went  to  sea, 

Sailing  on  a  cruiser. 
He  took  for  company  some  men 

And  then  of  guns  a  few,  sir. 

Chorus. 

Yankee  Dewey,  Ha,  ha-ha. 

Dewey  you're  a  dandy; 
With  men  and  guns  and  cruisers,  too. 

You're  certainly  quite  handy. 
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He  sailed  away  to  the  Philippines, 

With  orders  quick  to  snatch  'em. 
And  thrash  the  Spaniards  right  and  left, 

Wherever  he  could  catch  'em. 

Chorus. 

And  Yankee  Dewey  did  it,  too; 

Completely  and  so  well,  sir, 
That  not  a  bloomin'  ship  is  left 

Of  all  that  Spanish  fleet,  sir. 

Chorus. 

Ha!  Yankee  Dewey,  you're  a  peach, 

A  noble,  gallant  tar,  sir. 
You're  out  of  sight,  you're  out  of  reach, 

We  hail  you  from  afar,  sir. 

Chorus. 

We  greet  you  with  three  rousing  cheers, 

You  and  your  Yankee  tars,  sir. 
For  the  deeds  you've  done  and  vict'ry  won, 

For  Yankee-doodle-doo,  sir. 

Chorus. 

Yankee  Dewey,  keep  it  up, 

Certainly  you  are  handy, 
With  men  and  guns  and  cruisers,  too, 

Oh,  Dewey,  you're  a  dandy. 


THE    CITY    OF   HAVANA. 

mary  Mcdonald. 
(Air,  "Marching  Through  Georgia.") 

Our  flag  has  been  insulted,  boys; 

The  day  has  come  again 
When  we  must  try  our  Yankee  grit 

Against  the  Dons  of  Spain. 
Our  sailors  and  our  battleship 

We'ell  never  lose  in  vain. 
We'll  bombard  the  city  of  Havana. 


504  Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

Chorus. 

To  arms:  To  arms!  we'll  set  poor  Cuba  free, 
To  arms!  To  arms!  our  fleet  set  sail  with  glee, 
And  though  we  lose  ten  thousand  lives 
Upon  the  raging  sea. 
We'll  bombard  the  city  of  Havana. 

The  Nashville  opened  fire,  boys, 
All  hailed  the  sound  with  cheers. 

The  first  gun  in  our  navy  shot 
In  war  for  thirty  years. 

But  now  the  flag  of  freedom  bathed 
With  Cuba's  blood  and  tears, 

We'll  wave  o'er  the  city  of  Havana. 

(Chorus,  To  arms,  etc.) 


A  CHICKAMAUGA  CHORUS. 

R.   K.   MUNKITTRICK. 

We  do  not  ask  for  turkey, 

We  do  not  look  for  ale; 

We  never  dream 

About  ice  cream, 

Raw  oysters,  crab,  or  quail. 

We  do  not  want  roast  pheasant 

Before  we  go  to  bed, 

But  to  do  the  Don 

We'd  look  upon 

The  corn  beef  when  It's  red. 

The  corn  beef  when  it's  red,  boys! 

With  cabbage,  green  and  bright; 

And  onions,  too, 

To  gild  the  stew 

And  fill  us  full  of  fight 

Away  with  chicken  fricassee. 

Away  with  minted  lamb; 

We  are  not  stuck 

On  canvass  duck 

When  out  for  Uncle  Sam, 
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We  only  ask  for  coffee, 

Of  any  common  brand, 

That  we  may  march  * 

And  knock  the  starch 

Out  of  that  Dago  band. 

Out  of  that  Dago  band,  boysf 

And  put  it  all  to  flight; 

So  stick  some  pork 

Upon  our  fork 

And  fill  us  full  of  fight. 

We  ain't  no  high-born  livers, 

Nor  need  we  finger  bowls, 

When  out  to  fight 

We  have  no  right 

To  ask  for  tarts  and  rolls. 

We  ain't  no  Edgar  Murphys 
That  must  have  Mumm  and  pie; 
But  still  we  feels 
That  three  square  meals 
Would  help  us  do  or  die. 

Would  help  us  do  or  die,  boys! 
And  beat  them  out  of  sight, 
If  we  can  get 
Plain  grub  you  bet 
We'll  never  lose  a  fight 


POEM. 

COL.  FRANK  P.  MORGAN. 

Old  King  Coal 
Plays  a  jolly  new  role, 
A  jolly  new  role  plays  he. 

"Powder  and  ball 
Are  of  no  use  at  all 
If  you  can't  make  steam,"  says  he. 

Old  King  Coal 
Plays  a  jolly  new  role, 
For  he  is  King  of  the  Sea! 
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COLUMBIA  TO   CUBA. 

ADA  MIXON. 

Fair  isle  of  the  tropic  seas, 

We  have  heard  thy  fainting  cry 
Borne  on  the  sighing  breeze: 

"Freedom!  or  let  me  die!" 
For  thy  star  of  patient  hope, 

Lone  star  of  unity, 
Shine  fifty  stars  from  slope  to  slope 

For  thee  and  liberty. 

Pride  of  the  Western  isles! 

In  freedom's  name  we  come. 
Thy  dead  betrayed  by  Spanish  wiles 

Watch  o'er  their  island  home, 
And  with  them  o'er  Havana  Bay 

There  glides  a  ghostly  train 
That  ever  chants  this  somber  lay: 

"Comrades,  avenge  the  Maine!" 

Pearl  of  the  summer  sea, 

Thy  triumph  is  at  hand; 
No  more  on  suppliant  knee 

To  a  tyrant  fatherland. 
We  will  make  this  Western  world 

The  home  of  liberty; 
For  this  our  banner  is  unfurled, 

God  and  humanity. 


MY    SAILOR   LADDIE. 

LALIA  MITCHELL. 

Tonight  the  war-cloud  covers 

My  own,  my  native  land; 
Tonight  a  war-fleet  hovers 

Dark-browed  on  either  hand. 
Our  Navy  waits  the  battle, 

Nor  fears  the  final  end, 
Though  hostile  cannon  rattle 

And  hurtling  shells  descend. 
But  for  my  sailor  laddie 

My  wistful  eyes  grow  dim,. 
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God  knows  I  love  my  country, 
But,  0,  I  fear  for  him. 

Sometimes  my  courage  falters, 

Sometimes,  but  not  for  long. 
Mars  rears  his  bloody  altars 

And  sings  his  battlesong. 
My  soul  on  eagle  pinions, 

Prophetic  sees  the  hour, 
When  Spain's  dishonored  minions 

Shall  bend  to  Freedom's  power. 
But  while  my  sailor's  vessel 

The  fearsome  tide  must  skim, 
God  knows  I  love  my  country, 

But,  0,  I  pray  for  him. 

Pull  soon  these  desecrations 

Of  life  and  right  must  cease; 
For  over  all  the  nations 

Is  set  a  Prince  of  Peace. 
Then  bards  shall  tell  the  story 

Of  Cuba's  glorious  birth; 
And  paeans  of  our  glory 

Be  sung  around  the  earth. 
Yet  when  my  sailor  greets  me, 

All  these  shall  seem  but  dim; 
God  knows  I  love  my  country, 

But  joy  must  be  for  him. 


THE   OLD   SOLDIER'S  FLAG. 

H.    W.   MOUNTZ. 

I  have  heard  the  drums  a  beat  in  \ 

Seen  the  boys  a  marchin'  by, 
With  their  bands  a  playin'  "Dixie," 

And  their  flags  a-wavin'  high; 
So  I've  brought  out  this  old  banner 

Fer  our  soldier  boys  to  see — 
It's  the  one  we  took  through  Georgia 

From  Atlanta  to  the  sea. 

Mebby  it  looks  old  and  faded 
'Side  of  yours,  so  new  and  bright, 
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Fer  the  smoke  of  many  battles 
Stained  its  stripes  of  red  and  white. 

But  it's  dearer  than  all  others 
To  my  comrades  here,  and  me, 

Fer  we  carried  it  through  Georgia, 
From  Atlanta  to  the  sea. 

We  had  it  at  bloody  Shiloh, 

And  at  Chick&m&uga,  too, 
And  o'er  many  a  field  of  carnage 

Waved  its  red  and  white  and  blue. 
In  the  place  where  there  was  fightin' 

That  old  flag  was  sure  to  be — 
And  we  carried  it  through  Georgia, 

From  Atlanta  to  the  sea. 

But,  as  now  the  war  clouds  gather 

Over  our  beloved  land, 
Ready  to  defend  its  honor 

North  and  South  together  stand; 
And  their  bravest  sons  will  foller 

The  old  flag  as  well  as  we 
Follered  it.  and  marched  through  Georgia, 

From  Atlanta  to  the  sea. 

Take  it  with  you  into  battle; 

Sight  of  it  will  banish  fear. 
Drive  the  hated  Spanish  tyrant 

From  the  Western  hemisphere. 
Never  furl  those  tattered  colors 

Until  Cuba,  too,  is  free; 
Fer  we  carried  them  through  Georgia, 

From  Atlanta  to  the  sea. 


MOVE   OUT,    SPANIARD!     MOVE! 

E.  P.  MICKEL. 

Move  out,  Spaniard!  Move! 

You  had  better  get  away, 
For  Uncle  Samuel's  coming, 

You  have  no  time  to  stay; 
Move  out,  Spaniard!  Move! 
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Tour  time  to  leave  is  past, 
For  Uncle  Samuel's  coming, 
And  he's  coming  fast  fast. 
Move  out,  Spaniard!  Move! 

He  is  marching  over  mountains. 

He  is  tramping  through  the  plains; 
He  owns  some  half  a  hundred  States, 

His  head  is  full  of  brains; 
His  eye  is  like  the  eagle's, 

His  muscle  strong    as  steel; 
Tou  had  bettor  move  out  Spaniard, 

He  will  grind  you  into  meal. 
•Move  out,  Spaniard!  Move! 

He  is  done  with  all  your  meanness 

On  this  side  of  the  sea — 
Tour  war  on  wives  and  hospitals, 

With  chains  to  bind  the  free; 
He  says  you've  got  to  stop  it, 

And  stop  it  mighty  quick; 
Tou  had  better  move  out,  Spaniard, 

Before  you  get  too  sick. 
Move  out,  Spaniard!  Move! 

Tou  slew  the  child  and  mother 

Before  his  very  gate; 
For  Liberty's  fair  Stars  and  Stripes 

Tou  showed  your  spiteful  hate. 
Columbia's  brave  defenders 

Tou  slaughtered  in  the  Maine; 
Tou  had  better  move  out,  Spaniard, 

And  get  you  back  to  Spain. 
Move  out,  Spaniard!  Move! 

Move  out,  Spaniard!  Move! 

And  don't  you  move  too  slow! 
For  Uncle  Samuel's  coming, 

And  Spain  has  got  to  go! 
Move  out,  Spaniard!  Move! 

Tou  had  better  strike  a  run, 
For  Uncle  Samuel's  coming; 

He  is  coming  with  his  gun. 
Move  out,  Spaniard!  Move! 
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THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  THE  MAINE. 

MARY  T.   MAHONEY. 

'Twas  in  Havana  harbor, 

One  February  night, 
Some  Spanish  foes  were  thinking 

On  a  plan  that  showed  their  might. 

'Twas  dark  within  that  city, 

And  everything  was  still, 
No  particle  of  noise  was  heard, 

Not  even  the  whip-poor-will, 
These  foes  were  thinking  out  their  ptans, 

And  carrying  them  out  in  vain, 
To  sink  the  United  States  battleship, 

The  beautiful  battleship  Maine. 

They    were  jealous  of  our  ship. 

And  did  not  like  to  see 
Our  noble  American  battleship, 

Sailing  proudly  out  to  sea 
They  decided  that  this  noble  ship 

Ne'er  again  should  sail  the  seas, 
And  that  she  never  should  again 

Bear  her  white  sails  to  the  breeze. 

There  was  silence  in  that  city, 
Dead  silence,  but  then  came 

A  light,  and  suddenly  Havana  harbor 
Was  but  one  sheet  of  flame 

It  was  then  said,  "they  blew  up  our  battleship, 
Our  favorite,  "The  Maine." 

The  shattered  vessel  began  to  sink, 

And  many  lives  were  lost, 
And  that  beautiful  vessel  all  wrecked, 

On  the  wild  waves  dashed  and  tossed. 
But  these  foes  have  dearly  paid, 

For  the  evil  they  have  done, 
When  at  Manila  they  were  found, 

And  our  brave  side  won. 

They  paid  for  the  Maine  at  Manila, 

When  Dewey  and  his  boys 
Sailed  in  and  took  the  harbor, 

Without  making  any  noise. 
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Then  our  troops  went  to  Manila, 

To  aid  Dewey  in  his  plan, 
And  they'll  blockade  the  harbor, 

And  kill  the  Spanish  men. 


TO    THE    FRONT. 

F.  J.  M'CARTHY. 

The  sons  of  those  who  wore  the  blue 

And  those  who  wore  the  gray, 
In  answer  to  their  country's  call, 

Are  marching  to  the  fray. 
No  North,  no  South  divides  them  now, 

But  one  united  band. 
They  stand  as  brothers,  side  by  side, 

To  fight  for  freedom's  land. 

The  stars  and  stripes  are  waving  high 

O'er  freedom's  broad  domain; 
Her  loyal  sons  are  marching  on 

To  crush  the  pow'r  of  Spain. 
For  country  and  for  liberty 

They  soon  shall  strike  a  blow 
To  set  a  captive  people  free 

And  lay  the  tyrant  low. 

Unfurl  that  banner  to  the  breeze, 

And  let  the  war-drums  roll; 
The  fire  of  patriotism  burns 

In  every  freeman's  soul. 
To  fight  or  die  for  liberty, 

To  crush  th'  oppressor's  might, 
The  Lord  of  Hosts  be  with  us 

And  battle  for  the  right. 

And  when  the  foeman  falls  beneath 

Our  fiery  leaden  rain, 
In  fearful  retribution  for 

Those  slaughtered  on  the  Maine; 
When  vict'ry  rears  her  standard  o'er 

Our  army  in  the  fray, 
The  vanguard  shall  be  Nashville  boys 

Who  helped  to  win  the  day. 
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THE   HERO   OF   MANILA. 

MRS.  JOHN  McCOY,  NEE  SWIFT. 

Hail!  hero  of  the  Philippines! 
Hail!  also  to  thy  brave  marines 
Who  rushed  to  fame  at  thy  command 
Or  death  upon  Manila's  strand. 

The  glorious  news  has  floated  far 
And  from  the  distant  seat  of  war 
"Our  flag  floats  on  Manila  height!" 
This  reached  us  late  that  fateful  night 

Ah!  surely  joy  doth  sometimes  fill 
O'flowing  cups,  as  sorrow  will. 
The  red  wine  sparkles,  quaffed  to  thee, 
Our  hero  of  the  eastern  sea. 

May  Victory's  angel  guard  thee  now, 
Safe  home,  with  laurels  on  thy  brow. 
On  history's  page  thy  name  shall  shine 
With  honor  that  is  solely  thine. 

God  of  battles,  praised  be  thee! 

Thou  look'st  upon  us  pleasingly. 

Thy  poor  oppressed  for  vengeance  cried. 

For  their  just  cause  our  martyrs  died. 

Dewey!  Thy  fame  shall  deathless  be 
'Till  time  blends  in  eternity; 
Where  thy  brave  deeds  recorded  are 
In  the  book  of  life  bold  warrior. 


"ADMIRALS    ALL." 

FARRAGUT. 
W.  T.  MEREDITH. 

Farragut,  Farragut, 

Old  Heart  of  Oak, 
Daring  Dave  Farragut, 

Thunderbolt  stroke, 
Watches  the  hoary  mist 

Lift  from  the  bay, 
Till  his  flag,  glory-kissed, 

Greets  the  young  day. 
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Far  by  gray  Morgan's  walls, 

Looms  the  black  fleet 
Hark!  deck  to  rampart  calls 

With  the  drum's  beat! 
Buoy  your  chains  overboard, 

While  Che  steam  hums; 
Men!  to  the  battlement, 

Farragut  comes. 

See,  as  the  hurricane, 

Hurtles  in  wrath 
Squadrons  of  clouds  amain 

Back  from  its  path! 
Back  to  the  parapet, 

To  the  gun's  lips, 
Thunderbolt  Farragut 

Hurls  the  black  ships. 

Now  through  the  battle's  roar 

Clear  the  boy  sings, 
"By  the  mark  fathoms  four," 

While  his  lead  swings. 
Steady  the  wheelmen  five 

"Nor*  by  east  keep  her," 
"Steady,"  but  two  alive: 

How  the  shells  sweep  her! 

Lashed  to  the  mast  that  sways 

Over  the  red  decks, 
Over  the  flame  that  plays 

Round  the  torn  wrecks, 
Over  the  dying  lips 

Framed  for  a  cheer, 
Farragut  leads  his  ships, 

Guides  his  line  clear. 

On  by  heights  cannon-browed, 

While  the  spars  quiver; 
Onward  still  flames  the  cloud 

Where  the  hulks  shiver. 
See,  yon  fort's  star  is  set, 

Storm  and  fire  past. 
Cheer  him  lads,— Farragut, 

Lashed  to  the  mast. 
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Oh!  Wliile  Atlantic's  breast 

Bears  a  white  sail, 
While  the  Gulf's  towering  crest 

Tops  a  green  rale; 
Men  thy  bold  deeds  shall  tell, 

Old  Heart  of  Oak, 
Daring  Dave  Farragut, 

Thunderbolt  stroke! 


TO  HIS  HOLINESS,  POPE  LEO  XHI. 

SHANDY    MAGUIRE. 

Don't  you  do  It,  Holy  Father,  do  not  send  a  single  prayer 

Up  to  Ood  to  bless  the  Spaniards  or  their  worthless  lives  to  spare. 

'Sure,  religion  was  unminded  by  the  inquisition  pack, 

Till  they  fooled  with  Yankee  Doodle  and  got  stretched  upon  their  back; 

Now  they  ask  you  in  their  terror  up  above  to  intercede, 

To  protect  them  from  destruction  in  this  hour  of  dreadful  need; 

Ere  her  Majesty  you  answer,  will  you  ask  her  to  explain 

Why  she  didn't  seek  your  counsel  before  blowing  up  the  Maine? 

""When  the  devil  he  was  ailing"— sure,  you  know  the  adage  well — 
He  would  like  to  be  an  angel,  and  not  paramount  in  hell; 
Now  the  Dons  have  got  a  colic,  but  our  gallant  Yankee  tars 
Will  adjust  their  indigestion  with  a  dose  of  Stripes  and  Stars. 

And,  your  Holiness,  just  watch  them  hunt  the  vermin  to  their  holes 

We'll  consent  to  let  you  offer  up  some  masses  for  their  souls — 
But  a  single  word  don't  murmur  to  the  God  of  truth  and  right, 
To  enable  them  to  meet  us  with  a  chance  to  win  a  fight. 

Think  of  how  this  glorious  Nation  always  opened  wide  its  doors 

To  receive  the  tortured  people  driven  off  from  foreign  shores! 

And,  your  Holiness,  remember  in  the  days  of  forty-eight, 

How  the  Yankee  ships  were  laden  to  the  water's  edge  with  wheat 

To  relieve  the  starving  people  of  poor  Paddy's  sainted  sod, 

Those  whose  hearts  have  never  wavered  to  your  Holiness  and  God.        . 

Where  was  Spain  among  the  nations?    Did  she  hungry  peasants  feed    ^ 

Not  a  mouthful,  while  our  people  never  thought  of  clime  or  creed. 

Now,  by  gosh!  we  will  repay  them  just  the  same  as  sixty-one; 

We  will  help  brave  Yankee  Doodle  to  annihilate  the  Don. 

43o  upon  your  knees  assist  us,  for  religion  here  is  free; 

Every  church  in  peace  may  flourish  from  the  mountains  to  the  sea, 
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id  If  for  no  other  reason  than  to  praise  Almighty  God, 

ther  inside  a  cathedral,  or  upon  the  verdant  sod, 

m  should  send  a  kind  petition  up  through  Jordan's  golden  gates 

>  the  Lord  to  always  bless  us  here  in  these  United  States. 

)ly  Father,  now  remember,  don't  articulate  a  word 

> the  glorious  God  of  battles  to  assist  the  Spanish  sword; 

>r  we've  Dewey,  and  we've  Sampson,  yes,  and  gallant  Fighting  Bob; 

*U  to  fill  with  souls  of  Spaniards,  we  have  given  them  the  Job! 

id  I  guess  the  Lord  will  aid  them,  for  the  victims  of  the  Maine 

>  before  His  great  tribunal  got  the  first  word  in  on  Spain, 
was  a  damnable  explosion,  but  the  Yankee  cannon  barks 

it  a  vengeance  for  our  sailors  in  the  stomachs  of  the  sharks. 

«Tt  you  do  it,  Holy  Father,  Spain's  not  worth  a  tinker's  dam, 

id  besides,  the  Lord  has  always  made  a  chum  of  Uncle  Sam. 

to  disrespect  am  showing  by  addressing  you  this  song; 

ma  mad  to  think  she'd  ask  you  to  assist  in  doing  wrong; 

ink  of  all  the  starving  creatures  she  sent  Weyler  here  to  shoot! 

i  she  in  those  days  consult  you?    No!  that  treacherous  galoot 

&s  encouraged  in  his  slaughter;  but  our  Yankee  ships  and  tars 

ill  above  their  graves  in  Cuba  float  the  glorious  Stripes  and  Stars*. 


»» 


YANKEE   ROOSTER  AND    SPANISH   OYSTER 

ELIHU  MASON  MORSE. 

Said  a  Rooster  to  an  Oyster,  as  they  walked  Hispania's  shore, 

Shall  I  sing  you  Gaudeamus?"    Said  the  Oyster,  "Nevermore; 

tat  the  islands  where  bananas  and  Havanas  grow  galore, 

fou  may  keep  and  keep  your  singing,  if  our  crimson  war  is  o'er.' 

Said  the  Rooster:  "O,  my  Oy3ter,  not  for  'keeps'  I  shed  your  gore. 

Jut  for  liberty  and  law,  for  evermore  and  evermore." 

So  the  Oyster  buttoned  on  her  old  colonial  pinafore, 

tad  they  sailed  for  the  Antilles,  as  in  golden  days  of  yore. 

Soon  the  grand  and  gracious  Rooster  crowed  his  Yankee  Doodle  crow — 
n  the  wild  and  Windward  Passage  crowed,  "My  Bonnie  Oyster,  O! 
have  called  my  Maine  disaster  only  a  disaster — though 
Spanish  Main  and  Philippines  I  blowed  as  high  as  I  could  blow." 
Iweet  and  sad  the  mollusk  murmured,  "Take  my  gems;  I  eastward  go*.** 
Answered  Chanticleer:  "The  pearls  will  make  the  oysters  apropos, 
n  the  spicy  isles  of  Philip,  where  the  Yankee  roosters  crow, 
Lnd  in  beauteous  Cuban  Libre,  where  the  orange  blossoms  blow.* 
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OUR   FLAG. 

MARGARITE  C.  MOORE. 


»» 


In  thy  shadow,  grand  "Old  Glory,* 

We  are  met  to  hear  the  story 
How  thou  ledst  our  fathers  on  to  victory, 

And  to  pledge  our  troth  again 

That  thou  ever  shalt  remain 
Emblem  fair,  without  a  stain,  of  the  free. 

From  the  flags  the  children  flutter. 
While  with  strong  young  voice  they  utter 

Earnest  hope  and  fervent  vow  'mid  ringing  cheer, 
To  the  scarred  and  tattered  shred 
Waving  o'er  the  veterans'  tread — 

To  the  folds  that  shrine  our  dead — thou  are  dear! 

For,  howe'er  Time's  winds  may  alter — 

Though  the  lily  bands  shall  falter, 
And  the  crimson  bars  glow  deeper,  flushed  with  war, 

Still  is  set  in  heaven's  blue — 

Firm,  united,  tried  and  true, 
Steadfast,  loyal,  through  and  through,  every  star! 

So  by  sire  and  son  saluted, 

In  the  glorious  past  deep  rooted, 
Thou  shalt  wave  the  glorious  future  far  adown; 

Refuge  from  the  tyrant's  rod, 

Wearing  o'er  thy  colors  broad, 
Hope  of  man  and  love  of  God  for  thy  crown! 


ROCHESTER  NAVAL  RESERVES. 

GRACE  E.   MOORE. 

Summon  our  sailors  together! 

Give  a  cheer  for  each  brave  young  tar, 
Eager  they  are  for  action, 

And  primed  are  their  guns  for  war. 
Long  have  they  waited  the  signal, 

Our  Naval  Reserves — tried  and  trim — 
And  with  the  valor  and  vigor  they  answer, 

Cheering  to  echo's  brim. 
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Let  them  Join  the  ships  that  are  gathered, 

Our  nation's  mighty  fleet; 
This  strong  young  nation  we  love  so  well, 

That  never  has  known  defeat. 
The  Sword  of  Liberty  hangs  in  air — 

A  blade  with  never  a  stain, 
Be  it  said  that  our  sailors  lent  a  hand 

To  avenge  wrongs  done  by  Spain. 

Justice  and  mercy  are  pleading, 

In  the  tones  of  peace  we  feel 
A  ring  of  sterner  purpose 

Than  has  heretofore  been  revealed. 
Our  soldier  boys  must  be  avenged, 

And  our  own  dead  seamen,  slain, 
So  onward,  boys!    Set  Cuba  free! 

Put  aside  these  Spanish  chains. 

Sound  a  rally  then  for  our  sailor  boys, 

Who  go  for  our  country's  need; 
Give  them  a  parting  hand-clasp 

And  a  solemn  but  hearty  "God  Speed." 
Let  us  kneel  and  pray  for  their  safe  return, 

Let  us  hope  the  paths  they  trod 
May  be  made  more  smooth  by  One 

To  whom  we  trust  their  future — God. 


"GOOD   TIMES   ACOMIN\" 

WILLIAM  R.   MOORE. 

Marse  Sampson  churned  de  ocean  blue, 

A-lookln'  fer  he  dunno  who; 

From  Habana  to  Martinique, 

L'od!  How  he  make  dem  big  guns  speak. 

Dey  say  de  Spanish  gone  to  Cadiz — 
If  he  cotch  dem  dey '11  go  to  hades; 
And  dar  dey'll  think  de  weather  cool 
To  what  dey  felt  on  dis  footstool. 

Ole  Massa  Dewey  beat  'em  all, 
He  run  'em  down  and  make  'em  small; 
And  in  Manila  now  dey  pray, 
"Lo'd,  take  Marse  Dewey  clean  away." 
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But  Jes'  you  wait  fer  old  Marse  Lee, 
He'll  show  you  somethin'  wuth  to  see; 
And  when  his  "corn-fed"  boys  sing  out, 
Dem  Spaniards  dey'll  go  up  de  spout 

Sich  times  has  nebbar  yet  been  seed 
As  sho  will  come  when  Cuba's  freed; 
Dis  niggah'll  shout  in  loud  hosannas, 
"Fi  cent  a  duz  fer  fat  bananas!" 

Wld  watermillions  cent  apiece, 
De  trade  will  run  as  slick  as  grease; 
Den  add  de  Guv-ment  pensions,  too, 
And  we'll  have  no  mo'  wuk  to  do. 

I  neber  thought  to  see  dis  day — 
But  let  us  gib  de  Lo'd  his  way; 
He  knows  it  all— we'll  take  his  'vice, 
Although  he  fooled  me  once  or  twice. 

With  Miles,  Joe  Wheeler,  Fitzhugh  Lee 
Togedder  is  a  sight  to  see; 
"Old  Glory"  in  the  lead — we  say, 
My  bredderin,  sistern,  let  us  pray. 


OLD   GLORY'S  NATAL  DAY. 

ALICE    DEE    MOQUE. 

Lying  at  rest  in  an  unknown  grave 

Are  the  hands  that  deftly  plied 
The  needle  and  thread  that  joined  in  one 

The  hues  of  our  nation's  pride. 
The  red  and  white,  with  the  blue  and  stars,    ' 

That  swells  in  the  breeze  today 
As  it  waves  and  floats  from  many  a  staff 

To  the  whole  world  seems  to  say: 

"Great  men  are  known  by  their  val'rous  deeds. 

And  the  high  born  have  much  renown, 
But  I'm  the  child  of  two  humble  hands 

That  toiled  in  a  Quaker  town. 
Just  seven  stripes  of  bright  bunting  red, 

With  one  less  of  purest  white, 
Of  blue  just  a  square  with  shining  stars — 

Behold  me,  a  nation's  might! 


i 
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"Old  Glory  I  am,  and  the  name  is  Just, 

For  the  fairest  of  gifts  God  gave. 
This  beautiful  land,  is  all  my  own, 

The  home  of  the  free  and  the  brave. 
Tattered  and  rent,  I  am  laid  away 

With  the  form  of  patriot  dead. 
I  embrace  in  my  folds  my  hero  sons 

Who  for  me  their  blood  have  shed. 

"From  the  nation's  dome  I  gayly  wave 

O'er  this  land  from  sea  to  sea, 
And  none  are  so  low  and  none  so  high 

But  look  with  delight  on  me. 
Honored  I  float  o'er  a  fair,  free  land. 

I've  a  place  in  the  nation's  past, 
And  now  together  the  North  and  South 

My  folds  of  love  bind  fast 

A  simple  flag,  but  I  proudly  raise 

Columbia's  stars  to  the  sky! 
Let  the  foreigners  have  their  emblem  gay, 

America's  flag  am  I! 
I  deck  and  adorn  on  my  natal  day 

Rich  homes  majestic  and  tall, 
Streaming  and  swelling  as  breezes  play 

From  the  humble  cottage  small. 

"But,  though  I  fly  from  a  thousand  staffs 

In  silk  with  fringe  of  gold, 
My  greatest  pride  is  the  tiny  thing 

That  for  just  a  penny  is  sold. 
I'm  a  tiny  flag,  indeed,  'tis  true, 

Worn  on  a  small  urchin's  breast, 
But  I  feel  the  beat  of  the  pure  young  heart, 

This  honor  I  deem  my  best." 


SPAIN. 

PROFESSOR  JOHN  MOORE. 

Spain  has  a  history  that  is  black, 
Extending  through  ages  that  go  far  back; 
Its  crimes  appear  in  bright  searchlight, 
Which  late  events  bring  clear  to  sight 


i 
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Spain  boasts  of  honor  that's  very  high, 
But  what  it  is,  who  can  decry? 
The  facts  come  which  all  can  see 
Whose  power  of  thought  is  truly  free. 

That  nation  once  stood  high  and  strong, 
And  yet  was  always  in  the  wrong; 
The  seed  it  sowed  so  very  bad 
Its  fruits  now  declares  the  rulers  mad. 

Great  wrong  at  last  its  harvest  brings, 
To  which  the  nation  now  blindly  clingB, 
And  now  the  object  lesson  plainly  stands, 
A  dark  spectacle  before  all  lands. 

Humanity  now  cries  out  with  piteous  calls, 
To  dash  down  the  strong  stone  walls; 
That  freedom's  standard  there  may  wave, 
Which  means  no  Cuban  is  a  slave. 

The  mills  of  the  gods  do  slowly  grind, 
The  grinding  power  despots  must  surely  And; 
Giant  wrong  brings  the  result  at  last 
Which  comes  ere  harvest  time  is  past 


HALF  MAST. 

LLOYD  MIFFLIN. 

On  every  school  house,  ship  and  staff, 
From  'Frisco  clear  to  Marblehead, 

Let  droop  the  starry  banner  now, 
In  sorrow  for  our  sailor  dead. 

Half  mast!  Half  mast!  o'er  all  the  land, 
The  verdict  wait;  your  wrath  restrain; 

Half  mast  for  all  that  gallant  band — 
The  sailors  of  the  Maine. 

Not  till  a  treachery  is  proved 
His  sword  the  patriot  soldier  draws; 

War  is  the  last  alternative — 
Be  patient  till  ye  know  the  cause; 

Meanwhile — Half  mast  o'er  all  the  land! 

The  verdict  wait;  your  wrath  restrain; 
Half  mast!  for  all  that  gallant  band — 

The  martyrs  of  the  Maine. 
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R.  J.   MOOREJ. 

Everything  is  Dewey  In  this  patriotic  land, 
Since  our  hero  showed  that  he  could  fight  "to  heat  the  band," 
And  our  flags  are  flying  from  housetops,  pole  and  stand, 
Since  he  made  the  Dons  skedaddle  from  Manila. 

He's  a  honey,  a  lulu, 

And  a  fighter,  too; 

A  hummer,  a  stunner, 

And  the  truest  blue. 

(He  is  handy,  and  a  dandy, 

All  the  world  knows  how  he  flew 

At  the  Spaniards  that  he  met  down  at  Manila. 

Dewey  has  a  title  now,  he  so  bravely  won, 
For  the  future  he's  an  admiral  from  teaching  Dons  to  run; 
He  has  a  receipt  for  medicine,  too,  he  keeps  inside  a  gun, 
That  he  dosed  the  Spaniards  with  down  at  Manila. 

\y*hat  a  red  hot  breakfast  for  the  Dons  that  Sunday  morn, 
W^hen  the  Yankee  came  sailing  in  Manila  Bay  at  dawn, 
They  plugged  the  Spanish  fleet  and  forts,  sent  Dons  where  they  be) 
Oh,  the  Maine  was  well  remembered  at  Manila. 


THE  NATION'S  VOLUNTEERS. 

M.  P.  MURPHY. 

and  thirty  years  have  flown,  three  and  thirty  fruitful  years 
L<^e  the  Nation  welcomed  home  again  her  valorous  volunteers, 
^**s  of  peace  and  years  of  plenty,  years  in  which  the  land  hath  g 
^  nobler  height  of  Statehood  than  a  land  has  ever  known. 

^  the  mere  material  blessings  which  this  favored  country  hath 
**  but  little  of  the  glories  of  the  harvest's  aftermath 
***ch  was  planted  in  the  Sixties.     Never  has  a  battlefield 
v<&n  forth  such  wondrous  product  or  a  crop  more  generous  yield. 

*t  in  learning,  thought  or  culture,  not  in  peaceful  enterprise, 
*t  in  these  our  future  liveth,  not  in  this  our  greatness  lies. 
*  our  wealth  and  all  our  wisdom,  all  our  virtues  would  be  vain 
^*%  the  great  essentials  lacking— men  of  heart  and  men  of  brain 
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You've  roasted  us  unmercifully  but  our  hearts  are  with  you 
And  if  ill  luck  shall  be  your  lot  you'll  find  our  hearts  are  true 
And  if  our  mighty  navy  called  out  we'll  show  what  we  can  do 
Then  you'll  cheer  the  star  spangled  banner  and  old  union  Jack,  too. 

On  May  the  first  these  two  nations  met  oh  'twas  a  sight  to  see 

When  Commodore  Dewey  attacked  the  fierce  and  mighty  enemy 

But  he  came  out  victorious  a  ship  he  did  no  loose 

But  human  blood  of  course  did  flow  as  men  he  had  to  use 

The  enemies  side  their  loss  was  great  two  thousand  men  of  Spain 

Will  never  mre  attack  a  ship  for  they  are  with  the  slain 

'Twas  joyful  news  at  Washington  this  victory  on  the  sea 

Seven  ships  lost  but  none  of  our  and  still  we  have  brave  Dewey. 


"  THE  FAIK  YOUNG  MOTHERLAND  THAT  BORE  US." 

MRS.  McVEAN-ADAMS. 

Study  the  past  with  a  thoughtful  mind 
Look  through  the  world,  as  it  lies  before  us, 

Among  all  lands  you  will  never  find 
The  peer  of  the  fair  young  land  that  bore  us. 

Let  others  sing  of  the  "Vaterland," 

Or  to  old  England  raise  a  chorus; 
We  pledge  each  heart,  each  good  right  hand, 

To  the  fair  young  Mother-land  that  bore  us. 

Look!   There  serene  and  bright  she  stands 

Scanning  the  radiant  path  before  us 
Holding  with  strong  and  regal  hands 

The  sacred  flag  of  Freedom  o'er  us. 

Haply  she  thinks  on  that  awful  hour 

When  they — who  should  have  held  her  dearest- 
Struck  at  her  heart  with  the  greater  power 
Since  to  her  breast  they  were  nestled  nearest. 

Haply  she  thinks  how  the  wound  was  cured, 

Hears  sweet  music  of  falling  fetter, 
And,  by  the  anguish  once  endured, 

Learns  to  be  kinder,  nobler,  better. 

See  where  she  stands  in  her  ripened  charms, 

Charity's  type  for  the  whole  creation, 
Taking  into  her  sheltering  arms 

The  poor  and  the  brave  from  every  nation. 
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Crushing  the  cruel  power  of  Spain, 

With  Cuba  cow'ring  behind  "Old  Glory/' 
While  North  and  South  clasp  hands  again 

To  write  In  blood  her  deathless  story. 

Saw  you  ever  a  sight  so  fair! 

Thrilling  all  hearts  to  do  her  honor! 
Lift  up  your  voices  high  in  th'  air 

And  call  down  Heaven's  best  blessings  on  her! 

Well,  for  her,  might  our  blood  be  poured! 

Loud,  for  her,  will  we  sound  the  chorus! 
First  and  best  and  the  most  adored, 

The  fair  young  Mother-land  that  bore  us! 


UNITED. 

FRANK  L.  MONTEVERDE. 

A  hero's  words,  spoke  from  the  heart, 

And  they  will  live  till  Time's  decay; 
He  spoke  that  which  the  South,  in  part, 

If  it  could  speak,  would  wish  to  say. 
O  southern  chivalry  and  pride! 

In  other  days  your  leader,  Lee; 
Now  you  would  follow  at  the  side 

Of  that  great  name,  for  Cuba  Free! 
And  you  would  go 
To  face  the  foe, 
And  die  as  Southern  men  have  done, 
The  bravest  under  heaven's  sun! 

Brave  Fitzhugh  Lee!  Tour  words  unbound 

That  which  in  silence  has  been  laid; 
We  answer  to  the  welcome  sound 

Of  love  of  country  you've  displayed. 
O  chieftain  of  the  Southern  heart! 

O  leader  of  the  Northern  clime! 
The  patriotism  you  impart 

Will  live,  and  ever  be  sublime. 
United,  we 
For  liberty. 
With  shot  and  shell  will  hush  the  cry 
Of  Spaniard  traitors,  rising  high. 
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The  North  and  South  together  stand, 

United,  loyal,  brave  and  true; 
They  grasp  each  other  by  the  hand, 

And  swear  their  loyalty  to  you, 
0  Union  baptised  in  the  blood 

Of  human  agony  and  tears— 
O  nation  of  the  brave  and  good, 

Tour  people  have  no  peers. 
Forgive,  forget; 
In  mem'ry  yet, 
There  lives  a  glimpse  of  years  agone, 
When  North  and  South  were  not  as  one. 

But  that  is  past.    Thank  God,  the  storm 

Of  battle  waged  in  other  days, 
Has  forged  a  feeling  true  and  warm, 

Between  us,  that  time  ne'er  decays. 
And  answering  to  our  country's  call, 

The  North  and  South  will  to  you  send 
Men  who  will  fight,  and  fighting,  fall, 

True  and  loyal  to  the  end. 
And  as  eyes  close 
In  death's  repose, 
The  flag  that  o'er  our  Union  waves 
Will  be  their  solace  in  their  graves. 


VIVE   CUBA   LIBRE. 

Abraham  h.  merrill. 

There  is  a  sound  upon  each  breeze, 
Of  myraid  tongues  in  joint. 
Of  shackled  minds  and  men  unblest 
With  Freedom  true  and  manifest 

We  hear  a  thousand  voices  call — 
Behold,  unpltied,  bloody  thrall, 
And  scalding  tears  their  channel  mark, 
O'er  faces  swart  and  thin  and  dark. 

Lips  hot  with   Terror's  pleading  shriek, 
Limbs  failing  with  starvation  weak — 
Nor  youth  nor  age  escapes  the  heel 
Spurred  with  a  tyrant's  heartless  seal. 
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From  torrid  Cuba  comes  her  plea, 

To  those  who  hold  her  destinies 

And  sister  islands  abjects  fain, 

Would  measure  blades  with  haughty  Spain. 

So  one  just  land  her  great  warm  heart, 
Illustrious  takes  its  feeble  part- 
Opens  to  shelter  thee  for  aye, 
Till  thou  shalt  find  the  perfect  day. 

Humanity  lays  down  her  law — 
A  million  freemen  clamor  war 
To  answer  Cuba's  sharp  acclaim, 
And  at  her  bar,  hold  guilty  Spain. 

"Vive  Cuba  Libre!"  Up  from  dens— 
From  scorching  glades  and  crouching  men 
Grown  desperate  by  famine's  strait, 
From  promised  lives  inviolate. 

From  base  Havana's  slaughter-pens,  . 
From  Santiago's  tangled  glens — 
Matanzas'  desolate  campaign — 
The  cry  is  rising  once  again. 

"Hands  off!  from  Freedom's  galling  neck," 
The  torch  and  machete  swings  at  beck, 
The  struggle  comes  less  dread  and  faint, 
And  brooks  no  pity  nor  restraint 

Hark,  hear  "Thor's  Hammer,"  Sampson  plies, 
Hark,  hear  the  belching  guns  of  Schley — 
Spain's  boasted  castles  crumble  fast, 
Before  the  Union's  thunder-blasts. 

List  to  the  heroes'  stately  tramp, 
Towards  the  looming  battle  camps — 
From  sea  to  sea  with  will  Intense, 
Moving  with  war's  magnificence, 

The  screaming  eagles  scan  the  prey, 
Where  wheeling  vultures  point  the  way, 
The  holocaust  of  carnage  smokes, 
Where  slaughter,  desperate  deeds  invoke. 

From  out  fair  islands  of  the  main, 
Great  Luzon  struggles  as  in  pain 
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To  solve  dominion's  problem  vast, 
And  to  the  world  her  challenge  cast 

Our  stars  and  stripes  still  wave  to  bless, 
At  flutters  joy  and  happiness — 
Has  led  us  through  the  varied  past, 
When  foes  would  all  our  record  blast 

Our  dream  of  empire  rises  high, 
To  charm  with  hope  each  eager  eye, 
And  nation's  yet  unborn  may  be 
With  us  in  Honor's  Galaxy. 


THE   BANNER   OF   STARS. 

J.  RANDOLPH  MOTES. 

The  call  has  gone  forth  and  the  blue  and  the  gray 
In  solid  phalanx  are  up  and  away, 
And  press  to  the  front  'neath  the  banner  of  stars, 
With  brows  that  are  dark  with  the  thunders  of  wars. 
Why  hail  to  the  flag  till  the  glorious  name 
Sweeps  over  the  world  like  a  chorus  of  song, 
Till  hoarse  as  the  sea  with  the  thunderous  acclaim 
The  echoes  rethunder  its  chorus  along? 
Why  is  it?    Why  is  it?    Is  it  for  the  Maine, 
To  avenge  with  high  hand  our  dead  upon  Spain? 
Nay;  their  voices  are  heard,  but,  oh!  be  it  known, 
'Tis  not  for  the  Maine's  gallant  seamen  alone. 

No  banner  afloat  on  the  land  or  the  sea 
To  man  means  as  much  as  the  flag  of  the  free. 
For  the  stars  and  stripes  with  the  power  to  save 
Must  wave  for  mankind  to  be  worthy  to  wave. 
'Tis  the  flag  of  the  just,  a  flag  without  flaw — 
And  those  who  uphold  it  are  worthy  to  bear  it 
And  so  should  it  be  that  no  reason  nor  law 
Should  justify  those  who  would  hate  it  or  dare  it 
Humanity  knows  that  wherever  'tis  raised 
Mankind  has  a  right  and  a  cause  of  its  own; 
And  man  glories  in  it,  'tis  hated  or  praised, 
As  nations  are  just  and  its  mission  is  known. 

The  bonny  blue  flag  is  the  glorious  gift 
Of  God  to  the  nations,  vouchsafed  to  uplift 
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Not  only  the  states,  but  the  race  as  a  whole, 

As  long  as  the  ages  continue  to  roll. 

Let  Cubans  behold  It  and  Cubans  will  rise 

To  greet  not  the  stars,  but  a  star  of  her  own, 

And  deck  with  that  star  by  her  might  and  emprise 

Not  Columbia's  brow,  but  Cuba's  alone. 

In  humanity's  name — the  name  of  mankind, 

Of  justice  and  right  and  of  heaven  combined, 

We  lift  up  Old  Glory,  and  asking  but  peace, 

Declare  that  Spain's  orgies  of  horror  shall  cease. 

In  the  name  of  the  blaze  of  illustrious  names 

That  gave  to  mankind  the  one  banner  it  claims, 

The  one  common  flag  of  mankind  in  the  world, 

That  flag  to  the  glory  of  man  is  unfurled. 

And,  oh!  mighty  earth,  with  thy  powers  and  thrones, 

Te  heavens  above  and  thou  God  of  us  all, 

In  Cuba's  behalf  and  in  clarion  tones, 

Humanity  calls,  and  we  answer  the  call. 

Spain  arise  and  go  hence  while  yet  there  is  grace, 

For  weighed  and  found  wanting,  thy  treacherous  race 

Has  held  its  last  orgie,  and  branded  like  Cain, 

Thou  art  cursed  among  men  because  of  the  Maine. 

Go  hence,  thou  accursed,  for  this  free  hemisphere, 
O'er  which  this  flag  waves  with  a  feast  of  good  cheer, 
Has  purged  its  broad  shores  till  at  last  not  a  place 
Remains  for  the  foot  of  thy  treacherous  race. 
We  long  tolerated,  forbore  and  endured 
Thy  wretched,  inhuman  and  barbarous  course, 
But  ills  that  afflict  us  and  cannot  be  cured 
Must  needs  be  removed  by  a  method  of  force. 
And  so,  that  the  life  of  the  state  may  be  saved 
And  the  honor  of  man  for  which  it  has  waved, 
The  sword  and  the  banner  creation  beholds, 
With  Cuba  enwrapped  in  Its  glorious  folds. 


THE   EACE    OF   THE    OKEGON. 

JOHN  JAMES  MEEHAN. 

Lights  out!  And  a  prow  turned  toward  the  South, 
And  a  canvas  binding  each  cannon's  mouth, 
And  a  ship  like  a  silent  ghost  released 
Is  seeking  her  sister  ships  in  the  East. 
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A  rush  of  water,  a  foaming  trail, 
An  ocean  hound  in  a  coat  of  mail, 
A  deck  long-lined  with  the  lines  of  fate, 
She  roars  good-bye  at  the  Golden  Gate. 

On!  On!  alone  without  gong  or  bell, 
But  a  burning  fire,  like  the  fire  of  hell, 
Till  the  lookout  starts  as  his  glasses  show 
The  white  cathedral  of  Callao. 

A  moment's  halt  'neath  the  slender  spire; 
Food,  food  for  the  men,  and  food  for  the  fire, 
Then  out  in  the  sea  to  rest  no  more 
Till  her  keel  is  grounded  on  Chili's  shore. 

South!  South!  God  guard  through  the  unknown  ware, 
Where  chart  nor  compass  may  help  or  save, 
Where  the  hissing  wraiths  of  the  sea  abide 
And  few  may  pass  through  the  stormy  tide. 

North!  North!  for  a  harbor  far  away, 
For  another  breath  in  the  burning  day; 
For  a  moment's  shelter  from  speed  and  pain, 
And  a  prow  to  the  tropic  sea  again. 

Home!  Home!  With  the  mother  fleet  of  sleep 
Till  the  call  shall  rise  o'er  the  awful  deep; 
And  the  bell  shall  clang  for  the  battle  there,    ' 
And  the  voice  of  guns  is  the  voice  of  prayer. 


One  more  to  the  songs  of  the  bold  and  free, 

When  your  children  gather  about  your  knee; 

When  the  Goths  and  Vandals  come  down  in  might 

As  they  came  to  the  walls  of  Rome  one  night; 

When  the  lordly  William  of  Deloraine 

Shall  ride  by  the  Scottish  lake  again; 

When  the  Hessian  specters  shall  flit  In  air 

As  Washington  crosses  the  Delaware; 

When  the  eyes  of  babes  shall  be  closed  in  dread 

As  the  story  of  Paul  Revere  is  read; 

When  your  boys  shall  ask  what  the  guns  are  for, 

Then  tell  them  the  tale  of  the  Spanish  war, 

And  the  breathless  millions  that  look  upon 

The  matchless  race  of  the  Oregon. 
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MANILA. 

HERBERT  LOGAN  MOSOROVE. 

So  calm,  so  beautiful— ^Manila  Bay! 

Who  rides  thy  bosom,  slumberous  today, 

Would  fancy  there  war's  fearful  havoc-cry 

Had  walked  the  earth  and  pierced  the  lurid  sky, 

That  thundering  shells  had  made  the  main  to  leap, 

Or  that  beneath  a  thousand  Spaniards  sleep. 

Where  are  the  ships  that  lay  that  fateful  morn, 

Where  now  the  warriors  whose  lips  knew  only  scorn, 

And  scorning  saw  not  Him  before  the  mast 

There's  naught  remains  to  mark  their  desperate  deaths, 

Serene  above  and  silent  the  waves  beneath, 

Thou  showest  no  stain,  nor  scar,  no  mark  of  hate, 

Where  flaming  squadron  perished  for  tottering  throne, 

And  piteous  prayer,  commingling  with  dying  groan, 

Appealed  to  Heaven  for  a  juster  fate. 

But  Vengeance  is  wreaked — at  last  the  deed  is  done, 

Whilst  other  stars  for  glory  have  been  won. 


A  SOLDIER'S  REVERIE. 

GEORGE  M.  MARSHALL. 

My  thoughts  are  far  away  tonight  across  the  starlit  sea, 
And  fancy  brings  me  home  to  friends  once  more; 

The  folks  are  sitting  talking,  and  I'm  sure  it  is  of  me, 
Op  the  little  vine-clad  porch  around  the  door. 

The  paper  they've  been  reading  tells  of  battles  fought  and  wc 
And  they're  proud  because  in  them  I  had  a  part, 

But  they  tell  not  of  the  longing,  when  the  bloody  work  is  done 
For  home,  that  fills  the  weary  soldier's  heart. 

Oh!  my  Indiana  cottage  where  the  morning-glories  climb, 

I  think  of  you  amidst  the  battle's  roar; 
And  wield  the  sword  more  fiercely  to  hasten  on  the  time, 

When  I  can  homeward  turn  my  steps  once  more. 

Bat  hark!  the  bugle  calling  and  the  distant  booming  gun, 

Quick  arming  and  the  hurrying  of  feet! 
A  soldier's  life's  uncertain— before  tomorrow's  sun, 

A  foeman's  soil  may  be  my  winding-sheet. 
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UP-TO-DATE. 

J,  D.   MORGAN. 

A  pithy  phrase  is  on  the  wing, 
We  hear  it  much  of  late; 

In  speaking  well  of  anything 
We  say  it's  "up-to-date." 

However  good  a  thing  may  be, 
And  though  its  worth  be  great, 

We  can  no  merit  in  it  see 
Unless  it's  "up-to-date." 

We  deem  not  good  the  wheels  we  ride 

Unless  they're  '98, 
And  books  are  quickly  cast  aside 

Unless  they're  "up-to-$ate." 


One  thing  we  venture  to  maintain, 

Though  painful  to  relate, 
The  present  war  with  cruel  Spain 

Is  truly  "up-to-date." 

And  when  this  grievous  war  will  end, 

However  soon  or  late, 
The  victory  gained,  we  may  depend, 

Will  be  quite  "up-to-date." 


CUBA  LIBRE. 

JOAQUIN  MILLER. 


Comes  a  cry  from  the  Cuban  water, 

From  the  warm,  dusk  Antilles, 
From  the  lost  Atlanta's  daughter, 

Drowned  in  blood  as  drowned  in  seas — 
Comes  a  cry  of  purpled  anguish, 

See  her  struggles!     Hear  her  cries! 
Shall  she  live,  or  shall  she  languish? 

Shall  she  sink,  or  shall  she  rise? 

She  shall  rise  by  all  that's  holy! 

She  shall  live,  and  she  shall  last, 
Rise  as  we,  when  crushed  and  lowly 

From  the  blackness  of  the  past 
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Bid  her  strike!    Lo,  It  is  written 

Blood  for  blood  and  life  .for  life! 
Bid  her  smite  as  she  is  smitten, 

Stare  and  stripes  were  born  of  strife. 

Once  we  flashed  our  lights  of  freedom, 

Lights  that  dazzled  her  dark  eyes 
Till  she  could  but  yearning  heed  them, 

Reach  her  hands  and  try  to  rise. 
Then  they  stabbed  her,  choked  her,  drowned  her. 

Till  we  scarce  could  hear  a  note. 
Ah,  these  rustling  chains  that  bound  her! 

Oh,  these  robbers  at  her  throat! 

And  the  kind  that  forged  these  tetters? 

Ask  five  hundred  years  for  news, 
Stake  and    thumbscrew   for   their  betters! 

Inquisition!     Banished  Jews! 
Chains  of  slavery!     What  remainder 

Of  one  red  man  in  that  land? 
Why,  these  very  chains  that  bound  her 

Bound  Columbus,  foot  and  hand! 

She  shall  rise  as  rose  Columbus, 

From  his  chains,  from  shame  and  wrong,    * 
Rise  as  morning,  matchless,  wondrous. 

Rise  as  some  rich  morning  song. 
Rise  a  ringing  song  and  story. 

Valor,  love  personified, 
Stars  and  stripes  espouse  her  glory 

Love  and  liberty  allied. 


CUBA. 

.    MILKMAN. 


When  Admiral  Sampson's  fleet  bombards  Havana  town. 
And  they  knock  old  Morro  Castle  down, 
When  Cuba  Is  taken  from  off  Alphonso's  crown, 
There'll  be  a  hot  time  In  the  old  tows  that  night.  . 

Now  we  know  that  McKInley  Is  all  right. 
And  every  one  shall  know  how  well  the  Yankees  flght, 
When  they  see  us  put  those  murderous  Dons  to  flight, 
There'll  be  a  hot  time  in  old  Spain  that  night. 
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Soon  the  brave  Sixteenth  will  land  on  Cuba's  shore, 
And  their  bayonets  will  make  the  Spaniards  sore, 
Then  the  Cuban  flag  shall  wave  forever  more, 
Then  there'll  be  good  times,  good  times  down  there. 

Now  that  we  have  set  poor  old  Cuba  free, 
We  should  praise  the  boys  and  President  McKinley, 
Then  we  hope  that  good  times  we  shall  see, 
And  there'll  be  a  great  time  in  America  that  day. 


HER   HERO. 

KATE  MASTERSON. 


It  used  to  be  the  football  man  who  won  the  maiden's  praise. 

She  wore  his  colors  on  her  breast  through  peaceful  autumn  days, 

For  a  woman  loves  a  hero  since  the  days  of  lance  and  shield. 

When  knights  in  gleaming  armor  rode  to  battle  on  the  field. 

So  the  modern  girl  is  happy  when  she  hears  the  drums*  quick  beat 

And  the  music  sounding  gayly  to  the  tramp  of  soldiers'  feet, 

For  she  has  a  real  hero  now — a  hero  brave  and  true — 

And  he's  marching  on  to  battle  with  the  boys  in  blue! 

When  he  stands  beside  his  comrades  in  the  thickest  of  the  fight, 
Her  face  will  shine  before  him,  like  a  star  upon  the  night 
Above  the  noise  of  battle  and  the  cannons'  awful  roar 
He'll  hear  again  the  voice  that  bade  him  goodbye  at  the  door. 
'Tie  the  dream  of  women  weeping  spurs  him  on  to  victory 
And  the  thought  of  home  and  fireside  that  sets  a  nation  free, 
And  the  hero  dashing  on  to  death  will  always  think  to  pray 
For  the  girl  he  left  behind  him  when  he  went  away! 

Women's  eyes  will  grow  a-weary  waiting  for  the  war  to  cease, 
Looking  out  across  the  midnight  for  the  blessed  dawn  of  peace, 
Listening  for  the  bugle's  signal  or  the  guns  across  the  foam 
That  will  say  the  battle's  ended  and  that  he  will  'soon  be  home. 
Until  then  by  lonely  hearthstones  mothers,  wives  and  sweethearts  wait, 
And  from  many  a  city  doorway  and  from  rose  grown  country  gate 
One  prayer  will  cleave  the  heaven — that  the  war  will  soon  be  through — 
The  light  is  in  the  window  for  the  boys  in  blue! 

There  are  some  will  look  in  sadness  on  the  flags  of  triumph  gay 
And  will  only  see  the  face  of  Death,  the  face  so  cold  and  gray. 
With  the  stars  and  stripes  he  fought  for  placed  above  him  as  a  pall, 
And  'twill  hardly  seem  to  mothers  that  the  victory's  worth  it  all. 
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Laurel  garlands  lose  their  brightness  in  a  mist  of  blinding  tears. 
And  a  mother's  sobs  are  louder  sometimes  than  nation's  cheers. 
While  the  roll  of  honor's  sounding  many  hearts  will  break  in  vain 
For  boys  in  blue  that  marched  away  who  won't  come  home  again! 


A  NEW  SCHOOL  SONG. 

v.  a.  MAYS. 

(Tune:     "Marching  Through  Georgia.") 
Play  our  school  piano,  and  we'll  sing  another  song — 
Sing  it  with  the  spirit  that  is  worthy  of  our  throng, 
Sing  it  as  we  ought  to  sing  it,  voices  good  and  strong, 
While  we  are  shouting  for  liberty. 

Chorus. 

Hurrah!  hurrah!    We're  setting  Cuba  free, 
Hurrah!  hurrah!  for  the  flag  that  makes  them  free; 
So  we'll  sing  the  chorus,  here  at  home,  while  out  at  sea 
Our  boys  are  gaining  the  vict'ry. 

Have  you  read  the  papers,  have  you  heard  the  joyful  sound, 
How  our  gunboat  Nashville  has  a  transport  found, 
How  our  own  "Pat"  Mullen,  by  his  cannon  turned  it  'round 
As  he  was  steaming  to  Havana? 

Buena  Ventura  is  the  name  of  that  transport 
That  our  dauntless  sailors  overcame  with  so  much  sport; 
And,  as  prize  of  war,  did  bring  it  into  Key  West  port, 
And  now  are  claiming  the  vict'ry. 

Don't  forget  the  day,  in  which  this  warfare  was  begun, 
April  twenty-second,  at  the  rising  of  the  sun. 
Hardly  had  they  'wakened  'fore  they  heard  report  of  gun 
And  we  were  gaining  the  vict'ry. 

Soon  we've  captured  many  steamers  that  belong  to  Spain, 
Pedro,  Catalina,  Miguel  Jover,  now  are  gain; 
Saturnina,  Panama  are  ones  that  we'll  retain 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

Not  alone  their  steamers  but  their  schooners  are  our  prey. 
For  Mathilda,  Canelita,  could  not  get  away; 
Sofia,  Candidia,  Antonia  will  stay 

While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 
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THE  SINKING  OF  THE  MAINE. 

SADIE  T.  MEREDITH. 

• 

•Twas  the  fifteenth  of  February,  '98, 

When  our  good  ship  Maine,  with  her  precious  freight, 

Arrived  at  Havana,  without  any  fear, 

Sadiy  unconscious  of  the  end  that  was  near. 

She  dropped  her  anchor  in  Havana  Bay, 
Just  over  a  mine,  I've  since  heard  folk  eay, 
Which  was  purposely  set  by  some  Spanish  brute 
To  avenge  interference  in  the  Cuban  dispute. 

One  night  when  her  officers  in  council  were  met, 
Her  sailors  asleep,  o'er  all  silence  had  set, 
Came  a  terrible  crash  and  a  roar  like  thunder 
And  our  noble  ship  was  torn  asunder. 

Gone  were  our  brave  boys  without  any  warning, 
Never  to  awake  to  another  bright  dawning; 
Martyred  victims,  for  the  spite  of  a  people 
Whose  cruel  acts  no  civilized  nation  could  equal. 

But  our  enemies  reckoned  without  their  host, 
They  had  no  idea  what  their  action  would  cost 
But  we've  given  them  a  taste  and  before  very  long, 
They'll  wish  they'd  let  those  Yankees  alone. 


CUBA  FKEE. 

LILLIAN  T.  METCALK. 


Fair  Cuba,  thou  beautiful  isle  of  the  seas, 

Unfurled  be  thy  banner  to  the  soft  southern  breeze; 

Break  thou  thy  fetters,  thy  freedom  to  gain. 

Proud  Columbia  shall  wrest  thee  from  bondage  of  Spain. 

Ye  Cubans  think  on  it,  thy  beautiful  isle, 
Besieged  and  besmirched  by  the  Spaniards  so  vile. 
Thy  fair  daughters  taken,  thy  sons  sleep  in  death; 
Call  vengeance  from  heaven  with  thy  latest  drawn  breath. 

Ye  starving  and  dying  ones  lift  up  your  heads; 
Avengers  stand  night  thee  with  guns  filled  with  lead. 
Columbia,  fair  Columbia,  her  warriors  will  send 
To  lay  low  the  oppressor  and  suffering  to  end. 
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Cuba,  fair  Cuba,  soon  thou  will  be  free; 
The  Spaniards  laid  low  in  the  depths  of  the  sea. 
Columbia  shall  free  thee,  the  strong  and  the  brave, 
And  proudly  our  nation  her  banners  will  wave. 

Columbia,  proud  Columbia,  the  brave  and  the  true, 
Shall  give  thee  thy  freedom  and  ne'er  shalt  thou  rue 
The  days  that  the  nation  of  stripes  and  of  stars 
Put  an  end  to  thy  bondage  and  ended  thy  wars. 


"GINERAL  FITZHUGH  LEE." 

EARL  MARBLE. 

Vm  Jist  a  plain,  old-fashioned  Yankee, 

Fur  I  was  born  away  deown  East; 
And  I'm  kinder  Puritanic, 

And — wall,  say  orthodox,  at  least; 
And  Yankees  have  a  lot  of  notions 

That  don't  go  down  with  all,  you  see. 
But  I've  a  vote,  and  want  to  throw  ft 

Fur  Con8ul-Gineral  FHzhugh  Lee. 

Of  course  I  know  he  was  a  rebel, 

And  fit  us  in  the  Civil  War; 
While  I  was  jist  a  Yankee  soldier, 

And  train  now  with  the  G.  A.  R. 
But  now  his  loyalty  is  truer 

Than  many  a  Yankee's,  you'll  agree, 
And  he  kin  have  my  vote,  'thout  aekin', 

Kin  Consul-Gineral  Fltzhugh  Lee. 

Of  course,  they'll  mebbe  'lect  him  Guv'nor 

Deown  in  his  old  Virginia  State; 
But  I  can't  vote  there,  and  they'd  make  it 

Unanimous  at  any  rate. 
So  'tain't  quite  fair  on  Yankee  soldiers 

That  they  can't  have  a  chance,  you  see, 
To  boost  him  to  a  bigger  office — 

Brave  Consul-Gineral  Fitrhugh  Lee. 

Until  he  gits  that  other  office, 
I  allow  he  knows  the  Spanish  wiles 

So  well  that  he  might  jine  his  efforts 
With  those  of  Gineral  Nelson  Miles. 
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THE  SINKING  OF  THE  MAINE. 

SADIE  T.  MEREDITH. 

• 

'Twas  the  fifteenth  of  February,  '98, 

When  our  good  ship  Maine,  with  her  precious  freight, 

Arrived  at  Havana,  without  any  fear, 

Sadly  unconscious  of  the  end  that  was  near. 

She  dropped  her  anchor  in  Havana  Bay, 
Just  over  a  mine,  I've  since  heard  folk  eay, 
Which  was  purposely  set  by  some  Spanish  brute 
To  avenge  interference  in  the  Cuban  dispute. 

One  night  when  her  officers  in  council  were  met, 
Her  sailors  asleep,  o'er  all  silence  had  set, 
Came  a  terrible  crash  and  a  roar  like  thunder 
And  our  noble  ship  was  torn  asunder. 

Gone  were  our  brave  boys  without  any  warning. 
Never  to  awake  to  another  bright  dawning; 
Martyred  victims,  for  the  spite  of  a  people 
Whose  cruel  acts  no  civilized  nation  could  equal. 

But  our  enemies  reckoned  without  their  host, 
They  had  no  idea  what  their  action  would  cost. 
But  we've  given  them  a  taste  and  before  very  long. 
They'll  wish  they'd  let  those  Yankees  alone. 


CUBA  FKEE. 

LILLIAN  T.  METCALF. 

Fair  Cuba,  thou  beautiful  isle  of  the  seas, 

Unfurled  be  thy  banner  to  the  soft  southern  breeze; 

Break  thou  thy  fetters,  thy  freedom  to  gain. 

Proud  Columbia  shall  wrest  thee  from  bondage  of  Spain. 

Ye  Cubans  think  on  it,  thy  beautiful  isle, 
Besieged  and  besmirched  by  the  Spaniards  so  vile. 
Thy  fair  daughters  taken,  thy  sons  sleep  in  death; 
Call  vengeance  from  heaven  with  thy  latest  drawn  breath. 

Ye  starving  and  dying  ones  lift  up  your  heads; 
Avengers  stand  night  thee  with  guns  filled  with  lead. 
Columbia,  fair  Columbia,  her  warriors  will  send 
To  lay  low  the  oppressor  and  suffering  to  end. 
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Cuba,  fair  Cuba,  soon  thou  will  be  free; 
The  Spaniards  laid  low  in  the  depths  of  the  sea. 
Columbia  shall  free  thee,  the  strong  and  the  brave, 
And  proudly  our  nation  her  banners  will  wave. 

Columbia,  proud  Columbia,  the  brave  and  the  true, 
Shall  give  thee  thy  freedom  and  ne'er  shalt  thou  rue 
The  days  that  the  nation  of  stripes  and  of  stars 
Put  an  end  to  thy  bondage  and  ended  thy  wars. 


"GINERAL  FITZHUGH  LEE." 

EARL.  MARBLE. 

Fm  J  1st  a  plain,  old-fashioned  Yankee, 

Fur  I  was  born  away  deown  East; 
And  I'm  kinder  Puritanic, 

And — wall,  say  orthodox,  at  least; 
And  Yankees  have  a  lot  of  notions 

That  don't  go  down  with  all,  you  see. 
But  I've  a  vote,  and  want  to  throw  ft 

Fur  Consul-Gineral  Fitzhugh  Lee. 

Of  course  I  know  he  was  a  rebel, 

And  fit  us  in  the  Civil  War; 
While  I  was  jlst  a  Yankee  soldier, 

And  train  now  with  the  G.  A.  R. 
But  now  his  loyalty  is  truer 

Than  many  a  Yankee's,  you'll  agree, 
And  he  kin  have  my  vote,  'thout  aekin', 

Kin  Consul-Gineral  Fitzhugh  Lee. 

Of  course,  they'll  mebbe  'lect  him  Guv'nor 

Deown  in  his  old  Virginia  State; 
But  I  can't  vote  there,  and  they'd  make  it 

Unanimous  at  any  rate. 
So  'tain't  quite  fair  on  Yankee  soldiers 

That  they  can't  have  a  chance,  you  see, 
To  boost  him  to  a  bigger  office — 

Brave  Consul-Gineral  Fitzhugh  Lee. 

Until  he  gits  that  other  office, 
I  allow  he  knows  the  Spanish  wiles 

So  well  that  he  might  jine  his  efforts 
With  those  of  Gineral  Nelson  Miles. 
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Spain's  bloody,  treacherous  reign  for  ages 
Would  soon  be  cut  short  then,  you  see, 

By  Gineral  Miles,  the  Indian  fighter,  - 
And  Consul  Gineral  Fitzhugh  Lee. 

And  after  they  have  swiped  Havana, 

Until  the  Cubans  get  to  work, 
It  wouldn't  be  a  bad  idea 

To  rub  it  in  the  Spanish  Turk; 
And  make  him  military  Guv'nor, 

To  make  the  Dons  walk  Spanish— see? 
And  he  might  send  his  card  to  Blanco — 

Could  Consul-Gineral  Fitzhugh  Lee. 

Havana's  brave,  undaunted  hero — 

Just  let  him  have  a  whack  at  Spain, 
The  while  his  watchword  and  his  war  cry 

Might  be,  "In  memory  of  the  Maine!" 
And  then,  when  Cuba  gets  her  freedom, 

And  Spain  is  driven  beyond  the  sea, 
I  want  that  chance  to  vote  fur  the  Glneral- 

Fur  Consul-Gineral  Fitzhugh  Lee. 

I'm  jist  a  plain,  old-fashioned  Yankee, 

And  once  helped  run  the  niggers  North; 
But  I  know  bravery  and  manhood, 

And  recognize  them  at  their  worth. 
And  I'm  jist  stuck  on  that  old  rebel, 

And  sing  and  shout  it  in  my  glee, 
That  I  must  vote  fur  him  fur  something — 

Fur  Consul-Gineral  Fitzhugh  Lee. 


OUK    SOLDIER   DEAD. 

LEON  MEAD. 

The  Blue  and  the  Gray  are  resting  today, 

And  their  graves  teach  the  nation  a  moral. 
Some  lie  in  the  glade  'neath  the  cypress  shade 

And  some  'neath  the  fragrant  laurel. 
With  their  final  breath  in  the  throes  of  death 

They  were  blessing  their  loved  country's  glory, 
As  their  noble  past  will  forever  last 

In  song  and  In  marble  and  etory. 
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On  their  sacred  dust,  with  a  fervent  trust 

In  the  fate  of  our  glorious  nation, 
In  the  sunlight  hours  we  mingle  sweet  flowers 

With  the  tears  of  lamentation. 
The  Blue  and  the  Gray — brave  martyrs  were  they, 

While  their  bones  'neath  the  May  blossoms  molder. 
Their  sons  today  in  the  thick  of  the  fray 

For  freedom  fight  shoulder  to  shoulder. 

Let  their  fathers  rest  in  the  vernal  breast 

Of  the  land  that  their  lifeblood  has  given. 
May  their  souls  be  true  in  the  grand  review 

Of  the  Great  Commander  in  heaven! 
Their  mem'ries  we  prize  mid  our  tears  and  our  eighs, 

Grim  wartime  has  taught  us  its  moral. 
The  Gray  sleep  serene  'neath  the  cypress  green 

And  the  Blue  'neath  the  fragrant  laurel. 


POEM. 

W.  M.  MARINE. 


Five  ships  of  Germany  lay 
Saucily  in  Manila  Bay; 
Their  Admiral  by  inches  grew 
As  he  beheld  them  in  review. 
Despite  that  ne'er  in  storm  or  rain 
Was  a  German  feared  upon  the  main, 
Where  seadogs  bark  as  iron  hail 
Opposing  forces  fierce  assail. 
His  sympathies  to  blood  heat  warmed 
Toward  the  King  our  ships  had  harmed. 
When,  breaking  out  with  nettles  rash, 
He  was  disposed  our  Sam  to  thrash, 
But  quailed  and  cow'd  in  great  dismay 
At  words  which  Dewey  had  to  say. 
Is  Germany  at  war  or  peace? 
If  not  at  war,  your  acts  must  cease. 
Von  Diederichs  heard  and  he  obeyed — 
But  all  men  know  he  weren't  afraid. 
Oh,  no — but  since  from  Yankee  school, 
He  elps  his  lager  Dewey  cool. 
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RETTJEN  OF  THE  BATTLEFLAGS. 

SIDNEY   WARREN    MASE. 

Yes,  eend  us  back  our  colors,  the  flags  our  fathers  bore, 
In  token  of  good  fellowship,  since  all  our  strife  is  o'er; 
Though  naught  they  now  avail  us,  still,  let  them  be  restored, 
The  emblems  of  a  vanished  cause,  once  zealously  adored. 

As  brothers  now  united,  with  one  flag  o'er  us  furled, 

We  are  one  nation,  great  and  grand,  the  pride  of  all  the  world; 

Arrayed  in  all  its  glory,  in  battle-line  today. 

Behold  them,  marching  side  by  side,  alike  the  Blue  and  Gray. 

The  same  old  sturdy  soldiers,  with  flashing  swords  and  guns — 
Though  few  of  the  old  ones  are  left — we  have  their  gallant  sons, 
Brave  as  e'er  the  fathers  were,  to  honor  ever  true, 
The  sons  of  those  who  wore  the  Gray  and  those  who  wore  the  Blue. 

But  though  our  strife  is  over,  and  brothers  now  are  we, 

Still  sacred  was  our  vanished  cause,  and  dear  the  memory; 

For  sake  of  brave  defenders,  wrapped  in  eternal  sleep, 

Aye,  give  us  back  those  dear  old  flags,  to  cherish  and  to  keep. 

Though  one  flag  now  floats  o'er  us,  the  gleaming  Stripes  and  Stars, 
Still,  let  us  have  our  emblems  back,  the  dear  old  Stars  and  Bars; 
They  were  our  fathers'  banners — God  knows  how  dear  they  cost! 
How  many  lives  were  sacrificed — and  all  forever  lost! 


THE    EAGLE'S  SOXG. 

RICHARD    MANSFIELD. 

The  lioness  whelped  and  the  sturdy  curb 
Was  seized  by  an  eagle  and  carried  up 
And  homed  for  a  while  in  an  eagle's  nest, 
And  slept  for  a  while  on  an  eagle's  breast, 
And  the  eagle  taught  it  the  eagle's  song: 
"To  be  stanch  and  valiant  and  free  and  strong!" 

The  lion  whelp  sprang  from  the  eyrie  nest, 
From  the  lofty  crag  where  the  Queen  birds  rest. 
He  fought  the  King  on  the  spreading  plain, 
And  drove  him  back  o'er  the  foaming  main. 
He  held  the  lands  as  thrifty  chief, 
And  reared  his  cattle  and  reaped  his  sheaf, 
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Nor  sought  the  help  of  a  foreign  hand, 
Yet  welcomed  all  of  his  own  free  land! 

Two  were  the  sons  that  the  country  bore 
To  the  Northern  lakes  and  the  Southern  shore, 
And  Chivalry  dwelt  with  the  Southern  son, 
And  Industry  lived  with  the  Northern  one. 

Tears  for  the  time  when  they  broke  and  fought! 
Tears  was  the  price  of  the  Union  wrought! 
And  the  land  was  red  in  a  sea  of  blood, 
Where  brother  for  brother  had  swelled  the  flood! 

And  now  that  the  two  are  one  again, 
Behold  on  their  shield  the  word:    "Refrain!" 
And  the  Hon  cubs  twain  sing  the  eagle's  song: 
'To  be  stanch  and  valiant  and  free  and  strong!" 
For  the  eagle's  beak  and  the  lion's  paw, 
And  the  lion's  fangs  and  the  eagle's  claw, 
And  the  eagle's  swoop  and  the  lion's  might, 
And  the  lion's  leap  and  the  eagle's  sight, 
Shall  guard  the  flag  with  the  word:  "Refrain," 
Now  that  the  two  are  one  again! 

Here's  to  a  cheer  for  the  Yankee  ships! 
And  well  done,  Sam!  from  the  mother's  lips! 


SONG. 

J.  C.  MIDYETT. 


The  boys  came  trooping  from  the  mountain  and  plain, 
And  gave  their  young  lives  to  whatever  might  be, 

And  said,  as  they  shouted  defiance  to  Spain, 
'We'll  never  come  back  until  Cuba  is  free!" 
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And  so  let  it  be.    Let  the  red  banner  wave 
Till  the  last  Spanish  warship  is  sunk  in  the  deep, 

And  the  graveyard  of  nations  contains  a  lone  grave 
Unmarked  by  a  stone  or  a  mourner  to  weep. 

And  the  crimson  and  dark  on  the  chronicle's  page 
Shall  mar  not  the  record  of  nations  again, 

And  the  world  in  its  progress  forget  the  dark  age 
That  blotted  the  earth  with  a  nation  like  Spain. 
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A  CALL  FROM  CUBA. 

J.  R.  MARTIN. 

Rouse!   Sons  of  Columbia,  hear  the  cry  of  despair, 
Wrung  from  skeleton  forms  in  the  dreary  night  air; 
Human  forms  herded  there  by  a  mandate  from  Spain, 
Without  help,  food  or  shelter,  from  sun,  cold  or  rain; 
Age  and  infancy  blend,  no  strong  arm  to  defend, 
They  wait  in  dull  anguish  the  sorrowful  end; 
They're  our  neighbors  in  Cuba;  oh,  hear  their  sad  cry: 
"Save  us,  sons  of  Columbia,  or  haste,  ere  we  die." 

Have  we  forfeited  life  because  longing  to  be 

Like  your  glorious  union,  in  full  liberty? 

Our  hearts  are  like  lead  'neath  this  load  of  despair, 

Tou  are  brave,  you  are  generous,  hear  this  our  prayer; 

By  your  own  love  of  liberty,  grant  us  the  same, 

Shield  our  homes  and  loved  ones  from  the  fury  of  Spain; 

Then  the  star  spangled  banner  in  triumph  shall  wave. 

O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 

We  have  suffered  for  years  every  outrage  which  Spain 
Could  invent  to  Insult  us  and  fill  life  with  paim; 
The  music  they  love  is  the  shriek  of  despair 
And  the  moan  of  lost  innocence  in  the  night  air; 
Oh  God!  hear  our  cry,  from  Thy  throne  up  on  high, 
Send  deliverance  from  Spain,  or  permit  us  to  die; 
May  the  star  spangled  banner  o'er  Cuba  soon  wave, 
Blessed  emblem  of  peace  for  the  home  of  the  brave. 


FOR  CUBA— FREE. 

C.  F.  MARTIN. 

Stay  not,  my  country!    Bid  not  thine  armies  back; 

Pause  not  thou  star-crowned  mother  of  the  free! 
A 'maiden's  heart  lies  bleeding  in  thy  track, 

A  people's  wail  sends  up  its  curse  to  thee. 
Let  them  not  crush  the  weak  into  unhallowed  graves, 

With  hearts  that  blanch  not  in  life's  last  hour, 
Defending  outraged  homes,  their  dying  braves, 

Still  scorn  their  pity,  and  defy  their  power. 
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Then  arm!  arm!  my  country,  for  humanity, 
Pause  not  thou  star-crowned  mother  in  thy  might; 

The  first  gun  is  fired,  and  Cuba  looks  to  thee, 
Forward  march!    God  will  protect  the  right. 

What,  though  thou  sittest  enthroned,  a  peerless  queen, 

With  strong,  bold  hearts  the  pillars  of  thy  state? 
Though  plenty  resting  in  thy  vales  is  seen, 

And  nations  round  upon  thy  storehouse  wait; 
What,  though  thy  vast  dominion  spans  a  world, 

Whose  seas  and  mountains  teem  with  wealth  unknown? 
Though  o'er  thee  freedom's  banner  waves  unfurled, 

And  fame's  own  robe  of  glory  round  thee  thrown? 

Nor  pause!    A  shadow  on  thy  brow  hath  come; 

Purge  from  our  banner  that  dark  and  bloody  stain! 
The  Spaniard  taunts  thee  with  their  bitter  doom, 

We  call  upon  our  slaughtered  sons  in  vain. 
But  yesterday  the  glorious  stars  did  deck 

The  Maine,  but  now  with  blood  and  tears  are  dim. 
Place  thy  proud  foot  upon  the  Spaniard's  neck, 

Cuba  must  be  free,  her  groans  ascend  to  Him. 

Then  arm!  arm!  my  country,  for  humanity, 
Pause  not  thou  star-crowned  mother  in  thy  might; 

The  first  gun  is  fired,  and  Cuba  looks  to  thee, 
B\>rward  march!   God  will  protect  the  right 


THE  SONG  OF  SCHLEY. 

ARTHUR   H.    MACOWEN. 

O!  Cervera,  Cervera,  thou  canst  not  escape  me! 

I  have  thee!  I  have  thee!    There's  none  now  to  save. 
Ah!  how  vain  is  the  vaunt  in  thy  words:  "Come  and  take  me!" 

I  answer:    "I  will."    Let  thy  ship  be  thy  grave. 
Not  a  fort  nor  a  rock,  not  a  mountain  can  save  thee; 
And  heaven  will  not  help  thee,  nor  will  hell  come  to  aid  thee 
Knowest  thou  not  that  refrain?    Lend  thine  ear  to  the  strain, 
As  our  guns  sing  thy  death-song:     "Remember  the  Maine!" 
O!  remember,  remember,  remember  the  Maine! 
Is  the  dirge  that  our  guns  sing  for  thee  and  for  Spain. 
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0!  Cervera,  Cervera,  the  world  from  thy  country 

Demands  now  a  reckoning  e'er  Cuba  shall  die; 
And  that  reckoning  is  here,  for  Columbia  stands  ready; 

Heaven  grant  that  It  come  through  the  right  hand  of  Schley! 
May  the  sons  of  our  country  here  gathered  around  me, 
And  straining  to  reach  thee,  now  haply  we've  found  thee, 
Sweep  thy  flag  with  its  pitiless-  hell-mark  of  Cain 
From  the  seas  where  asleep  lie  our  men  of  the  Maine! 
O!  remember,  remember,  remember  the  Maine! 
Thus  our  guns  sing  thine  own  and  the  death-song  of  Spain. 


SALUTE. 

EDGAR   L.   MASTERS. 

The  Yankee  tar  has  a  soul  for  war, 

A  8  fierce  as  a  bird  of  prey, 
And  never  a  foe  has  dimmed  his  star, 

Nor  driven  his  ships  to  bay. 
But  as  for  the  Spanish  sailor, 

A  craven  soul  is  he — 
And  we'll  train  our  guns  on  the  Spaniards'  sons 

Till  their  fleets  are  swept  from  the  sea! 

Oh,  well  for  the  slur  of  the  murderer, 

On  America's  soldiery, 
But  never  a  power  was  conqueror, 

O'er  a  people  brave  and  free. 
For  the  Spanish  troops'  derision 

Who  tackle  an  iron  foe, 
An  open  field  for  assassins 

Makes  graves  for  the  fiends  of  woe. 
While  the  scepter  of  lust  is  ground  fn  the  dust 

And  the  hope  of  its  hate  laid  low. 

Then  hail  to  the  flag  of  freedom, 
Wherever  it  is  unfurled, 

And  hail    to   its   soldiers   and  sailors 
Who  fight  as  no  men  fight- 
Till  right  is  even  stronger  than  might 
And  sunshine  covers  the  world! 
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BRAVO,  HOBSON! 

T.  HENRY  MATHIAS. 

I've  heard  o'  lots  o'  bravery,  an'  seen  it  in  my  time, 

As  w'en  down  in  or  Mexico  we  made  the  greasers  climb; 

But  nv  all  the  darln'  striplins  that  ever  a  gantlet  run, 

I  reckommend  young  Hobson  as  the  one  that  takes  the  bun! 

The  charge  of  Balaklava  comes  to  mind  in  this  connection, 

An'  twuz  on'y  jest  a  bad  mistake  that  called  fer  Heaven's  pertection; 

But  Sampson  wanted  volunteers  to  meet  a  sure-thing  death, 

An'  the  way  young  Hobson  faced  it  would  hev  took  away  yere  breath! 

'Twuz  sed  our  flghtin'  men  wuz  gone,  an'  this  here  generation 
Would  be  no  airthly  uste  at  all  if  trouble  took  the  nation. 
Consarn  ther  hides!  'twuz  on'y  talk,  and  senseless  talk,  at  that — 
Fer  hasn't  Hobson  proved  that  they  wuz  talkin'  thro'  ther  hat? 

So  I  lift  my  cap  to  Hobson,  an'  I  give  him  three  times  three, 
Fer  he's  proved  himself  a  hero  an'  a  terror  on  the  sea. 
The  trouble  isn't  ended  yet,  but  I'd  jest  here  explain 
That  Hobson  did  his  gallant  work  in  mem'ry  of  the  Maine! 


HIDE   AND   SEEK 
d.  a.  McCarthy. 

Through  the  gloom  of  the  night  and  the  glare  of  the  day, 

We  follow  the  ships  of  Spain; 
We  cursed  them  sore  when  they  slipped  away, 

We  curse  them  now  again. 

We've  strained  our  eyes  'till  we're  almost  blind 

For  a  sign  of  their  warships'  smoke, 
And  our  search-lights  flash,  thro'  the  mist,  to  find 

What  the  darkness  tries  to  cloak. 

Oh,  hide  and  seek  is  a  dainty  game, 

But,  God!  we  wish  't  was  done, 
For  our  hearts  are  sick  for  the  sudden  flame 

And  the  roar  of  the  forward  gun! 

Through  the  glare  of  the  day  and  the  gloom  of  the  night 

We  track  the  seas  in  vain, 
'Till  our  veins  are  afire  with  the  lust  of  fight, 

And  our  hearts  with  the  hate  of  Spain. 
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The  officers  scowl,  as  the  waves  they  scan, 
There  is  swearing  amongBt  the  crew — 

For  we're  wishing  to  Heaven  the  fight  began 
And  gave  us  something  to  do! 

Oh!  hide  and  seek  is  the  Spaniard's  game — 

But,  wait— and  he'll  rue  it  sore; 
When  our  broadsides  burst  in  thunder  and  flame, 

He'll  play  the  game  no  more! 


CUBA  LIBRE. 

NELLIE  G.  MAC  HALE. 

Fling  out  the  Stars  and  Stripes  on  high! 
Let  it  wave  o'er  land  and  sky! 

Chorus — 

Ring  out  for  glory,  Ring  out  for  glee! 
Ring  out  for  the  brave  Cuban  liberty! 

Remember  Captain  Sigsbee, 

Who  remained  on  board  the  Maine. 
Remember  the  brave  sailors, 

Who  have  missed  the  war  with  Spain. 

Chorus — 

Spain,  Spain,  you'll  suffer  in  pain 

For  the  damage  you  did  in  blowing  up  the  Maine. 


Chorus — 


«< 


THE  CUBANS. 
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We  will  fight  for  the  Cubans,  for  the  Cubans'  liberty, 
We  will  fight  for  the  Cubans  to  be  happy  and  be  free. 


EMPTY  HANDS. 

RAT  B.  McMULLIN. 

I  remember  that  far  away 

Where  the  road  winds  round  the  hill; 
There  are  sweet  bird  songs  in  the  air, 

Now  the  days  are  warm  and  still. 
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I  know  that  the  bright  spring  flowers 

Hide  the  edge  of  the  old  wall  gray, 
And  down  below  where  the  brook  runs 

The  cowslips  are  golden  to-day. 

And  I  know — can  I  ever  forget? 

Just  beyond  where  the  two  roads  meet, 
There's  a  grassy  slope  in  the  sunlight 

Where  the  flowers  bloom  many  and  sweet. 
Out  from  the  green  of  the  hillside 

Are  flags  that  the  soft  air  waves. 
And  wreaths  with  their  fragrant  blossoms 

Rest  low  on  the  soldiers'  graves. 

Long  years  ago  in  the  Springtime 

I  stood  where  the  two  roads  meet, 
And  listened  with  heart  nigh  breaking 

To  the  tramp  of  the  marching  feet 
I  watched  far  down  in  the  valley. 

The  bayonets  flash  through  the  trees 
And  out  from  the  bend  of  the  river 

The  flags  silken  folds  in  the  breeze. 

The  tune  of  that  measured  music 

Has  throbbed  in  my  heart  for  years; 
The  folds  of  that  floating  banner 

I  have  seen  in  dreams  through  my  tears. 
When  I  hear  the  war-cry  sounding 

Loud  again  over  seas  and  lands, 
I  think  of  the  grave  on  the  hillside, 

Of  my  love,  and  my  empty  hands. 


POEM. 

R.  W.  MACGOWEN. 

That  same  old  flag  we  rallied  round 

In  eighteen  sixty-one, 
Shall  be  again  the  rallying  cry 

From  father  and  from  son; 
But  now  we  both  together  stand, 

The  Blue  beside  the  Gray, 
A  million  brave  and  fearless  men 

Are  ready  for  the  fray. 
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HOBSON'S  CHOICE. 

LEE  MULFORD. 

A  post  of  danger,  where  high  honors  fall, 
Close  under  Morro'g  cannon  bristling  wall; 
To  win,  if  may  be — or  for  country  fall; 
That's  "Hobson's  Choice." 

To  herd  the  Spanish  foeman  in  his  den, 
To  block  the  way  from  coming  out  again, 
Disarm  a  fleet,  with  half-a-dozen  men; 
That's  "Hobson's  Choice." 

To  court  the  danger  others  would  decline, 
To  ride  to  death  the  devastating  mine, 
To  offer  all  upon  his  country's  shrine; 
That's  "Hobson's  Choice." 

Not  name,  nor  fame,  high  heralded  afar, 
Not  in  the  glittering  panoply  of  war — 
But  just  to  do— but  this  and  nothing  more; 
That's  "Hobson's  Choice." 

The  nation's  choice: 
To  recognize  his  worth,  honor  his  name, 
To  write  on  high,  among  the  sons  of  fame, 
The  workman's  skill,  who  set  the  world  aflame; 

The  nation's  choice. 


IN  MEMORY  OF  THE  MAINE. 

LUCIAN  MOORE. 

'Twas  night,  and  over  the  waters 

The  lights  of  the  harbor  shone, 
Recalling  the  wanderers'  memories 

To  the  dear  ones  they'd  left  at  home; 
And  they  thought  of  those  who  loved  them, 

In  the  old  homes  far  away. 
Some  whose  hair  was  golden-hued, 

And  others  whose  locks  were  gray. 

How  little  they  thought,  as  they  paced  the  deck. 

And  heard  the  hours  ring, 
Thinking  of  loved  ones  left  behind, 

What  another  hour  would  bring. 
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How  little  they  dreamt,  these  hardy  men, 

Whose  hearts  beat  warm  and  high, 
That  ere  the  bell  on  deck  tolled  ten, 

Fate  had  them  doomed  to  die. 

Now  silence  settles  o'er  the  deep, 

No  sound  comes  from  the  shore. 
The  men  are  all  below,  asleep; 

Asleep  to  wake  no  more. 
The  silver  moon  is  pouring  down 

A  flood  of  fairy  light; 
And  nothing  but  the  water's  rush 

Disturbs  the  silent  night 

Hark!  what  was  that!     That  deaf-ning  sound, 

What  shrieks  are  those  I  hear? 
It  is  the  cries  of  drowning  men 

That  burst  upon  my  ear. 
Like  Etna  bursting  from  the  bonds 

That  hold  her  fires  in  prison, 
I  saw  a  sheet  of  crimson  flame 

Shoot  from  the  sea  to  heaven. 

Great  God!  the  waters  rush  and  roar. 

The  houses  reel  and  shake. 
I  feel  the  trembling  here  ashore, 

As  if  the  earth  would  break. 
But  now  the  smoke  has  cleared  away, 

I  gaze  to  sea  again; 
There  lies  the  story  writ  in  blood, 

'Twas  the  wrecking  of  the  Maine. 

In  the  land  beyond  the  wave, 

Just  o'er  the  channel  blue, 
Their  mothers,  sweethearts,  wives  and  friends 

Are  waiting  for  her  crew. 
Then  watch  and  pray,  poor  lonely  ones, 

Tou  never  will  see  again 
Those  dwellers  in  the  silent  land, 

The  martyrs  of  the  Blaine. 

They  lie  in  death's  eternal  sleep, 

Prom  which  they'll  wake  no  more; 
At  rest  beneath  an  alien  sod, 

Their  Joys  and  woes  are  o'er. 
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Sleep  on,  oh  brave  and  honored  dead. 
By  cowering  treach'ry  slain. 

A  weeping  nation  mourns  your  loss 
Nor  will  forget  the  Maine. 

The  North  and  South  have  both  alike 

Laid  laurels  on  your  biers. 
United  In  a  common  loss 

We  mingle  common  tears. 
Through  dread  Havana's  ruined  streets 

Our  martial  cries  will  swell; 
Then  mingled  with  the  northman's  shout 

You'll  hear  the  rebel  yell. 

That  yell,  which  shook  far  braver  hearts, 

In  the  vale  of  Shenandoah, 
When  the  mountains  echoed  back  the  cry 

Above  the  cannon's  roar; 
When  Jackson  like  a  mountain  storm 

Swept  on  the  host  below; 
Or  when  the  North  at  Gettysburg 

Drove  back  the  valiant  foe. 

Then  side  by  side,  with  Union  blue, 

And  foremost  in  the  fray, 
Still  proudly  pushing  to  the  front 

You  will  see  Confederate  gray; 
And  one  unbroken  line  will  sweep 

The  bloody  hosts  of  Spain, 
For  Cuba  and  humanity, 

In  memory  of  the  Maine. 


ITE    SAW   DEWEY  DO   THE   TRICK. 

JAMES   F.    McNALLY. 

Say,  Pard,  I've  seen  some  scrappin',  long  afore  you  came. 
But  this  yere  Injun  flghtln' — why,  boys,  'ta'int  In  the  game. 
Yer  talk  about  yer  redskins,  and  plunkin'  lead  fer  fair, 
Why,  I'se  been  through  a  cyclone,  as  'd  raise  a  varmint's  hair. 
Talkin'  'bout  border  warfare,  why,  that  stuff  makes  me  sick, 
I  jest  come  from  Manllly  and  saw  Dewey  do  der  trick. 

Ther'  wa'nt  do  doggin'  'hind  trees,  nor  sneakln'  through  ther'  brush, 
Nor  pluggin'  from  der  saddle  nor  mlzin'  in  der  rush. 
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We  jest  swept  down  'bout  midnight  and  waited  till  der  dawn, 
An'  soon  we  found  them  Spaniards  in  line  o'  battle  drawn. 
The'r  forts  they  opened  fire,  but  we  stopped  'em  purty  quick, 
Twould  do  yer  hearts  good,  boys,  to  see  Old  Dewey  do  der  trick. 

Old  Dewey  give  the  order  fur  ther  metal  fur  ter  fly, 

An'  every  Yankee  bullet  jest  plugged  a  straight  bullseye. 

Them  Spaniards  couldn't  hit  a  barn  door  twenty  feet  away; 

We  soaked  'em  right  and  left  until  about  noontime  that  day; 

An'  then  we  went  ter  breakfast,  I  tell  yer  it  war  slick 

Ter  watch  them  boats  keep  moving  and  see  Dewey  do  der  trick. 

No  one  cared  fer  eatln',  we  jest  wanted  gore  and  fame, 

We  wanted  all  der  world  ter  know  we  remembered  well  der  Maine. 

We  gave  'em  a  red  hot  breakfast  wid  dessert  o'  shot  un  shell, 

And  some  on  'em  went  ter  glory  and  others  went  straight  ter — well, 

Our  guns  boomed  out  destruction  and  the'r  smoke  war  awful  thick, 

But  how  der  boys  all  yelled  ter  see  Old  Dewey  do  der  trick. 

• 

Them  Spaniards  ain't  no  better  'n  a  lot  o'  Digger  braves, 

The'r  great  a  flghtln'  women,  ther  dark-skinned  pesky  knaves. 

Their  good  at  raidln'  hospitals,  an'  killing  children,  too, 

But,  say,  they  couldn't  lick  one  side  o'  our  boys  who  wear  their  blue; 

They  went  It  blind,  we  saw  it,  and  each  raise  made  'em  sick; 

Say,  Pard,  you'd  stake  yer  pile  to  see  Old  Dewey  do  der  trick. 


DEWEY,  ADMIKAL. 

FRANK  A.   MARSHALL. 

Knight  of  the  Eastern  seas,  thy  fadeless  fame 
Is  writ  in  War's  red  blazing  letters  high 
Upon  the  backing  of  that  Orient  sky, 
That  glitters  with  the  luster  of  thy  name; 
And  tells  the  Saxon  blood  doth  course  the  same, 
Through  all  the  branches  of  that  mighty  tree 
That  shades  the  farthest  league  of  land  and  sea. 
A  nation's  pride,  a  race's  glad  acclaim, 
Are  thine.    From  far  Manila's  bloody  main 
We  heard  the  voice  of  God's  new  Sinai, 
That  bade  the  red  requittal  of  thy  guns 
Wipe  out  Havana's  foul  assassin  stain. 
Avenged  at  last,  our  dead  dead  heroes  lie, 
An  unforgetting  land's  remembered  sons. 
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UNCLE    SAM. 

ciiarles  Mcdonough. 

When  you  heard  poor  Cuba  calling,  Uncle  Sam,  Uncle  Sam, 
And  the  Spaniard  for  blood  bawling,  Uncle  Sam,  Uncle  Sam, 

You  just  got  out  your  old  gun 

That  you  had  in  sixty-one, 
And  you  thought  you'd  have  some  fun,  Uncle  Sam,  Uncle  Sam. 

Then  they  blew  up  our  ship  Maine,  Uncle  Sam,  Uncle  Sam, 
Those  blood-thirsty  men  of  Spain,  Uncle  Sam,  Uncle  Sam, 

That  was  more  than  you  could  stand, 

So  at  once  you  took  a  hand, 
Got  the  army  in  a  band,  Uncle  Sam,  Uncle  Sam. 

Dewey  went  to  fight  the  foe,  Uncle  Sam,  Uncle  Sam, 
And,  of  course,  he  laid  them  low,  Uncle  Sam,  Uncle  Sam, 

And  of  all  the  havoc  wrought, 

As  among  the  foe  he  fought, 
It  can  ne'er,  ne'er  be  thought,  Uncle  Sam,  Uncle  Sam. 

Sampson  will  destroy  the  fleet,  Uncle  Sam,  Uncle  Sam, 
If  they  ever  chance  to  meet,  Uncle  Sam,  Uncle  Sam; 

With  the  Cubans  we  will  fight, 

For  their  cause  is  just  and  right, 
Drive  the  Spanish  out  of  sight,  Uncle  Sam,  Uncle  Sam. 


DEWEY'S  VICTORY. 

C.  H.  McGINLEY. 

Did  yer  har'n  their  news,  Matilda  Jane,  what  corned  from  Philippine? 

Ten  thousen  miles  across  ther  sea,  Old  Glory  floats  serene. 

Our  Yankee  boys  hev  show'd  ther  Dons,  them  proud  old  hosts  of  Spain, 

Thet  America  is  in  it,  with  heart,  en  soul,  en  brain, 

En  ther  thorts  comes  creepin  down  my  mind,  en  makes  my  old  flesh  crawl 

When  thinkin  of  the  way  our  boy'  a  shot  them  cannon  ball. 

And  how  he  aimed  thet  tarnal  gun,  en  how  she  belched  en  roared. 

En  how  'mid  smoke  en  carnage,  a  shower  of  lead  he  pour'd 

Down  inter  them  ere  Spanish  forts  en  cruisers  en  battle  ships, 

An,  during  all  thet  hellish  din,  he  never  moved  his  lips. 

Commodore  Dewey  stood  right  thar  beside  our  boy  en  said, 

"Sandy,  don't  yer  leave  thet  gun  unless  they  kill  yer  dead." 

En  Matilda  Jane,  our  Sandy,  our  own,  our  only  boy, 
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What  alius  wuz  so  kind  to  us,  so  gentle  and  so  coy, 

Jiat  grab'd  aholt  en  there  he  stood,  an'  never  budged  a  foot 

From  side  his  gun,  though  smar'd  with  blood  en  soot, 

Em  thar  stood  our  brave  Dewey,  as  he  glv'  his  quick  commands 

From  the  decks  of  his  good  flagship,  where  Sandy  en  all  hands 

Jist  fight  the  haughty  Spaniards  till  they  hed  'em  dead  to  right, 

En  every  Yankee  ship  took  part  in  Dewey's  glorious  fight, 

'Till  one  by  one  the  Spanish  crafts  war  sunk  or  run  away, 

En  the  Stars  en  Stripes  war  seen  ter  float  all  round  Manila  Bay. 

Ther  papers  says,  Matilda  Jane,  I  hear'n  it  read  last  night, 

Thet  Perry,  en  McDonnough's  wuz  nuthen  like  this  fight 

Thet  hellish  fire  from  six-inch  guns,  en  longer  ones  you  bet, 

Came  crushing  from  Olympiads  breast,  she  en  ther  Christina  met. 

No  mortal  man,  Matilda  Jane,  kin  picter  ter  ther  ages  ter  come, 

Slch  thunder,  groans,  en  lightnings,  explosions  of  bombs  en  shell, 

Tis  said,  resembled  nothen,  if  twant  our  usual  orthodoxy,  hell. 

No  shore  fight  war  in  it,  so  pesky  awful,  grand, 

Es  that  what  Dewey  fought  that  day,  with  his  gallant  Yankee  band, 

En  to  think  our  Sandy,  Matilda  Jane,  wuz  there  among  the  best. 

Ter  pint  Olympia's  guns,  there  straightest  en  ther  best 

Ther  Dons,  I  think  they  call  'em,  kan  test  ther  Yankee  eye, 

En  test  a  Yankee  ter,  ez  well,  beneath  old  Asia's  sky. 

The  Cuban  flag  wuz  floatin',  beside  Old  Glory  there, 

Another  star  comes  peepln'  now,  a  shlnin,  bright  en  clear, 

Astronomers  call  it  Philippine,  shud  Sampson  sight  some  more 

Thet  uster  light  ther  Spanish  sky,  illumine  ther  Cuban  shore. 

'Tis  also  sed  thet  Spanish  clouds  ez  darknin'  with  despair. 

En  not  a  single  ray  of  light's  a  shlnin'  anywhere. 

Matanzas  forts  en  Philippines,  with  guns  all  silenced  now. 

The  proud  Castillian  monarch,  with  its  Noah's  arks  en  scow 

Cannot  stand  our  Yankee  guns,  nor  even  protect  Old  Spain, 

En  afore  we're  done  we'll  show  the  Dons  how  we  avenge  the  Maine. 


GIVE  BACK  NO  FLAGS. 

CAPT.   DAVID  A.   MURPHY. 

Give  back  no  flags  O,  loyal  friends, 
Such  backward  look  no  breakage  mends, 

Truth  stands  like  mountain  crag; 
The  Southern  clans  made  stubborn  fight, 
But  they  were  wrong  and  Lincoln  right- 
There  is  but  one  true  flag! 
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Give  back  no  flags  O,  knightly  friends, 
Such  smooth  talk  now  to  weakness  tends, 

Time  heals  all  battle  scars; 
They're  captured  stuff — the  slavery  rags, 
Twere  silly  e'er  to  call  them  flags — 

As  fireflies  are  not  stars! 

Give  back  no  flags,  O,  union  friends, 
Such  action  lame  with  mischief  blends, 

One  flag  holds  rightful  sway; 
Our  mighty  hosts  will  Cuba  free, 
And  captures  hold  on  land  and  sea — 

War  is  not  mere  child's  play! 


HOW   DEWEY  WELCOMED   THE   MAY. 

t.  j.  Mcdonough. 

'Twas  a  beautiful  Sabbath  morning 

In  the  Philippines  far  away, 
With  no  challenge  or  note  of  warning, 

No  pause  at  the  mouth  of  the  bay. 
Our  fleet  in  Manila  haven 

Faced  the  forts  and  fleets  of  our  foes; 
No  place  there  for  laggard  or  craven, 

In  that  tempest  of  iron  blows. 

The  silence  that  hung  o'er  the  city 

Was  broken  by  roar  of  a  gun; 
And  carnage  unmindful  of  pity 

Raged  red  at  the  rise  of  the  sun; 
Through  their  timber  and  iron  crashing 

Swept  our  tempest  of  iron  hail; 
While  flames  through  the  battle  smoke  flashing 

Tore  rifts  in  the  sulphurous  veil. 

From  the  central  hell  of  the  striving, 

With  a  murderous  blaze  and  roar, 
Volcanoes  of  crushing  and  riving, 

Strewed  dying  and  dead  on  the  shore; 
And  the  wreck  of  the  Spanish  flotilla 

Rolled  in  on  the  waves  of  the  bay, 
To  tell  to  the  crowds  at  Manila 

How  Dewey  had  welcomed  the  May. 
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And  the  fortifications  crowning  , 

Frowning  Cavite's  rocky  height, 
Belched  thunders  to  solace  the  drowning, 

And  share  in  the  glee  of  the  fight; 
But  their  primitive  bulwarks  scorning, 

Brave  Dewey  bombarded  each  crag; 
Their  jubilee  changing  to  mourning. 

And  adding  a  stripe  to  our  flag. 

When  the  Maine  went  down  at  Havana, 

In  our  own  West  Indian  seas, 
In  secret  the  Spanish  hosanna 

Thrilled  out  on  the  morning  breeze; 
How  little  thought  Spain  or  the  Spaniard, 

That  the  cup  of  revenge  to  its  lees 
Should  be  drained  through  the  pull  of  a  lanyard, 

In  the  distant  antipodes. 

But  Dewey  sailed  into  the  sunset, 

'Till  he  came  to  the  land  of  the  dawn, 
And  revenged  in  one  vigorous  onset 

The  Maine  and  its  heroes  thus  gone; 
All  honor  to  him  and  the  banner 

That  floats  o'er  his  fleet  in  that  bay, 
And  we'll  ever  remember  the  manner 

Brave  Dewey  saluted  the  May. 


"  UNITED." 

JOHN  TROTWOOD  MOORE. 

By  steel-sheathed  ship  and  iron  gun, 

And  fort  that  frowns  on  crouching  sea; 
Like  a  reef-split  wave  in  the  mad  ebb's  run, 

Like  the  rock-stopt  foam  from  a  driven  lee. 
They  have  halted  their  butchering  lines  of  red, 

For  a  star-flung  banner  has  published  a  ban; 
Let  the  past  be  past,  let  the  dead  be  dead. 

Now  and  forever  American. 

It  has  girdled  the  depths  of  the  deep  heart's  blood; 

It  has  tied  our  links  in  a  white  heat  fire, 
And  the  Gray  has  come  with  the  old-time  flood 

And  the  Blue  stands  firm  in  the  old-time  ire; 
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And  the  starving  eyes  whence  hope  has  fled, 
Laugh  out  in  the  light  as  the  message  ran: 

Let  the  past  be  past,  let  the  dead  be  dead, 
Now  and  forever  American. 

O,  valorous  Blue,  in  the  grave  of  your  fate, 

O,  glorious  Gray,  in  the  long  dead  years, 
Te  were  sown  in  sorrow  and  harrowed  in  hate, 

But  your  harvest  day  is  a  nation's  tears, 
For  the  message  you  left  through  the  land  Jias  sped 

From  this  marbled  field  to  the  heart  of  man: 
Let  the  past  be  past,  let  the  dead  be  dead, 

Now  and  forever  American. 


TO    MARIE    CHRISTINA. 

KATE  McVICAR. 

Tou  try  to  pose  as  the  injured  Queen 

On  a  sea  of  sorrow  tossed, 
Tou  weep  for  the  fate  of  your  darling  son 

With  a  star  from  his  diadem  lost 

Tou  appeal  to  the  world,  you  appeal  to  God 

(How  dare  you  on  him  to  call) 
For  the  wail  of  the  starving  meets  His  ear, 

And  their  blood  on  your  house  will  fall. 

Tou  hope  that  the  nations  will  heed  your  cry. 
So  your  House  and  Throne  may  stand; 

Did  you  heed  the  starving  mothers  and  babes 
Or  the  wails  from  Cuba's  strand? 

When  the  captives  bound  at  dead  of  night 

Were  thrown  in  Havana's  Bay, 
Did  you  hear  "God  help  me!"  from  pallid  lips, 

As  the  sharks  rose  up  for  their  prey? 

Did  you  punish  the  Butcher  of  human  stock, 
Did  your  womanly  heart  (?)  ere  cry, 

I  cannot  feast,  while  my  people  starve, 
Or  sleep  while  the  helpless  die? 

Not  a  word,  not  a  sign,  from  your  dainty  lips. 
To  show  you  were  Cuba's  friend. 

Till  our  Nation  rose  in  wrath  and  said, 
This  Butchery  must  end. 
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Ah!  then,  you  cry  out,  and  pity  ask, 

For  your  motherhood's  keen  pain, 
But  the  doom  you  meted  to  other  lives 

To  your  own  be  returned  again. 

Another  fair  dame  of  your  Kingly  race 

In  Prance  held  regal  sway, 
And  feasted  while  her  people  starved, 

But  they  rose  in  wrath  one  day. 

And  paid  off  the  debt  of  ages  gone  by, 

And  royal  heads  fell  fast, 
And  the  Bourbon  line  was  scattered  then 

As  leaves  in  the  autumn's  blast. 

God's  mill  grinds  slow,  but  it  never  stops, 

And  it  grinds  exceedingly  fine, 
And  has  ground  to  the  dust  the  cruel  blood 

In  many  a  Kingly  line. 

And  the  doom  of  Cuba's  mothers  and  babes 

On  your  race  will  forever  lie, 
And  the  mother  of  God  is  hearing  them 

Cannot  listen  to  your  cry. 

Appeal  unto  Moloch's  shrine,  if  you  will, 

For  help  in  the  way  you  have  trod; 
Appeal  to  the  demons  who  reign  below, 

"But  dare  not  appeal  to  God." 


UNCLE   SAM. 

S.   H.  MURLIN. 


There  is  not  a  bit  of  sham 

About  our  Uncle  Sam, 

And  he  is  clear  grit,  right  through  and  through; 

For  his  colors  are  the  red,  white  and  blue. 

He  is  licking  old  Spain 

For  blowing  up  the  Maine 

And  for  other  misdeeds,  done  again  and  again. 

And  this  same  glorious  chap 

Doesn't  care  a  tinker's  rap 

What  the  Dons  may  say  or  do; 

For  he  is  clear  grit,  right  through  and  through, 

And  his  colors  are  the  red,  white  and  blue. 
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THE  OLD  CONTINENTALS. 

GUY  HUMPHREY  McMASTBR. 

In  their  ragged  regimentals 
Stood  the  old  continentals. 

Yielding  not 
When  the  grenadiers  were  lunging, 
And  like  hall  fell  the  plunging 

Cannon-shot; 

When  the  files 

Of  the  Isles, 
From  the  smoky  night  encampment,  bore  the  banner  of  the  rampant 

Unicorn. 
And  grummer,  grummer,  grummer  rolled  the  roll  of  the  drummer, 

Through  the  morn! 

Then  with  eyes  to  the  front  all. 
And  with  guns  horizontal, 

Stood  our  sires; 
And  the  balls  whistled  deadly, 
And  the  streams  flashing  redly 

Blazed  the  fires; 

As  the  roar 

On  the  shore, 
Swept  the  strong  battle-breakers  o'er  the  green-sodded  acres 

Of  the  plain; 
And  louder,  louder,  louder,  cracked  the  black  gunpowder, 

Cracking  amain. 

Now  like  smiths  at  their  forges 
Worked  the  red  St.  George's 

Cannoneers; 
And  the  "villainous  saltpetre" 
Rung  a  fierce,  discordant  meter 

Round  their  ears; 

As  the  swift 

Storm-drift, 
With  hot  sweeping  anger,  came  the  horseguards*  clangor 

On  our  flanks. 
Then  higher,  higher,  higher,  burned  the  old-fashioned  fire 

Through  the  ranks! 

Then  the  old-fashioned  Colonel 
Galloped  through  the  white  infernal 

Powder-cloud;  * 
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And  his  broad  sword  was  swinging, 
And  his  brazen  throat  was  ringing 
Trumpet  loud. 
Then  the  blue 
Bullets  flew. 
And  the  trooper-jackets  redden  at  the  touch  of  the  leaden 

Rifle-breath; 
And  rounder,  rounder,  rounder,  roared  the  iron  six-pounder, 

Hurling  death! 


FREEDOM'S   CRY 

ROSA  F.  McCAMLY. 

Our  soldier  boys  have  sailed  away 
Across  the  ocean's  stormy  waves; 
They  bear  the  sword  to  right  the  wrong. 
To  shield  the  weak  against  the  strong; 
They  bear  the  cross,  oh,  God  above! 
To  teach  to  men  Thy  gracious  love. 
That  sword  and  cross  go  hand  in  hand, 
And  make  the  strength  of  every  land 
And  seal  the  truth  that  saves! 

Put  strength  into  their  arms,  we  pray, 
Turn  darkest  night  to  brightest  day. 
On  Cuba's  beauteous  isle! 
Let  those  who  bear  the  sword  rejoice, 
With  one  prolonged,  exultant  voice, 
That  God  is  still  the  God  of  war, 
When  waged  'gainst  slavery's  cursed  bar, 
To  God  and  freedom's  smile! 

Put  strength  into  the  winds  of  Heaven. 
That  waft  their  ships  into  the  haven. 
Where  heroes  guard  the  shore, 
'Till  file  on  file,  and  rank  on  rank, 
They  hold  the  land  from  bank  to  bank; 
And  Cuba's  brave,  and  ladies  fair, 
From  castle  wall  to  prison  lair. 
Shall  rise  in  gratitude  sublime. 
To  God  and  men  of  every  clime, 
The  tyrant  driven  from  their  door! 
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God  of  the  mighty  sea  and  main, 
Bring  safely  home  our  sons  again. 
We  ask  this  boon  in  freedom's  name! 
Columbia,  land  of  freedom's  birth. 
Welcome  thy  heroes'  home  return, 
On  hill,  in  vale,  let  torches  burn; 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  float  far  and  wide; 
Nation  and  men  our  joy  and  pride, 
The  land  of  all  the  earth! 


"a 

«« 


UNCLE   SAM  REPLIES. 

R.   A.   MARBURGH. 

And  what  will  be  done?"  said  Number  One. 

Won't  something  be  done?"  said  Two. 
But  the  Third  laughed  low — "they  will  do  just  so 
For  me  as  they  did  for  you." 

An'  I  don't  say  that  yer  wrong 
'Cause  yer  chane'd  ter  think  that  way, 

Per  I  know  the  flood 

O'  yer  warmed  up  blood 

Must  a-boiled  and  bubbled  as  there  I  stud 
A-waitin',  day  by  day. 

Nor  I  don't  say  you  wuz  right, 

Fer  ter  think  I'd  just  stand  by, 
When  once  I  knew 
That  my  boys  in  blue 

Had  met  their  fate  through  the  coward  crew 
'  That  sent  their  souls  on  high. 

No,  I  don't  say  you  wuz  wrong 

Nor  I  don't  say  you  wuz  right; 
But  yet  might  hev  guessed 
In  yer  inmost  breast 
That  yer  Uncle  wuz  doln'  what  he  thought  beat 

Ere  he  gave  the  word  to  fight 

And  the  spirits  that  soar  on  high 

Of  my  poor  dead  boys  in  blue 
Will  rest  in  peace, 
And  their  whimp'rlngs  cease, 
For  they  shall  be  bought  a  dear  release 

Ere  your  Uncle  Sam  gets  through. 
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OUR  SOLDIER  BOYS  SO  BRAVE. 

ETTA  F.  MURPHY. 

Proud  may  we  be  of  our  soldier  boys, 

So  brave,  so  loyal,  and  true. 
Ready  to  give  up  their  young  lives, 

For  the  red,  the  white  and  blue. 

O  noble  flag  thy  colors  wave, 

Tyranny  they'll  subdue. 
"You  sheltered  them  in  their  youth," 

And  now  they'll  care  for  you. 

For  all  our  country  now  is  one 

The  one  flag  waves  for  all. 
Brave  men  from  north  and  south  have  come, . 

To  answer  freedom's  call. 

And  though  our  company  from  Dubuque, 

Seem  but  boys  in  years. 
Their  brave  hearts  will  lead  them  on, 

To  never  shrink  with  fear. 

Oh  may  God  watch  and  guide  them, 

Our  noble  volunteers. 
How  heartily  we  will  .greet  them, 

Our  town  will  ring  with  cheers. 

When  they  come  home  from  victory 

Our  patriotic  Co.  A, 
May  the  ranks  remain  unbroken 

Of  the  First  Reg.  Gov.  Greys. 

For  every  mother  will  watch  and  wait, 

For  the  coming  of  her  boy 
To  see  in  the  ranks  a  one  vacant  place. 

Sorrow  would  master  joy. 

But  when  back  to  us  they  come, 

As  surely  they  will  do. 
So  warmly  we  will  welcome, 

Our  noble  boys  in  blue. 

Proudly  the  stars  and  stripes  will  wave 

With  joy  the  eagle  scream. 
And  Spanish  rule  on  Cuba's  soil, 

Will  pass  away  like  a  dream. 
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"REMEMBER  THE  MAINE." 

* 

MAE  W.  McCASTLINE. 

Spread  to  the  breeze  the  Stars  and  Stripes, 

Flag  of  a  nation  free. 
Bearing  its  promise  of  hope  afar, 

Over  the  land  and  sea. 

Hall!  to  the  heroes  with  silvered  hair, 
Eager  to  march  once  more, 

Under  the  shield  of  its  starry  folds 
Into  the  battle's  roar. 

Fight  for  it  bravely,  Boys  in  Blue! 

Give,  if  you  must,  your  lives 
Willingly,  gladly,  to  free  a  land 

Shackled  with  slave-like  gyves. 

Sailors,  unfurl  it  from  every  mast 
Shouting,  "Remember  the  Maine!" 

"Victory!  Cuba!  and  Liberty! 
Down  with  the  tyrant  Spain!" 

Fight  for  your  martyred  comrades,  too. 
Lying  in  nameless  graves! 

Fight  for  the  ship  that  a  Judas  touch 
Buried  beneath  the  waves! 

Fight  till  our  honor  has  been  avenged! 

Fight  our  sister  land 
Bravely  until  it  is  free  as  ours — 

Free  from  a  despot's  hand! 

Fight  for  the  dear  old  flag  once  more. 
Shouting,  "Remember  the  Maine!" 

"Victory!  Cuba!  and  Liberty! 
Down  with  the  traitor  Spain!" 


THE   RED,    WHITE   AXD   BLUE. 

GEORGE  MURDOCK. 

In  the  war  for  the  freedom  of  Cuba, 
Like  thunder  the  cannon  did  roar. 

We  racked  the  stout  ships  on  the  ocean, 
And  shelled  the  strong  forts  on  the  shore. 
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"Remember  the  Maine/'  was  the  war  cry, 

The  aim  of  the  marksman  was  true. 
When  the  ships  of  the  Spaniards  were  sinking, 

We  cheered  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

The  thrones  of  the  continent  tremble 

At  the  rising  of  freedom's  bright  star. 
The  despots  with  myriads  assembled, 

May  join  in  the  horrors  of  war. 
But  based  on  the  firm  Rock  of  Ages 

Is  built  our  allegiance  so  true, 
And  the  hope  of  the  brave  sons  of  Cuba 

Now  rests  with  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

The  reign  of  the  treacherous  Spaniards 

Caused  innocent  blood  for  to  flow. 
The  lands  which  they  held  were  devoted 

To  death,  desolation,  and  woe. 
But  its  torrent  was  stemmed  by  the  noblest 

Of  rulers  the  world  ever  knew, 
Who  would  shed  the  last  drop  for  Old  Glory 

In  the  cause  of  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

Full  drunk  with  the  blood  of  the  martyrs, 

The  Spaniards  now  reel  to  their  fall. 
McKinley  has  issued  the  summons, 

And  millions  respond  to  the  call. 
The  bold  volunteers  are  now  ready, 

The  fight  of  the  free  to  renew, 
And  the  flag  of  the  downtrodden  nation 

Shall  wave  with  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

From  every  state  in  the  Union 

Came  heroes  that  never  would  yield, 
Determined  to  conquer  the  Spaniards, 

Or  die  at  their  post  in  the  field. 
May  the  ark  of  their  faith  still  be  guided 

The  wild  storm  of  battle  straight  through. 
May  the  God  of  our  Fathers  protect  them 

As  they  fight  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

Then  Old  Glory  shall  wave  over  Cuba, 

As  it  waved  o'er  the  battleship  Maine, 
And  Freedom's  bright  star  shall  light  Cuba, 

And  Peace  shall  soon  come  in  its  train, 
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And  evermore  dwell  In  fair  Cuba, 
If  her  so ns  to  themselves  but  proved  true, 

And  strive  for  their  own  preservation, 
Full  friends  with  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

All  hail  to  the  States  of  the  Union, 

May  they  ever  in  virtue  increase, 
And  after  the  war  with  the  Spaniards, 

May  we  flourish  in  honor  and  peace. 
Three  cheers  for  our  own  noble  Statesmen, 

Who  have  proved  to  be  loyal  and  true; 
Three  cheers  for  the  army  a  ad  navy, 

Who  fought  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 


MANILA  BAY. 

E.  O.  MAHONEY. 


Down  in  Manila  bay, 

Where  the  Spanish  squadron  lay, 
Commanded  by  Montejo,  the  grandee,  oh! 

It  was  there  the  boasting  Dons 

First  fought  with  freedom's  sons 
And  tried  their  power  with  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh! 

'Twas  before  the  dawn  of  day 

That  our  squadron  squared  away. 
The  men  were  all  at  quarters,  brisk  and  handy,  oh! 

Corregidor  loomed  grim 

So  "doused"  was  every  "glim," 
And  we  sailed  in  just  like  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh! 

And  when  we  got  inside, 

There  lay  Spain  in  all  her  pride; 
Her  ships  and  forts  and  batteries  all  handy,  oh! 

With  mines  the  bay  was  crammed. 

"Oh,  their  mines  be  damned!" 
The  "Old  Man"  is  true  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh! 

Ho,  braggarts  of  old  Spain! 

"Remember  ye  the  Maine." 
What  flag  gleams  through  the  morning  mlat  so  grandly,  oh! 

Hidalgo,  grandee,  Don; 

'Aye,  every  Spanish  son 
Must  doff  his  cap  to  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh! 
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Like  dogs  caged  in  a  pound, 

We  chased  them  round  and  round, 
And  battered  them  and  shattered  them  so  handy  oh! 

In  about  a  dozen  rounds 

We  had  smashed  these  Spanish  hounds. 
As  our  broadside  sang  out  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh! 

Then  Dewey,  looking  wise, 

Says  "Enough  for  exercise; 
Pipe  all  hands  down  for  breakfast  and  some  brandy,  oh! 

And  when  we've  stowed  our  grub, 

We'll  give  them  one  more  rub 
And  finish  them  with  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh!" 

Soon  our  gallant  Commodore 

Signals  "Lead  in  Baltimore." 
Of  all  of  Dewey's  fleet  she  is  the  dandy,  oh! 

Our  hearts  jumped  as  we  heard — 

"Close  action"  was  the  word — 
It  always  suited  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh! 

We  lined  their  shores  with  wrecks; 

We  washed  with  blood  their  decks, 
And  silenced  all  their  forts  so  quick  and  handy,  oh! 

Not  a  Spanish  ship  escaped; 

Let  the  Spanish  throne  be  craped, 
While  Americans  sing  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh! 

Know,  mothers  in  old  Spain, 

That  the  memory  of  the  Maine 
Stirs  freemen's  hearts  with  frenzy  like  old  brandy,  oh! 

And  upon  old  ocean's  flood 

Drop  for  drop  is  Spanish  blood 
We  will  vengeance  have,  says  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh! 


OUR  COMMODORE. 

T.  C.  MOORE. 

Headed  into  port,  steaming  past  the  fort, 
Asiatic  squadron,  nothing  more; 

Yankee  colors  a-flying, 

Torpedoes  great  and  small  defying, 

On  our  arms  alone  relying 
The  brave  commodore. 
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Ere  the  morning  sun,  standing  by  each  gun 
Brave  Yankee  tars  and  nothing  more; 

Waiting  for  the  signal  firing, 

To  avenge  the  Maine  desiring, 

Just  the  word  alone  requiring 
From  the  commodore. 

Anchored  in  the  bay  on  the  first  of  May 

Twice  our  number  and  some  more, 
Best  of  Spanish  ships  that  go 
Under  flag  with  Montejo, 
But,  O  Lord!  they  didn't  know 

Our  brave  commodore. 

On  the  shore  there  frown,  round  the  bay,  up  and  down». 

Spanish  forts  and  nothing  more; 
Thought  they  that  with  Montejo 
Yankee  squadron  had  no  show 
'Neath  their  guns.    They  didn't  know 

Our  brave  commodore. 

Up  the  hostile  bay,  the  Olympla  led  the  way, 

Dewey '8  flagship,  nothing  more; 
In  her  wake  the  squadron  sailing, 
Prom  his  post  no  man  a-quaillng, 
Not  a  thought  had  they  of  falling 

With  the  commodore. 

At  the  rise  of  sun  boomed  a  Spanish  gun, 

The  echo  struck  us — nothing  more; 
When  our  guns  began  replying, 
To  the  bottom,  living,  dying, 
Went  the  Spanish  squadron  flying 

From  our  commodore. 

In  Manila  bay,  Spanish  vessels  in  the  frayv 

All  were  gone — fifteen  or  more; 
Gunboats  to  the  bottom  went, 
Cruisers  in  the  air  were  sent, 
Strongest  warships  torn  and  rent 

By  our  commodore. 

And  the  guns  on  land  that  had  lent  a  hand 

Missed  our  squadron,  nothing  more; 
Then  with  solid  shot  and  shell 


Spanish-American  War  Songs.  657 

Chained  the  Spaniards  in  a  spell; 
Now  they  cuss  in  Spanish  hell 
Our  brave  commodore. 

On  the  first  of  May  in  Manila  bay 
Stars  and  Stripes  all  waving — nothing  more; 
Yellow  rags  were  all  torn  down, 
Dewey  had  the  Spanish  town, 
Now  we'll  toast  our  hero  brown, 
Admiral — Commodore. 


POEM. 

JESSE  D.  MOORE. 


It  Is  of  our  glorious  banner 

I  desire  to  speak  to  you; 
Though  scarred  by  many  battles, 

It  Is  always  bright  and  blue. 

It  stands  as  Freedom's  emblem,  friends, 

As  it  has  these  many  years, 
Its  heroes  died  in  battle 

And  left  thousand  home  in  tears. 

1  think  it's  still  worth  fighting  for, 

As,  friends,  I'm  sure  you  do; 
I  mean  our  grand  old  banner,  boys, 

The  red,  the  white,  the  blue. 

Our  heroes  bold,  both  young  and  old, 
Were  murdered  on  the  Maine; 

(But  every  drop  of  blood  they  shed 
Must  be  paid  for  now  by  Spain. 

Our  Nation's  heads  were  slow  to  act, 
I  thought  so,  friends,  and  so  did  you,; 

But  now  that  they  have  started  in, 
We  know  what  they  mean  to  do. 

Dewey  holds  the  Philippines, 
And  we'll  hold  Porto  Rico,  too; 

And  then  we'll  make  the  Spaniards  dance 
To  our  old  Yankee  Doodle  Doo. 
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Yes!  side  by  side,  we  fight  with  pride, 
For  we  are  brothers  now,  theysay; 

There  is  no  North,  thank  God;  no  South; 
On  this,  our  holiday. 

Fight  on,  you  bold  insurgent  boys, 
Let  your  watchword  be  "Libre;" 

The  time  is  mighty  near  at  hand 
When  your  people  will  be  free. 

Havana  belongs  to  you,  my  boys, 
You  are  going  to  have  it,  too; 

And  then  we  hope  you  won't  forget 
Our  boys  who  died  for  you. 

And  now,  we  trust,  you'll  always  hold 

Our  Nation  dear  to  you; 
If  ever  you  should  get  the  chance 

To  fight  for  red,  white  and  blue. 


POEM. 

SAMUEL  SEARS  MERRIMAN. 

And  when  Oppression  riots  on  our  neighbor's  shores, 

And  Liberty's  fair  form,  all  bruised  and  bleedings,  lies, 

Shall  her  dear  voice  to  us  for  succor  cry  in  vain? 

When  once  again  our  country's  honor  is  at  stake, 

When  tyrant's  treach'rous  hand  has  thrust  forth  in  the  dark 

And  stricken  down  our  brothers  to  a  watery  grave, 

Shall  they,  our  brave  marines  and  once  proud  battleship, 

All  unrequited  in  a  hostile  harbor  lie? 

Shall  we  stand  heedless  by  unmindful  of  their  call? 

Shall  we  less  noble  be  than  ye  of  'sixty-one? 

Nay!   In  our  veins  there  flows  the  same  brave  freeman's  blood; 

Our  shrines  with  Freedom's  "ancient  flame"  glows  just  as  bright 

We  heed  the  pleading  voice  of  outraged  Liberty, 

Our  country's  honor  dearer  far  than  life  to  us, 

And  when  her  voice  shall  bid  us  grasp  the  warrior's  steel 

Her  honor  to  defend,  and  free  a  land  oppressed, 

For  her  we'll  proudly  go  to  victory  or  death, 

And  in  the  name  of  your  most  sacred  past  we  pledge 

With  you  to  wage  eternal  warfare  'gainst  the  wrong; 

And  if  the  gentle  Christ,  whose  ever  conquering  might 

Is  driving  wrong  and  error  back  to  endless  night, 

Our  chosen  Captain  be,  then  ours  the  victory. 
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A  BATTLE  VISION. 

CHARLES  LATIMER  MOSHER. 

Hark!  the  thunderclap  of  battle; 

See  the  streaks  of  rushing  fire; 
Hear  the  smaller  rifles  rattle; 

See  the  smoke-puffs  rising  higher. 

Now  opponents  are  out  singling, 
And  the  floating  worlds  of  steel 

Death  and  terror  fast  are  mingling, 
Hot  with  firing,  deck  to  keel. 

Now  from  out  the  depth  of  water 

Suddenly  a  phantom  form 
Rises  to  the  scene  of  slaughter, 

In  the  midst  of  iron  storm. 

See  the  gallant,  well-remembered, 

As  she  turns  upon  the  foe; 
See  the  brave,  the  well-remembered, 

As  she  scatters  death  and  woe. 

All  her  phantom  guns  are  belching, 
And  the  sailors  that  were  slain, 

Ceaseless  send  the  shot  avenging 
From  the  port-holes  of  the  Maine. 

Soon  the  foeman'^  ships  are  sinking; 

And  the  every-greedy  sea, 
Like  a  horrid  monster  drinking, 

From  the  battle  sets  them  free. 

Then  the  phantom-ehlp  is  turning: 
Like  a  storm  cloud  on  the  air, 

Spectral  sides,  still  glowing,  burning, 
Swift  she  leaves  the  battle  glare. 

Thus  the  dead  shall  fight  and  conquer, 
And  the  dead,  th&  still  and  cold, 

Well-remembered  by  their  comrades, 
Tet  shall  battle  as  of  old. 

Thus  the  dead  shall  fight  and  conquer; 

For  the  martyred  blood  they  gave 
Hakes  their  brother-tars,  with  gladness, 

Welcome  an  avenging  grave. 
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A  SONG  TO  CUBA. 

H.  L.  MUNGER. 

Freedom  to  thee,  fair  Cuban  Isle, 
But  death  be  thine,  thou  tyrant  Spain; 
Brave,  armed  thousands  cross  the  main 

For  sake  of  Liberty's  young  child. 

Four  hundred  years  the  galling  yoke 
Of  rife  oppression  thus  hast  borne; 
The  slavish  chain  which  thou  hast  worn 

By  fair  Columbia's  hand  is  broke. 

Let  proud  Castile  her  banners  furl, 
But  see  yon  waving  emblem  rise; 
Soft  breezes  bear  it  to  the  skies, 

The  flag  of  "Antilles'  richest  Pearl!" 

Blow,  ye  trumpets,  give  the  sound 
Of  welcome,  welcome,  welcome,  thee 
Who  now  forever  more  art  free; 

Thy  yearning  soul  its  boon  has  found. 


THE   MAINE. 

JOHN  H.  MURRAY. 


Forget  not,  brave  Americans,  the  country  which  you  love, 
Nor  that  you're  men  of  liberty,  no  matter  where  you  rove, 
That  truth  and  honor  are  the  shields  which  guard  you  when  you  roam, 
Your  dearest  tie — the  happiest  of  all  the  ones  at  home. 

So  here,  then,  let's  cheer  then; 

Our  cause  we'll  rectify; 
The  Maine  long  shall  stain  long 
The  Spanish  or  we'll  die. 

When  on  the  dark  green-billows  of  the  famed  Havana  bay, 
Our  great  and  glorious  battleship  was  anchored  as  they  say, 
Some  weak,  infernal  murderer's  explosive  in  the  night 
Had  driven  ere  the  dappled  dawn  that  battleship  from  sight. 

But  we're  here  to  guard,  dear, 

A  loving  nation's  pride, 
Let  Spain  now  remain  now, 
To  strangle  or  to  hide. 
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Well  show  we're  men  of  valor,  boys!    We'll  show  we're  men  of  ^ 
We'll  show  we're  all  united  from  Cape  Horn  to  the  north. 
To  every  other  land  we'll  show — to  every  other  clime, 
That  Yankee  men  are  Yankee  men  unto  the  end  of  time. 

So  fight,  men,  the  sight,  men, 

Of  Spaniards  'mong  the  slain, 
That  day  will  I  pray  still, 
Avenge  the  gallant  Maine. 

We're  here  to  guard  a  nation's  pride-^her  honor  as  of  yore — 
To  kick  each  crown,  like  England,  down,  who'd  dare  invade  our  she 
We're  here  to  be  the  world's  pride,  her  garden  and  domain — 
To  love  our  cause — enforce  our  laws — avenge  the  gallant  Maine. 

Then  up,  men!  the  cup,  men, 

Of  victory  is  grand, 
We'll  hear  not,  or  fear  not, 
Until  the  end's  at  hand. 


BATTLE   OF   MANILA. 

GEORGE  G.  MORRISON. 

Out  of  the  West  they  come,  they  come, 
Ships  of  the  grandest  of  Freedom's  race, 
Treading  the  billows  with  noiseless  grace; 
Out  of  the  darkness  into  the  dawn, 
American  hearts,  American  brawn, 
With  memory  of  the  Maine  to  urge, 
And  strength  of  an  outraged  God  to  scourge, 
For  a  Cuba,  tortured,  helpless,  dumb. 

Into  the  East  they  go,  they  go, 
Forts  of  the  enemy  belching  death, 
Hate  of  the  fiends  in  their  heated  breath; 
Out  of  the  darkness  into  the  dawn 
Where  battleships  of  the  foe  are  drawn 
In  the  haughtiest  line  of  Spanish  pride; 
But  the  ships  of  the  Stars  unswerving,  ride 
With  a  graceful  speed  to  doom  the  foe. 

Into  the  flash,  and  smoke,  and  roar, 
Swinging  deploys  from  a  master  mind 
Setting  the  aim  of  the  foemen  blind; 
Out  of  the  darkness  into  the  dawn, 
The  fate  of  a  nation  frightfully  drawn 
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Through  resistless  shot,  death-scattering  shell. 
The  terrible  grandeur  of  thunderous  Hell, 
The  convincing  voice  of  the  cannon-boom, 
In  unerring  bolt,  through  the  smoking  gloom. 
By  a  justice  roused  as  ne'r  before. 

Back  from  the  smoke-cleared,  wreck-strewn  bay. 
Back  from  the  carnage  of  victory, 
Grimly  our  black  powdered  heroes  see 
Sunken  and  burning  and  shattered,  the  fleet, 
(Annihilation,  more  than  defeat) 
Of  the  once  proud,  stiff-necked,  ruthless  race, 
That  had  splashed  the  world  with  foul  disgrace 
By  its  bloodful  crimes  of  savage  sway. 

Honor  them  heroes,  of  the  age; 

Write  on  the  scroll  of  the  nation's  fame, 

Letters  that  give  to  our  Dewey's  name, 

Deeds  that  a  hero  only  can  dare, 

Deeds,  and  a  name  that  will  ever  compare 

With  Porter,  Decatur,  Farragut,  Jones; 

A  scroll  to  tremble  the  tyrant  thrones 

Of  the  world,  when  they  their  tyrannies  wage. 


A   NEW   SONG— UP    TO    DATE. 

v.  a.  MATS. 
Tune— Marching  Through  Georgia. 

Plajt  our  school  piano  and  we'll  sing  another  song — 
Sing  it  with  the  spirit  that  la  worthy  of  our  throng- 
Sing  it  as  we  ought  to  sing  it,  voices  good  and  strong- 
While  we  are  shouting  for  Cuba. 

Chorus. 

Hurrah!    Hurrah!    We're  setting  Cuba  free. 
Hurrah!  Hurrah,  we'll  make  the  Spaniards  flee. 
So  we'll  sing  the  chorus  'here  at  home  while  out  at  sea 
Our  boys  are  gaining  the  victory. 

Have  you  read  the  papers,  have  you  heard  the  joyful  sound, 
How  our  gunboat  Nashville,  has  a  Spanish  transport  found. 
How  our  own  "Pat"  Mullen,  by  his  cannon  turned  it  "round 
As  it  was  steaming  to  Cuba. 
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Don't  forget  the  day  on  which  this  warfare  was  begun — 
April  twenty-second,  at  the  rising  of  the  son, 
Hardly  had  they  'wakened  'fore  they  heard  report  of  gun, 
And  they  were  turning  from  Cuba. 

Soon  we've  captured  many  steamers  that  belong  to  Spain, 
Pedro,  Catalina,  Miguel  Jover,  now  are  gain; 
Saturnina,  Panama  and  Ouido  we'll  retain 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

Not  alone  their  steamers  but  their  schooners  are  our  pray; 
For  Mathilda,  Canellta  could  not  get  away; 
Sofia,  Candidia,  Antonio  will  stay 

(While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 
(April  27,  1898.) 

In  the  harbor  of  Manila  was  our  first  affray, 
And  our  Dewey  was  the  victor  on  the  first  of  May — 
While  the  Spanish  squadron,  like  the  old  Armada  lay, 
And  we  were  gaining  Manila. 
(May  3,  1898.) 

When  in  Santiago  bay  Cervera  put  their  fleet, 
Hobson's  sunken  Merrimac  them  bottled  up  so  neat, 
'Till  July  the  third,  forth  they  filed  to  sure  defeat 
That  Schley's  fleet  gave  them  near  Cuba. 
(July  6,  1898.) 

Final  Chorus — 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  Spain's  driven  from  the  seas, 
Hurrah!  Hurrah!  She's  sued  for  terms  of  peace, 
For  we've  Cuba,  Porto  Rico  and  the  Philippines, 
In  days  fourteen  and  a  hundred. 
(Aug.  16,  1898.) 


THE   OLD   NAVY. 

FREDERICK  MARRYAT. 

The  captain  on  the  carronade:    "First  lieutenant,"  says  he. 
"Send  all  my  merry  men  aft  here,  for  they  must  list  to  me; 
I  haven't  the  gift  of  the  gab,  my  sons— because  I'm  bred  to  the  sea; 
That  ship  there  is  a  Frenchman,  who  means  to  fight,  with  we. 

And  odds  bobs,  hammer  and  tongB  long  as  I've  been  to  sea. 

I've  fought  'gainst  every  odds— and  I've  gained  the  victory! 
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"That  ship  there  is  a  Frenchman,  and  If  we  don't  take  she 
Tifi  a  thousand  bullets  to  one  that  she  will  capture  we; 
I  haven't  the  gift  of  gab,  my  boys;  so  each  man  to  his  gun; 
If  she's  not  mine,  in  half  an  hour,  I'll  flog  each  mother's  son. 

And  odds  bobs,  hammer  and  tongB  long  as  I've  been  to  sea. 

I've  fought  'gainst  every  odds — and  I've  gained  the  victory! 

We  fought  for  20  minutes,  when  the  Frenchman  had  enough; 
"I  little  thought,"  said  he,  "that  your  men  were  of  such  stuff." 
Our  captain  took  the  Frenchman's  sword,  a  low  bow  made  to  he: 
"I  haven't  the  gift  of  the  gab,  monsieur,  but  polite  I  wish  to  be. 

And  odds  bobs,  hammer  and  tongs  long  as  I've  been  to  sea. 

I've  fought  'gainst  every  odds — and  I've  gained  the  victory! 

Our  captain  sent  for  all  of  us.    "My  merry  men,"  said  he. 

"I  haven't  the  gift  of  the  gab,  my  lads,  but  yet  I  thankful  be; 

You've  done  your  duty  handsomely,  each  man  stood  to  his  gun; 

If  you  hadn't  you  villains,  as  sure  as  day,  I'd  have  flogged  each  mother's 
son. 
For  odds  bobs,  hammer  and  tongs  as  long  as  I'm  at  sea, 
I'll  fight  'gainst  every  odds— and  I'll  gain  the  victory!" 


DOWN  DEWEY'S  WAY. 

JOHN  COURIER  MORRIS. 

Right  is  right!   Yea,  Right  was  always  right, 
And  Right  means  Right  this  glorious  day! 

Yea,  Right  was  right  in  Lincoln's  fight, 
And  Right  is  right— "down  Dewey's  way." 

Right!   All-potent  Right!    How  well  you  fight 
For  Freedom's  right  in  far-off  bay! 

Right  Is  always  right!    God  did  indite 
That  Right  is  right— "down  Dewey's  way." 

Right  is  right!   Yea,  Right  was  always  right, 
And  Grant  was  right  that  glorious  day 

When  Right  proved  right  in  a  valiant  fight— 
The  same  old  fight  "down  Dewey's  way." 

Right  is  right!   Yea,  Right  was  always  right, 
And  Right  the  stirring  words  of  Quay! 

Proctor  was  right  in  his  words  of  might — 
"Give  Right  her  rights,"  down  Dewey's  way. 
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Right  is  right!   Yea,  Right  was  always  right, 

And  Right  the  Yankee  tars  this  day! 
From  the  heights  of  Right  a  message  bright 

Proclaims  "All  right  down  Dewey's  way!" 

Right  is  right!   Yea,  Right  was  always  right, 

And  Right  is  right  in  distant  bay! 
For  Yankee  guns  have  taught  the  Dons 

They  have  no  right  "down  Dewey's  way." 


THE  STABS  AND  STRIPES. 

WILLIAM  MACDONALD. 

Flag  of  the  free,  oh,  let  it  fly 

Forever  and  for  aye; 
For  it  was  born  beyond  the  sky, 
And  destined  not  to  tattered  die, 

Dishonored  by  the  way. 

Flag  of  a  land  surpassed  by  none, 

Ten  thousand  voices  rise 
To  greet  it  with  the  morning  sun; 
And  when  at  eve  the  day  is  done 

With  shouts  that  rend  the  skies, 

Angelic  hosts  in  realms  of  light, 

Join  with  the  sons  of  earth 
To  sing  the  greatness  of  its  might, 
Its  hard-won  battles  for  the  right, 
The  glory  of  its  birth. 

Oh,  beauteous  banner  born  on  high, 

Hear  what  thy  people  say: 
"For  thee  to  live,  for  thee  to  die," 
Shall  be  their  far-flung  battle  cry 

Forever  and  for  aye. 

Wave  in  triumph  o'er  the  sea, 

By  cities  proud  and  old 
.Made  by  thy  might  to  bend  the  knee 
And  own  thee  emblem  of  the  free, 

Flag  of  the  brave  and  bold. 
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Where  far  our  fleets  by  foreign  lands 

Ride  on  the  boundless  wave, 
Tyrants,  at  liberty's  commands, 
Drop  swords  and  sceptre  from  their  hands, 

In  homage  to  the  brave. 

Forgotten  sea-kings  lying  long 

Beneath  the  storm-tossed  main, 
From  briny  beds  leap  stark  and  strong, 
And,  shouting  forth  their  battle  song, 
Wave  high  their  swords  again. 

Down  from  the  darkened  skies  of  night 

Long  perished  legions  come; 
Strong-limbed,  rejoicing  in  their  might, 
While  sounds  above  the  din  of  fight, 

The  long  roll  of  the  drum. 

From  where  departed  heroes  rest, 

Beyond  the  welkin  blue, 
There  hasten  down  at  Fame's  behest, 
To  battle  for  the  vernal  West, 

The  spirits  of  the  true. 

Oh,  Stars  and  Stripes,  forever  wave, 

Where  glory  flung  thee  free. 
O'er  those  who  died  thy  folds  to  save, 
Triumphant  ever  o'er  the  brave, 

O'er  home  and  liberty. 


GOD  SAVE  THE  REPUBLIC. 

B.   S.  MARTIIN. 

When  forth  the  shepherd  boy  in  Elah's  vale 
To  meet  Goliath  fared,  no  coat  of  mall 
Nor  sword  nor  spear  he  took,  nor  anything 
Except  one  little  penny-dreadful  sling. 
His  pebble  sped;  the  big  Philistine's  fall 
Gave  humble  means  a  license  once  for  all, 
And  helps  your  bard  a  warrant  to  construe 
To  launch  light  verse  at  learned  men  like  you. 


Masters  of  erudition,  chosen  sirs 

Whose  knowledge  close  with  all  that's  known  concurs, 
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Who  taste  all  fruits  on  wisdom's  tree  that  grow- 
After  all's  said,  what  do  we  need  to  know? 
Knowledge  is  power.   What  knowledge?   Power  for  what? 
To  do  or  not  to  do?    To  have,  or  not? 
Shall  learning  make  our  hearts  or  pockets  stout? 
Bring  things,  or  teach  us  how  to  go  without? 
Prompt  us  to  spare,  or  qualify  to  spend? 
Is  it  a  means,  or  shall  it  be  an  end? 

All  day  the  Hindoo  sits  and  contemplates 
His  navel,  Earth  spins  onward  while  he  waits. 
No  loss  of  time  his  brooding  hope  concerns; 
His  concentrated  thought  serves  all  his  turns— 
His  food  the  least  that  soul  and  body  Joins; 
His  raiment,  but  the  clout  about  his  loins. 
To  'think  is  all  he  asks;  indeed,  it's  more — 
He  only  seeks  to  keep  an  open  door 
Wiherelnto  may  perhaps  in  time  be  turned 
A  consciousness  transcending  all  things  learned. 
Heedless  of  force  oblivious  to  fact, 
Broken  of  every  wish  or  power  to  act, 
Under  his  bo-tree,  rapt,  behold  him  sit, 
A  patient  mark  for  wisdom's  darts  to  hit. 

In  violent  prodigious  contrast,  view 

Our  devotee  who  lives  to  put  things  through! 

Intense  in  aim,  tremendous  in  attempt, 

He  dares  such  feats  as  genii  might  have  dreamt, 

Prompt  from  a  bed  too  briefly  kept  he  springB 

To  giant  struggles  with  material  things. 

He  wrests  from  earth  her  treasures  and  her  fruits, 

Stays  time,  and  grubs  up  distance  by  the  roots. 

Titanic  in  his  hands'  resourceful  play, 

He  fits  to  needs  a  thousand  leagues  away 

Supplies  extorted  by  his  conjuring  brain 

From  mine  and  factory,  forest,  sea  and  plain. 

As  nature's  secrets,  yielded  one  by  one 

To  searching  science,  meet  the  revealing  sun, 

His  hail  exultant  glorifies  the  hour 

That  still  extends  the  boundaries  of  his  power. 

To  have,  to  hold,  to  shift,  to  give  and  take, 

And  from  each  transfer  still  a  profit  make — 

That  is  his  life;  we  watch  him  and  admire, 

Yet  envy  not  his  toil  nor  grudge  hie  hire. 
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To  each  his  task;  our  civilisation's  need 

Includes  thingB  as  diverse  as  love  and  greed, 

As  brooding  thought  and  bustling  energy, 

As  abstract  truth  and  prompt  utility. 

His  right  to  earth  is  best  who  best  can  use  It; 

His  birthright  man  must  Justify  or  lose  it 

This  we  should  learn,  then,  and  to  this  end  strive, 

Living  to  keep  continuously  alive, 

And  daily  meet  the  debt  we  owe  the  day — 

That  irksome  wholesome  debt  to  make  it  pay. 

Call  us  utilitarian  those  who  will, 

A  warrant  for  our  Yankee  impulse  still 

Stands  in  the  immemorial  decree 

That  linked  with  labor  human  life  shall  be. 

For  liberty  and  progress  hand  in  hand 

With  pushing  thrift  have  gone  in  many  a  land, 

And  mastery  of  earth  and  nature  brings 

The  key  to  endless  stores  of  precious  things. 

Full  purses  foster  art;  letters  have  flourished 

In  times  when  even  poets  were  well  nourished. 

Wealth  earned,  not  filched,  power  not  usurped,  but  baaed 

On  freeman's  choice,  are  mighty  tools  that,  placed 

In  fitting  hands,  spread  civilization's  sway, 

And  speed  the  dawning  of  millennium's  day. 

Be  honor,  then,  to  him  who  makes  the  field 

To  wiser  tillage  fuller  harvests  yield; 

Who  harnesses  the  lightning,  and  constrains 

Indocile  steel  to  save  the  fingers'  pains; 

Who  teaches  us  new  wants,  and,  turn  about, 

Supplies  these  things  we  cannot  do  without, 

And  makes  us  hope,  so  much  do  wares  abound, 

There'll  some  time  be  enough  to  go  around. 

To  those  devoted  souls  be  honor,  too, 

Who  steadfastly  the  quest  for  truth  pursue; 

Who,  rifling  history's  treasure-house,  forecast 

The  future's  hopes  and  perils  from  the  past; 

Who  seek  creation's  darkest  depths  to  plumb— 

What  man  has  been,  and  is,  and  may  become, 

Whence  brought,  and  by  what  trail,  and  whither  bound. 

Asking,  they  wrest  its  secrets  from  the  ground. 

The  depth  of  earth  and  sea,  the  celestial  vault, 

They  dredge  and  sift  and  span  in  an  assault 

So  fierce  and  steady  that  the  hosts  of  night 

Fall  ever  back  before  its  fervent  might, 
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And  Sol  each  morning  rises  with  a  shout, 
Surprised  at  what  those  fellows  have  found  out 

But  honor  more  be  his  whose  instincts  own 
The  truth,  "Man  cannot  live  by  bread  alone;" 
Who  sees  in  righteousness,  far  more  than  wealth, 
The  prime  essential  to  a  nation's  health; 
Whom  neither  ease  nor  quest,  sublime  or  base, 
Makes  inconsiderate  of  his  brother's  case; 
Whose  effort  is,  come  plenty  or  come  dearth, 
God's  will  to  learn,  and  see  it  done  on  earth. 
A  lack  of  sturdy  men  whose  aims  are  high 
No  surging  tide  of  plenty  can  supply. 
Doomed  is  the  State,  whatever  its  avails, 
Where  probity  falls  down  and  conscience  falls. 
Not  gold  or  iron,  grain  nor  ships  nor  coal. 
Can  make  a  nation  great  that  lacks  a  soul. 
This  above  all,  then,  brethren,  we  should  know, 
How  by  our  growth  to  make  our  country  grow 
In  that  true  glory  whose  foundations  lie 
In  justice,  freedom,  and  integrity — 
Our  country  whose  we  are,  and  in  whose  fate 
Our  stake  is  so  immeasureably  great, 
Whose  honor  ours  involves,  her  fame  our  fame, 

Her  misdirection  our  remorse  and  shame. 

Manila's  guns,  reverberating  still, 

Witness  how  well  her  sons  can  do  her  will. 

Beleaguered  Cuba's  marching  hosts  attest 

How  swells  the  love  of  freedom  in  her  breast 

What'er  befall,  God  grant  her  flag  may  fly 

In  sign  of  righteousness  and  liberty, 

Ne'er  at  ambition's  beck  to  be  unfurled 

In  triumph  o'er  the  weaklings  of  the  world, 

Ne'er  borne  In  battle  save  in  mercy's  cause 

To  spread  the  realm  of  peace  and  honest  laws! 

May  Heaven,  who  gave  us  strength,  give  wisdom,  too, 

Our  duty  teach  us,  and  what  not  to  do; 

And  so  on  force  may  moderation  wait — 

So  match  our  men  of  war,  our  chiefs  of  state, 

That  the  chief  fame  our  victories  shall  produce 

May  be  the  high  renown  of  victory's  use; 

So  be  our  arms,  our  flag,  our  future  blest — 

God  save  the  Great  Republic  of  the  West! 
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THE  DEAD   COLONEL. 

ANNIE  G.  MURRAY. 

Down  the  hushed  aisle  slow  came  the  flagdraped  bier 

Borne  by  the  soldiers,  while  their  streaming  eyes 

Showed  they  were  smitten  with  death's  great  mysteries. 

And  as  the  organ  notes  rose  soft  and  clear, 

The  windowed  saints  looked  down  as  Heaven  was  near 

The  eoul  to  welcome,  Love  had  bid  arise; 

For  from  the  warrior's  glorious  victories 

He  had  found  peace  in  a  diviner  sphere. 

In  state  he  lay,  silent  before  men's  gase, 

Who,  envious,  stayed  to  honor  while  he  slept; 

Prom  height  to  height  arose  resounding  praise; 

Nor  did  he  heed,  for  through  his  calm  had  crept 

The  answer  to  that  reveille  that  essays 

To  gather  in  God's  armies,  heavenly  kept 


VENGEANCE. 

F.  I.  NELSON. 

Oh!  tell  me  not  It  is  for  vengeance 

Thou  hast  drawn  the  flaming  sword, 
America — the  Great,  the  Glorious! 

Vengeance  is  the  coward's  word. 
Not  thus  it  was  when  foul  oppression, 

Clothed  with  arrogance  and  might, 
Erst  sought  to  crush  thy  proud  young  spirit, 

Heedless  of  thy  prayers  for  right 
It  was  not  vengeance  armed  thy  legions, 

Led  by  Washington  and  Lee, 

But,  the  God-like  aspiration — 

Independence!  to  be  free! 
Behold!  again  'tis  bleeding  Freedom 
Calls,  with  outstretched  hands,  aloud! 
Strike!  strike!  and  spare  not  else  she  drooping 

Sleep  with  slavery  for  her  shroud. 
But,  oh!  Thou  wilt  not  mar  thy  glory* 

In  thy  stalwart  hour  of  might; 
Not  vengeance,  but  the  love  of  Freedom 

Nerve  Lee's  arm  to  strike  for  right 
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A    SOLDIER. 

E.    NISBET. 

Are  you  going  for  a  soldier  with  your  curly  yellow  hair, 
And  a  scarlet  coat  instead  of  the  smock  you  used  to  wear? 
Are  you  going  to  drive  the  foe  as  you  used  to  drive  the  plough? 
Are  you  going  for  a  soldier  now? 

I  mm  going  for  a  soldier,  and  my  tunic  is  of  red, 
And  I'm  tired  of  woman's  chatter,  and  I'll  hear  the  drum  Instead; 
I  will  break  the  fighting  line  as  you  broke  your  plighted  vow, 
For  I'm  going  for  a  soldier  now. 

For  a  soldier,  for  a  soldier  are  you  sure  that  you  will  go, 
To  hear  the  drums  a-beating  and  to  hear  the  bugles  blow? 
I'll  make  you  sweeter  music,  for  I'll  swear  another  vow — 
Are  you  going  for  a  soldier  now? 

I  am  going  for  a  soldier  if  you'd  twenty  vows  to  make; 
You  must  get  another  sweetheart,  with  another  heart  to  break, 
For  I'm  sick  of  lies  and  women,  the  barrow  and  the  plough 
And  I'm  going  for  a  soldier  now! 


JONATHAN  TO  JOHN. 

HENRY  HARMON  NEILL. 

Blood's  thicker  than  mere  water,  John; 

We  tried  to  tell  you  so 
(Your  oldest  son  and  daughter,  John), 
Thirty-five  years  ago. 
Ole  Uncle  S.,  sez  he,  "I  guess 
John  knows  it  now,"  sez  he; 
"He  likes  his  kin,  an'  hopes  we'll  win 
Like  the  children  of  J.  B.; 
Thet  is,  like  you  an'  me." 

When  we  giv  back  Slidell,  John, 

Our  stock  wuz  purty  low; 
Did  you  care,  if  it  fell,  John. 
Ez  far  ez  stocks  kin  go? 
Ole  Uncle  S.t  sez  he,  "I  guess, 
John  didn't  mind,"  sez  he, 
'Ef  we  had  lost,  s'  long  s'  the  cost 
Wuz  not  upon  J.  B., 
But  only  you  an'  me.' 
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We  lamed  our  lesson  hard,  John; 

Don't  blame  us,  el  we  feel 
Still  sore  about  the  card,  John, 
Tou  played,  when  'twuz  your  deal. 
Ole  Uncle  S.,  sez  he,  "I  guess 
John  knows  the  game,"  sez  he; 
"But  when  he  revokes,  there's  other  folks 
Watching  the  ole  J.  B., 
Ez  wal  ez  you  an1  me." 

You've  lamed  a  lesson,  tu,  John, 

Wuth  all  you  hed  to  pay; 
You  need  us,  we  need  you,  John; 
That's  whut  we  sense  today. 
Ole  Uncle  S.,  sez  he,  "I  guess 
I  said  thet  once,"  sez  he; 
"We'd  a  hard  row,  just  then,  to  hoe, 
But  so  may  hev  J.  B., 
Ez  wal  ez  you  an'  me." 


We're  glad  of  one  thing  most,  John: 

You  know  we're  in  the  right; 
An'  it  is  now  your  boast,  John, 
You  want  to  see  right  might 
Ole  Uncle  S.,  sez  he,  "I  guess 
'Twan't  allers  so,"  sez  he; 
"He  used  ter  say  he'd  hev  his  way 
Because  he  wuz  J.  B., 
Thout  thought  of  you  or  me!" 

You  paid  Geneva's  bill,  John, 

Of  twenty  million  dollars; 
You  musn't  take  it  ill,  John, 
The  eagle  sometimes  hollers. 
Ole  Uncle  S.,  sez  he,  "I  guess 
I'm  square  on  thet,"  says  he; 
"The  Alabama  turned  out  a  hammer 
Thet  hit  the  ole  J.  B., 
Ez  hard  ez  you  an'  me." 

We've  been  a  trifle  rough,  John 
(Let's  say  so,  now  it's  over!) 

Givin'  you  thet  rebuff,  John, 
Thet  Olney  writ  fur  Grover. 
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Ole  Uncle  S.,  sez  he,  "I  guess 
We  went  tu  fur,"  sez  he, 
"About  the  sealer,  an'  Venezuela; 
An'  lets  furgive  J.  B., 
Ez  he  does  you  and  me." 

Our  families  are  big,  John; 

An'  we  are  proud  an'  glad 
Thet  you  don't  care  a  fig,  John, 
Fur  whut  made  us  both  so  mad. 
Ole  Uncle  S.,  sez  he,  "I  guess 
We're  one  at  heart,"  sez  he, 
"Though  now  an'  then  we'll  quarrel  again. 
We  won't  flght  with  J.  B., 
No  more'n  twixt  you  an*  me." 

We're  one,  from  sea  to  sea,  John; 

Shall  it  be  'round  the  earth? 
Shall  we  forever  be,  John, 
Allied  in  fact  as  birth? 
Ole  Uncle  S.,  sez  he,  "I  guess 
We  licked  him  once,"  sez  he; 
"But  all  creation  can't  lick  the  nation 
That  calls  Itself  J.  B., 
When  backed  by  you  an'  me!" 


CUBA  LIBRE. 

A.  M.  NESBIT. 


Hark!  the  martial  music  ringing!   Oh,  ye  Yankees,  what  is  meant? 
We're  rising  to  the  martial  call  of  our  soldier  president; 
And  we  cry.  Down  with  the  Dons,  drive  them  o'er  the  sea; 
From  Oregon  to  Maine  we're  shouting:    "Cuba  shall  be  free! 
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We  will  sing  "Star  Spangled  Banner,"  fling  "Old  Glory"  to  the  breeze; 
We  will  lick  the  haughty  Spaniards  and  drive  them  o'er  the  seas, 
We  who  flght  upon  the  land  and  they  upon  the  sea, 
Singing,  shouting,  "Cuba,  libre!    Cuba  for  the  free." 

Cuba  libre!  Joy  and  freedom!  nevermore  may  brutal  Spain 

On  this  Western  continent  a  foot  of  soil  regain. 

Let  the  stars  and  stripes  float  proudly,  feared  in  every  land, 

By  the  foes  of  truth  and  freedom:    "Hail,  Columbia,  happy  land." 
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"THE   AMERICAN   BOY." 

ELLA  NICHOLS. 

Long  has  been  the  awful  struggle. 
Great  the  misery  and  the  pain, 

That  has  wrecked  the  isle  of  Cuba 
Through  the  tyranny  of  Spain. 

Many  starving,  suffering  Cubans, 
Fighting  for  their  cause  so  true, 

Have  been  looking  for  protection 
From  our  own  "Red,  White  and  Blue/' 

So  into  the  southern  waters 
When  our  battleship,  Maine; 

Sent  upon  a  peaceful  mission, 
With  no  enmity  toward  Spain. 

Lying  In  Havana  harbor, 
Crowded  with  her  sailors  free, 

Our  good  ship  was  blown  to  atoms 
By  a  mine  beneath  the  sea. 

And  our  seamen  on  that  vessel, 
Martyred  heroes,  good  and  brave; 

Died  like  true  American  children, 
Neath  the  blue  Atlantic  wave. 

But  their  cries  as  they  went  downward 
Spread  o'er  the  world  from  east  to  west, 

Filling  every  heart  with  sadness, 
In  this  land  they  loved  the  best 

E'en  the  children  of  our  country 
Have  been  roused  by  the  great  pain; 

That  the  Dons  have  brought  upon  us, 
By  destroying  our  ship,  Maine. 

And  our  Yankee  lads  and  lassies 
Have  decided  they  will  make, 

A  new  grand  and  sturdy  warship 
That  the  place  of  Maine  will  take. 

They  are  working  with  great  ardor, 
To  earn  money  for  the  boat; 

Which,  around  the  world's  great  waters, 
As  "The  American  Boy"  will  float 
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They  will  show  to  foreign  nations 

Nothing's  too  hard  for  them  to  do; 
For  the  sake  of  home  and  justice 

And  the  old  "Red,  White  and  Blue." 

They  will  show  to  far  off  countries 

That  we  honor  more  and  more, 
Those  who  lost  their  lives  so  sadly 

On  the  far  Havana  shore. 

May  the  children  not  grow  weary 

In  their  work  just  now  so  dear; 
Till  "The  American  Boy"  sails  fondly 

O'er  the  oceans  far  and  near. 

And  In  building  this  great  vessel, 

May  our  lads  be  brought  to  see, 
All  the  privileges  and  blessings 

To  be  had  from  liberty. 

May  the  ship  sail  o'er  the  waters, 

As  a  warning  to  the  one. 
Who  will  treat  us  and  our  country 

As  the  Spaniards  long  have  done. 

May  she  ne'er  by  foe  be  conquered, 

May  she  prove  our  nation's  joy, 
May  all  countries  ever  honor 

As  we  shall,  "The  American  Boy." 


WHERE'S  OLD  CERVERAS ? 

M.  D.  NAGLE. 

There's  an  admiral  known  as  Cerveras, 
Who  one  day  is  said  to  be  near  us; 

But  the  next  day  you  hear 

He  has  got  away  clear, 
And  so  we've  no  war  news  to  cheer  us. 

One  day  he's  bottled  so  tight  he  can't  sneeze, 
And  the  next  day  he's  sailing  away  with  the  breeze 
To  the  Philippine  Isles 
With  his  face  wreathed  in  smiles, 
And  feeling  as  gay  as  you  please. 
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Now,  where  Is  the  wily  old  Don, 
Who  has  come  so  often  and  gone — 
Who's  been  located — bottled — 
"Discovered"— and  throttled— 
O,  where's  this  ubiquitous  Don? 

Ot  Admirals  Sampson  and  Schley, 

You  are  now  at  the  "mouth  of  the  bay;" 

Just  tell  to  the  nation 

And  end  supplication, 
How  "Cerv,"  the  old  chap,  got  away. 

With  our  ships  he  has  reason  to  fear  us, 
And  does  not  care  to  come  near  us; 
But  we'd  all  like  to  know 
What's  become  of  the  foe — 
O,  where  in  the  devil's  Cerveras! 


DEWEY   AT   MANILA. 

W.   H.    NELSON. 

The  star  died  out  o'er  far  Luzon, 

Faint  glowed  the  East  with  coming  dawn, 

Slow  beat  old  Ocean's  heart; 
The  morning's  breath  just  stirred  the  palm, 
And  sweet  with  fragrant  tropic  balm, 
Fanned  with  seductive  lotus  calm 

The  Spaniard's  orient  mart. 

Within  Manila's  placid  bay. 
Safe  riding  at  their  anchors  lay 

The  ships  of  proud  Castile; 
While  right  and  left  on  either  shore, 
Cavite  and  Corregldor, 
Like  crouching  lions  watched  the  door 

Through  which  a  foe  might  steal. 

Hidden  beneath  the  billows'  breast, 
Thick  sown  upon  the  sands,  at  rest, 

Lay  many  a  treacherous  bomb; 
From  each  a  viewless  line,  asleep, 
Stretched  to  the  shore  across  the  deep 
O'er  these  shall  silent  lightnings  leap 
Many  rash  invading  foemen  sweep 

Into  an  instant  tomb. 
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Lo!  as  the  tropic  morning  grew, 

In  through  that  narrow  gateway  drew 

Seven  gallant  ships  of  war; 
Grim  frowned  the  ports  with  many  a  gun, 
Silent  their  decks,  as  one  by  one, 
Straight  for  the  Spanish  ships  they  run, 
Flinging  "Old  Glory"  to  the  sun; 

Stern  stood  each  waiting  tar. 

Hark!    From  Cavite's  ramparts  dun 
Booms  loudly  forth  a  warning  gun, 

The  Spaniard  is  awake! 
An  answering  flash,  a  vengeful  thrust, 
And  upward  soars  a  cloud  of  dust, 
Smashed  guns,  and  bones  and  Spanish  blood, 
,    What  ghastly  wreck  they  make! 

And  now  breaks  forth  the  battle's  swell, 
The  roaring  gun,  the  shrieking  shell, 
As  all  the  orchestra  of  hell 

Had  joined  in  demon  band; 
The  reeling  ships  are  hid  in  smoke, 
Whose  dense  wreaths  fort  and  city  cloak, 

And  shroud  both  sea  and  land. 

"The  Spaniard's  ships  are  silent  now; 
Haul  off  and  let  the  sea  breeze  blow 

This  blinding  reek  away." 
Lo!  yonder  crush  of  blazing  bulks, 
Of  battered,  shot-torn,  sinking  hulks; 

Where  Is  their  squadron,  pray? 

"Now  for  the  forts  that  guard  the  door, 
Cavite  and  Corregidor, 

Train  on  them  each  great  gun." 
And  once  again  the  thunder-sound 
That  rocks  the  sea  and  shakes  the  ground; 
On  ghastly  ruin  strewn  around, 

Looks  down  the  noonday  sun. 

Who  says  the  vikings  all  are  dead? 
That  victory  had  ceased  to  shed 
Her  glory  on  the  wave? 
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That  Fame  with  Farragut  Is  past? 
That  bluff  Dave  Porter  was  the  last? 
Who  thinks  the  "military  mast" 
Carries  no  sailor  brave? 

Hall!  grand,  impetuous  commodore, 
Thou'rt  blest  at  sea  and  blest  ashore, 

May  heaven  guard  thee  well! 
Columbia  needs  thee  for  her  fleet; 
The  dying  Cubans'  prayers  entreat 
That  thou  the  Dons  once  more  mayst  meet, 

And  give  them  holy  hell! 


HAIL  TO   THE   FLAG. 

JOHN   E.    NORCROSS. 

Fling  forth  the  banner,  bright 
With  all  its  wealth  of  stars, 
Its  stripes  of  red  and  white, 
Unharmed  through  all  our  wars. 
Our  flag  shall  fly 
In  might  and  power 
Until  the  hour 
When  Time  must  die. 

The  Fathers  tolled  and  fought, 

And  gave  the  land  a  name; 
The  noble  deeds  they  wrought 
Forever  live  in  fame. 
Our  flag  shall  fly 
In  might  and  power 
Until  the  hour 
When  Time  must  die. 

Who  would  not  die  to  save 

The  land  he  loves,  from  wrong 
May  live  and  be  a  slave 
For  him  no  glory  song, 
But  for  her  name, 
The  soldier  true 
Wins  in  idie  blue 
Enduring  fame. 
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"BLESS  THOU  THE  GUNS." 

MEREDITH  NICHOLSON. 

Hid  in  earth's  caverns  deep. 
In  the  cold  ores  asleep,  i 

Or  in  the  lightning's  thrall, 
Force  waits  for  Freedom's  call! 
Out  of  thy  mountains  old 
Thou  gav'st  the  Iron  we  mold, 
And  the  stern,  tempered  steel 
To  liberty  we  seal, 
May  we  thy  gifts  of  might 
Use  well  to  serve  the  right; 
And  may  our  righteous  wrath 
Leave  clear  for  peace  a  path — 
Bless  thou  the  guns! 

Not  worn  with  ancient  hate 
We  the  first  shock  await; 
Not  that  our  Saxon  kin 
Hemmed  the  Armada  in, 
But  that  thy  word  may  be 
No  empty  prophecy; 
That  faith  may  rise,  restored 
By  the  avenging  sword, 
We  out  of  peaceful  ways 
Turn  to  the  power  that  slays, 
Out  of  the  battle's  flame 
Lord,  bring  us  free  from  blame— 
Bless  thou  the  guns! 

Lord,  at  our  very  door, 
Death  clutches  at  thy  poor, 
And  stricken  liberty 
Raises  her  hand  to  thee; 
Lord,  'tis  our  task  to  do 
If  thy  own  word  be  true! 
Thou  who  the  stars  has  blent 
In  the  flag's  firmament — 
Thou  who  to  Freedom's  hand, 
Gav'st  the  new  Western  land, 
Thou  who  didst  Israel  lead 
Forth,  free  of  Pharoah's  greed — 
Bless  thou  the  guns! 
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FITZ  LEE  TO  THE  FRONT! 

FRED  J.  NELSON. 

Fits  Lee  to  the  front!    Shout  the  glad  tidings  forth, 

On  the  bugle's  wild  blast,  from  the  South  to  the  North; 

As  the  red  flame  of  battle  sweeps  over  the  land. 

He  leaps  to  the  saddle,  his  sabre  in  hand, 

Willie  swarming  around  him  from  mountain  and  dell, 

Rush  the  hosts  of  the  Southland  with  wild  rebel  yelL 

Fits  Dee  to  the  front!    Ah,  well  do  they  know, 
Who  follow  him  now  to  the  heart  of  the  foe. 
That  no  truer  soul  ever  quickened  a  knight, 
And  no  braver  arm  ever  struck  for  the  right, 
As  dauntless  he  rushed  to  the  heart  of  the  strife, 
Each  thrust  of  his  sword-point  an  enemy's  life. 

Fits  Lee  to  the  front!    Who  shall  stand  In  the  way 

When  he  gives  the  word  and  his  legions  obey? 

'Twere  better  the  lightnings  of  Heaven  defy, 

As  they  leap  from  the  storm-clouds  and  crash  through  the  sky, 

Than  meet  in  their  wrath  the  bold  riders  of  Lee, 

Their  banners  emblazoned  with  "Cuba  the  free!" 

Fitz  Lee  to  the  fronf !    Let  us  hail  the  brave  chief, 
As  he  rides  proudly  forth  to  a  nation's  relief! 
One  loud  shout,  and  long,  to  his  conquering  name. 
While  his  sabres  flash  death,  and  his  cannons  proclaims: 
"The  Queen  of  the  lovely  Antilles  is  free!" 
Fitz  Lee  to  the  front!    Hip,  hurrah  for  Fitz  Lee! 


POEM. 

JAMES   P.    ONEIL. 


'Brave  Dewey  in  the  dead  of  night 
Sailed  past  the  fortress  of  Oavite; 
And  when  'he  reached  Manila  bay, 
Beyond  the  guns  of  Cavite, 
He  sank  the  boasted  Spanish  fleet, 
And  then  he  silenced  Fort  Cavite.  • 
The  situation  is  one  of  gravity 
Unless  impregnable  is  Fort  Cavite." 
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HAVANA  HARBOR,  FEBRUARY  15,  1898. 

MARTHA  E.   OLIVER. 

No  thought  of  harm  disturbed  each  breast. 
In  peace  they  laid  them  down  to  rest, 

Close  sheltered  In  "The  Maine." 
The  sentry  called  out:  "All  is  well." 
The  ship  so  gently  rose  and  fell 

The  anchor  felt  no  strain. 

A  flash,  a  crash,  a  sullen  roar! 
The  gallant  vessel  floats  no  more 

In  beauty  on  the  sea. 
But,  'neath  the  waves  of  foreign  port, 
Of  wind  and  water  is  the  sport — 

A  thing  of  mystery. 

Brave  men  and  true  from  many  a  town 
With  ship  and  armor  all  went  down 

Six  fathoms  in  the  sea. 
For  not  'mid  storm  and  tempest-tossed, 
Nor  in  a  battle,  were  they  lost, 

With  shouts  of  victory. 

But,  helpless,  those  brave  men  were  hurled 
To  borders  of  another  world, 

With  scarce  a  moment's  prayer. 
For  them  all  hope,  all  life  was  o'er, 
Two  hundred  gallant  men,  and  more, 

Were  murdered,  martyred,  there. 

Though  in  the  ocean's  stormy  wave 
The  sailor-hero  finds  his  grave, 

And  calmly,  sweetly  sleeps, 
Or  in  a  far  and  foreign  strand, 
Or  in  his  own  dear  native  land, 

For  him  his  country  weeps. 

Then,  lest  our  navy's  hope  and  pride, 
Who  lived  for  fame,  for  naught  have  died, 

Their  sacrifice  in  vain, 
We'll  hold  their  mem'ry  ever  dear, 
And  for  them  shed  the  pitying  tear 

Who  perished  with  "The  Maine." 
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AFTEEMATH. 

MARY  HUNT-McCALEB  ODOM. 

Ah,  yes,  I  know  it  is  weakness, 
These  foolish  and  womanly  fears, 

'And  folly — a  far  greater  folly — 
This  wasting  of  useless  tears. 

But  the  victory,  honor  and  glory 

For  me  will  be  all  in  vain, 
If  the  names  of  my  boys  are  written 

In  the  terrible  list  of  the  slain. 

Some  mother  must  pay  for  the  triumph 
When  the  battle  is  lost  and  won; 

Must  lay  on  a  crimson  altar 
The  life  of  her  darling  son. 

Must  weep  when  the  news  is  flashing 
O'er  mountain  and  valley  and  plain, 

Weep  while  her  heart  is  breaking, 
Breaking  and  all  in  vain. 

Some  wife  must  stand  in  the  temple. 

The  mystical  temple  of  woe, 
Whose  eyes  are  blinded  and  burning. 

Whose  tears  in  agony  flow. 

Some  little  one's  father  be  lying 
With  eyes  staring  ghastly  and  wide. 

Perhaps  left  a  prey  to  the  vulture 
Alone  on  the  field  where  he  died. 

Too  humble  in  rank  any  portion 

Of  victory's  laurels  to  claim; 
He  died,  that  was  all,  for  his  country; 

The  world  has  forgotten  his  name. 

But  after  the  war  is  over, 

When  the  din  of  battle  shall  cease. 
When  the  glittering  crown  of  glory 

Emblazons  the  brow  of  peace. 

While  the  "Stars  and  Stripes"  are  flying 

Triumphantly  overhead; 
How  many  hearts  will  have  broken 

Above  the  graves  of  their  dead. 
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Whose  part  in  the  terrible  struggle 

Is  a  story  all  untold; 
Whose  record  of  fame  and  glory 

The  world  may  never  unfold? 

And  the  greatest  and  grandest  triumph 

Of  our  country's  arms  in  vain, 
To  thrill  the  heart  of  the  mother 

Whose  sons  are  among  the  slain. 


MANILA, 

HENRY  OLDYS. 


It  was  Saturday  night,  and  the  squadron  of  Spain 

Was  at  rest  in  the  bay, 
The  sun  had  gone  down  on  an  unbroken  main, 

Where  the  waves  were  at  play. 
The  eky  had  grown  dark,  and  the  air  had  grown  chill, 
And  the  gun-mantled  deck  and  the  gun-mantled  hill 

Interblended. 

The  evening  was  merry  with  quip  and  with  jest, 

With  wine  and  with  song. 
At  the  thought  of  the  foeman  the  heart  in  each  breast 

Beat  full  and  beat  strong. 
He  should  feel  the  full  meed  of  the  brave  Spaniard's  scorn, 
He  should  find  how  Spain's  ports — should  he  come  in  the  morn- 
Were  defended. 

Past  midnight.    The  city  is  shrouded  in  gloom; 

And  black  is  the  sky. 
The  harbor  is  still.    In  the  peace  of  the  tomb 

The  war  vessels  lie; 
But  beneath  the  dark  batteries  crowning  the  shore — 
Whose  guns  are  asleep  (haply  dreaming  of  war) — 

There  is  motion. 

In  the  gloom,  in  the  dark,  past  that  threatening  shore. 

With  relentless  design, 
Recking  naught  of  the  water  beneath  and  before 

With  its  treacherous  mine, 
Far  into  the  bay,  beyond  hope  of  retreat. 
Great  Dewey  has  come  with  America's  fleet, 

From  the  ocean. 
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II  is  now  Sunday  morn.    Hark!  the  note  of  a  gun 

With  its  loud,  angry  loar! 
Your  challenge  is  tardy.    The  harbor  is  won. 

Our  journey  is  o'er. 
From  China  we  came  on  our  course  swift  and  straight, 
Ever  urged  by  the  goad  of  the  merciless  fate 

Of  the  Maine. 

Do  you  ask  us  what  price  we  demand  for  the  Maine 

And  our  comrades-at-arms? 
What  sacrifice,  ere  our  just  wrath  we  restrain. 

With  its  death-dealing  storms? 
The  answer,  if  answer  to  give  you  we  deign, 
Is  explicit  and  brief — is  explicit  and  plain: 

It  is— Spain! 

Oun  retorts  upon  gun;  shall  retorts  upon  shell; 

And  again  and  again. 
And  the  bark  of  each  iron-mouthed  dog  is  a  knell 

For  many  brave  men. 
In  the  roseate  dawn  with  its  sweet  vernal  breath 
There  is  carnage  and  wreck;  there's  destruction  and  death 

And  despair. 

And  the  soft  lapping  wave  drinks  the  blood  of  the  brave 

As  it  flows,  as  It  drips. 
And  the  harbor's  deep  cave  is  a  fathomless  grave 

For  men  and  for  ships. 
And  the  proud  Spanish  forces  shall  perish  or  flee, 
And  the  proud  Spanish  squadron  shall  litter  the  sea 

And  the  air. 

Give  the  Spaniard  his  meed;  he  has  fought  well  and  long 

In  the  face  of  defeat 
He  has  proved  himself  brave;  he  has  proved  himself  strong; 

He  has  sunk  with  his  fleet 
He  dared  to  the  end  his  implacable  foe, 
And  died  for  the  honor  of  Spain.    Let  him  go 

To  his  glory. 

But  to  him  who  in  vengeance  shot  straight  to  the  heart 

Of  the  enemy's  hold; 
Whose  mission  no  fear  of  the  enemy's  art 

Could  cause  to  grow  cold; 
Our  voices,  our  hearts,  in  proud  rapture  we  give; 
And  ever  the  mem'ry  of  Dewey  shall  live 

In  our  story. 
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O,  SHIP,  SAIL  ON. 

GRACE   R.   OLSBN. 

O  ship,  sail  on,  sail  sure,  we  trust  in  thee 
Amid  the  sounds  of  strife,  the  stir  of  war; 
Guard  well  thy  fleet  from  treachery  by  night, 
From  angry  cities  all  ablaze  with  light — 
Despite  the  clang  of  bells  and  cannons'  roar 
0  ship,  sail  on  across  the  summer  sea! 

0  ship,  sail  on!  thy  life  is  bold  and  free 

As  fearlessly  thou  sailest  to  and  fro; 

A  hundred  years  have  gone  since  on  the  waves 

Our  ships  were  held  another  country's  slaves. 

Now  thou  art  free  as  air  to  come  and  go 

And  proudly  sail,  the  Monarch  of  the  Sea. 

0  ship  sail  on,  whatever  thy  course  may  be, 
By  day  or  night  thou  mayst  not  pause  or  rest; 
O  may  the  waves  be  kind,  the  days  be  fair; 
Though  foe  assail  thee  on  their  foamy  crest. 
Unharmed,  O  ship,  sail  on  across  the  sea. 

0  ship,  sail  on,  though  dangers  threaten  thee, 
Through  lurking  foe,  or  deadly  shot  and  shell. 
Thou  teachest  all  there  is  a  higher  Hand 
To  safely  guide  thy  course  and  take  command; 
As  He  is  at  the  helm  and  all  is  well, 
Sail  on,  O  ship,  across  the  summer  sea! 

0  ship,  sail  on!   for  peace  and  liberty 
Unfurl  thy  country's  banner  once  again. 
Let  no  dishonor  come,  no  sullied  breath, 
But  bear  thy  flag  to  victory  or  death; 
Till  all  the  world  shall  hear  the  glad  refrain 
Of  peace  at  last,  O  ship,  across  the  sea! 


OUR  NATION'S  MEN. 

MATHIAS  N.   OLSON. 

Our  nation's  men  have  gone  to  war, 
Many  we  shall  see  no  more. 
For  in  battle  now  they  stand 
Fighting  with  a  steady  hand. 


686 


Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

Fearing  not  the  Spanish  foe, 
But  returning  blow  for  blow. 
Mingling  In  the  bloody  strife, 
Fearing  not  for  limb  or  life. 

Cannons  roaring,  rifles  cracking, 
Streams  of  blood  beside  them  flowing. 
Comrades  dying  by  their  side, 
Bullets  whistling  near  and  wide. 

Bombs  are  bursting  here  and  there, 
Wounded  dying  far  and  near. 
Yet  they  falter  not  nor  tremble, 
'Round  the  stars  and  stripes  assemble. 

Everyone  preparing  to  die 
As  he  shouts  his  "battle  cry*" 
All  will  gladly  breathe  their  last, 
For  their  country's  honor  blessed. 

Let  us  praise  these  heroes  true 
For  the  gallant  deeds  they  do; 
For  the  victories  which  they  gain 
After  hardship,  toll  and  pain. 

We  will  honor  those  that  live, 
And  our  thanks  them  freely  give, 
In  the  courage  which  they  showed 
Praise  should  freely  be  bestowed. 
Let  us  honor  those  that  fell, 
Never  cease  their  praise  to  tell. 


A  JINGO  JUMBLE. 

ARTHUR   OLIVER. 

Dewey  love  Schley  Sampson? 

We  Dewey,  Dewey  do! 
We'll  soon,  we  trust,  Havana, 

Mayhap  Christian,  too. 

Weyler  face  is  Blanco, 
We'll  anchor  to  the  Lee, 

And  cross  perchance,  to  Morro, 
With  Terror  o'er  the  sea. 
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And  if  their  wheezy  cannon 
Grow  hoarse  along  their  moats, 

We'll  use  a  little  Wlnslow, 
To  soothe  their  husky  throats. 

We'll  make,  with  just  a  Colon, 
And  that  without  delaying, 

A  momentary  pause  in  what 
The  Wilde,  Wilde  waves  are  saying. 

We'll  ship  them  back  to  Cadiz, 
We  would  not  be  Cervera; 

We'll  teach  them  not  to  Tampa 
With  anything  that's  nearer. 

But,  ere  we  launch  a  Shatter 

A  thunderbolt  of  war, 
They  may  Cienfuegos 

Brave  Cubans  by  the  score. 

We'll  send  a  fleet  of  catboats 

To  gobble  the  Canaries, 
And  share  a  Philippine  or  two 

With  our  contemporaries. 

A  prize  we'll  Grant  to  Dewey, 
And  let  the  heroes  share  It 

They'll  soon  deserve  another, 
Because  of  General  Merritt. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  MANILA, 

J.  W.  OWEN. 

In  the  land  of  the  Spaniards,  far  over  the  sea, 
There  was  bragging  and  bluster  incessantly, 
For  they  thought  the  American  squadron  would  flee 
Before  the  brave  Dons  at  Manila. 

The  Spanish  were  led  by  Mentejo,  the  Don; 
Said  he:     "Now  let  the  blamed  Yankees  come  on; 
When  we  show  them  our  mettle  they  soon  will  be  gone, 
These  cowardly  swaggering  Yankees.' 


» 


The  Yankees  came  up  in  the  darkness  of  night; 
They  lined  up  their  ships  with  the  first  gleam  of  light; 
And  then  they  began  that  terrible  fight 
With  the  blustering  Dons  at  Manila. 
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George  Dewey  commanded  the  fine  Yankee  fleet; 
His  men  were  all  anxious  the  foemen  to  meet; 
For  they  felt  that  the  Spanish  would  suffer  defeat 
Before  the  fierce  valor  of  Dewey. 


The  American  fleet  sailed  into  the  bay; 
Said  Commodore  Dewey:    "Strip  for  the  fray! 
There  was  no  confusion,  no  doubt,  nor  delay. 
But  they  fired  on  the  Spanish  Christina. 
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The  battle  was  short,  but  terrific  and  hot; 
The  flagship  Christina  was  riddled  with  shot; 
Montejo  soon  saw  that  defeat  was  his  lot, 
And  sailed  to  the  Isla  de  Cuba. 

The  Christina's  fate  was  the  fate  of  nine  more; 
The  Austria  exploded  with  thundering  roar; 
Then  Dewey  trained  his  big  guns  on  the  shore, 
And  battered  the  forts  at  Manila. 

Pull  six  hours  the  missiles  fell  deadly  around; 
The  walls  all  in  ruins  lay  heaped  on  the  ground; 
Then  rose  from  the  Yankees  a  jubilant  sound; 
They  were  masters  of  boasted  Manila. 

Full  eight  hundred  Spaniards  had  wounds  that  were  red; 
Three  hundred  of  these  lay  silent  and  dead; 
While  scarcely  a  Yankee  was  sent  to  his  bed 
In  this  terrible  fight  at  Manila. 

Commodore  Dewey  is  king  of  the  sea; 
From  duty  and  danger  he  never  will  flee; 
Great  may  his  honor  and  praise  ever  be 
For  the  victory  gained  at  Manila. 


"THINK  OF  THE  MAINE." 

LOUISE   OTTY. 

"Think  of  the  Maine!"  the  stirring  watchword  rang, 
And  each  true  heart  beat  faster  as  it  heard: 
"Think  of  the  Maine!"  and  at  the  magic  word 

Throughout  the  land  was  heard  the  clash  and  dang 
Of  iron  and  steel,  the  roll  of  drums,  the  tread 
Of  soldiers,  eager  to  avenge  the  dead. 
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The  glorious  dead,  for  whom  is  o'er  life's  mystery 

Of  peace  and  warfare,  weariness  and  pain; 

Their  names,  and  that  of  the  good  warship  Maine 
Are  graven  deep  upon  their  country's  •history. 

And  now  the  nation  has  but  one  desire, 

To  write  "Avenged"  in  words  of  steel  and  fire. 

So  they  have  filled  the  seas  with  armored  ships, 
On  land  their  troops  they  call  from  far  and  near, 
Young  hearts  and  old,  wtfoout  a  thought  of  fear. 

"Think  of  the  Maine!"— -the  one  word  on  their  lips, 
Brave  hearts  on  land  and  sea!    The  world  looks  on 
And  gives  you  praise  for  every  victory  won. 


WE'LL  NEVEK  FORGET  THE  MAINE. 

MAY  P.  OLIVER. 
(12  years  old). 

With  the  bullets  whizzing  round  us, 
And  the  cannon  roaring  loud, 
Look  around  us  at  the  many,  many 
Soldiers  in  the  crowd. 

•Many  hearts,  both  sad  and  lonely, 
Are  kept  busy  all  these  days, 
Making  linen,  lint  and  bandages, 
For  loved  ones  far  away. 

Think  of  husbands,  sons  and  brothers, 
All  of  whom  they  lend  a  hand, 
To  fight  the  Spaniards  (the  treacherous  foe), 
And  to  preserve  their  native  land. 

TTie  reports  are  now  of  victory 
For  our  dead  old  naval  fleet, 
May  it  always  be  of  victory 
And  never  of  defeat. 

In  after  years,  when  Cuba's  free, 
We'll  sing  of  victory  and  fame, 
But  with  all  of  our  rejoicing, 
We'll  never  forget  the  Maine. 
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"REMEMBER  THE  MAINE!" 

A  NEW  WAR  SONG  BT  HAMILTON  ORMSBEB. 

"Our  Nation's  Battle  Cry,  Remember  the  Maine/'  is  the  name  of  the 
new  song  just  issued.  The  words  are  by  Hamilton  Ormsbee,  of  the 
Brooklyn  Dally  Eagle,  and  the  music  by  Dr.  G.  B.  Conterno.  The  song 
is  for  solo  and  chorus,  written  for  medium  voice,  and  so  may  be  sung  by 
anybody  who  claims  to  have  some  vocal  gift  The  stirring  words  of  the 
first  verse  read: 

"We're  sailing  forth  to  glory,  boys, 

To  glory  and  for  right. 
Before  we  end  the  story,  boys, 
We'll  make  a  gallant  fight." 

The  words  of  the  chorus,  first  and  second  verses,  read: 

"And  this  shall  be  our  battle  cry,  • 

When  we  meet  the  fleet  of  Spain: 
Remember  the  Maine! 
Remember  the  Maine! 
O,  yes,  we'll  remember  the  Maine." 

In  all  there  are  five  verses,  and  the  chorus  to  the  last  verse  reads: 

'And  as  we  shout  this  battle  cry, 
And  close  with  the  ships  of  Spain, 
Be  sure  my  boys,  as  heaven's  on  high, 
Our  God  will  remember  the  Maine.' 


<« 


»» 


The  score  is  written  in  G  major.  The  cover  is  in  the  form  of  an 
illuminated  American  flag,  stamped  at  one  end  with  a  picture  of  CapL 
C.  D.  Slgsbee,  commander  of  the  Maine. 


OUR  FLAG'S  NEW  MISSION. 

HENRY  O'MEARA. 

How  speaks  our  Nation's  flag  tonight- 

What  scans  it  now  afar — 
A  tongue  in  all  its  streaks  of  light, 

An  eye  in  every  stair? 
It  speaks  with  voice  from  sea  to  eea 

Our  new  ambition's  birth; 
It  meets  in  victory's  vision  free 

The  eyes  of  all  the  earth. 
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That  flag  proclaims  an  epoch  new  and  grand — 
A  broadening  destiny  for  Freedom's  land, 
It  marks  in  those  red  flames  at  dawn  of  May — 
v|       That  crimson  morn  across  Manila's  bay, 
When  Dewey's  cannon  thundered  on  the  scene 
The  opening  of  our  era  yet  uaseen;  -  ^€>^-  *  i    *  *• 
Not  westward  now  alone,  but  to  the  sun — 
Full  Eastward — must  our  Star  of  Empire  run. 

Now  let  our  ensign  ever  shine 

For  far  unhappy  lands, 
That  all  down-trodden  may  divine 
Where'er  its  starry  rays  entwine 

The  hope  for  which  it  stands. 
Let  not  that  flag  be  stayed  at  tyrant's  shore, 
But  be  upborne  within  his  kingdom's  core. 

What  piteous  wail  from  Cuba's  strand 

Appals  our  Nation's  ear — 
In  peal  of  desolated  land 

A  voice  of  duty  hear! 
Hark!  Heroes  of  our  Navy's  might, 

Your  honors  old  maintain — 
Now  list  the  call  of  Freedom's  right 

And  martyrs  of  the  Maine! 
Through  breeze  and  blaze  undaunted  sweep, 

Nor  doubt,  nor  wavering  know, 
To  right,  in  duel  of  the  deep, 

A  trodden  people's  woe. 
High  from  Havana's  tomb  of  wave 

Cry  hearts  in  slumber  slain — 
Recall  the  blood-tide  of  the  brave, 

The  memories  of  the  Maine! 

O  victors  prized  of  war  and  wave 

In  vision  raised  today, 
We  chant  the  lives  and  deeds  you  gave— 

Whom  glorious  peane  repay — 

Arouse  men's  souls  'neath  Valor's  skies, 

Go  forth  as  knightly  band, 
And  bid  to  Liberty  arise 

That  lowly  stricken  land! 
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Unfurl  our  emblem  free, 
A  star-lit  bound  to  be 

Our  8ymbolled  love — 
May  every  ray  abide 
A  glory  as  a  guide 
Our  Freedom's  course  beside, 

And  flame  above!    - 
Full  let  that  victory  banner  be  unfirled, 
For  every  fold  commands  the  tribute  of  the  world. 


DEWEY  OF  VERMONT. 

JOHN    E.    ORCHARD. 


Off  Manila  harbor,  at  the  close  of  an  April  day, 
Rocked  by  the  lazy  waters  a  fleet  at  anchor  lay. 
Each  vessel's  stern  displays  a  rag, 
A  yellow  thing  they  call  a  flag, 
Spain's  pride,  and  emblem  of  her  brag. 
They  are  waiting  for  our  Dewey, 
Commodore  Dewey,  of  Vermont. 


The  sum  in  lurid  grandeur  sinks  in  a  crimson  flood. 
The  breast  of  the  tranquil  harbor  seems  bathed  in  a  sea  of  blood 
On  fort  and  fleet  the  rifles  gleam, 
Grim  mines  'neath  peaceful  waters  teem, 
The  faces  of  the  Spaniards  beam, 

While  they  wait  for  our  noble  Dewey, 
Commodore  Dewey  of  Vermont. 

M 

The  silver  in  the  eastern  sky  heralds  the  new  born  day, 
The  morning  breeze  is  laden  with  the  perfumed  breath  of  May. 
As  into  the  harbor,  in  silent  lines. 
Past  bristling  forts,  o'er  hidden  mines, 
With  the  grace  of  an  ocean  serpent  twines 
The  fleet  of  our  gallant  Dewey, 
Commodore  Dewey  of  Vermont. 
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On,  up  the  bay,  to  Manila,  every  deck  for  action  clear, 
On  to  Cavite  glide  the  monsters,  with  tare  that  know  not  fear. 
Each  vessel  clad  in  battle  array, 
Each  sailor  eager  for  the  fray, 
Each  soul  determined  to  win  the  day; 
Led  by  our  fearless  Dewey, 
Commodore  Dewey  of  Vermont. 


The  eocred  hush  and  stillness  of  the  early  Sabbath  morn, 
By  the  savage  horde  of  Spain,  on  yonder  fleet  is  torn. 
The  hoarse  belch  from  the  cannon's  throat, 
The  shot  and  shell  from  every  boat, 
Spain's  vicious  cohorts,  ashore,  afloat, 
Are  blazing  at  our  Dewey, 
Commodore  Dewey  of  Vermont 


Up  old  Olympiads  halyards,  kissed  by  the  morning  sun, 
Caressed  by  spicy  breezes,  a  signal  flag  is  run. 
Attack  in  close  action,  with  every  gun! 
Each  ship  lines  up  for  the  work  to  be  done. 
The  heavens  are  rent,  the  battle's  begun! 
Led  by  intrepid  Dewey, 
Commodore  Dewey  of  Vermont. 


Into  the  enemy's  stronghold  hell's  missiles  flying  fast, 
Moves  the  best  fleet  that  e'er  floated,  Old  Glory  at  every  mast 
Like  demons  incarnate,  amid  leaden  rain, 
Our  men  at  the  guns  are  shouting  at  Spain, 
In  accents  unearthly,  "Remember  the  Maine!" 
By  command  of  courageous  Dewey, 
Commodore  Dewey  of  Vermont. 


The  frightful  flash  of  thunder,  the  screaming  shot  and  shell, 
The  clashing,  belching,  shrieking,  the  vomitings  of  hell 
Her  imps,  fly  screeching  through  the  air 
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Her  dragons  her  serpents,  hiss  everywhere; 
But  amid  the  carnage,  calm  as  air, 

Stands  our  heroic  Dewey, 

Commodore  Dewey  of  Vermont 

B 

The  hot  sun  in  the  zenith  shines  on  Spain's  myriad  dead, 
Aboard  the  Yankee  vessels  not  a  drop  of  blood  is  abed. 

The  battle  is  waning,  Spain's  forces  are  scattered, 
Her  soldiers  and  sailors  are  frightfully  battered; 
Her  forts,  her  fleet,  have  been  silenced  and  shattered, 
By  the  guns  of  plucky  Dewey, 
Commodore  Dewey  of  Vermont. 

W 

Above  yon  tot'ring  parapet  a  white  flag  meekly  floats 
Dense  smoke  and  flame  are  bursting,  from  Spain's  ill-fated  boats. 
Their  battered  hulks  sink  'neath  the  waves, 
Bearing  their  crews  to  watery  graves. 
Their  yellow  flag  no  longer  waves 
Before  our  victorious  Dewey, 
Commodore  Dewey  of  Vermont. 

E 

Oft  in  Manila  harbor,  at  the  close  of  a  day  in  May, 
Rocked  by  the  lazy  waters,  a  fleet  at  anchor  lay, 
From  each  ship's  stern  there  waves  a  flag 
'Tis  the  Star  Spangled  Banner  and  not  Spain's  rag; 
It  floats  o'er  fort  and  mountain  crag; 
Seized  by  triumphant  Dewey, 
Commodore  Dewey  of  Vermont. 


The  hero  of  Manila  is  the  pride  of  all  the  world, 
The  flags  of  mighty  nations  in  hie  honor  are  unfurled. 
From  North  to  South,  from  East  to  West, 
From  sea  to  sea,  o'er  mountain  crest, 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  by  Heaven  bleat, 
Are  honoring  faithful  Dewey, 
Admiral  Dewey  of  Vermont. 
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THE  SPANISH  CAVALIER. 

CECIL   OAKVALB. 

A  Spanish  officer  stood  In  Havana, 
And  on  bis  horn  blew  a  tune,  air, 

The  music  was  so  rotten 

They  (the  people)  filled  their  ears  with  cotton, 
For  he  howled  like  a  yellow  dog,  he  did,  sir. 

Oh,  Uncle  Sam  is  coming,  we'll  have  to  be  a  humming 
And  fly  o'er  the  water  to  Spain,  sir; 

For  since  we  wrecked  the  Maine, 

Columbia  has  raised  Cain, 
And  there  is  no  telling  where  she  will  stop,  sir. 

We're  afraid  Capt  Sampson's  fleet  will  compel  us  to  retreat. 
For  we  cant  stand  the  shot  and  shell,  sir; 

Will  have  to  get  out  of  here, 

For  the  "Yanks"  are  on  their  ear, 
Or  else  we  will  surely  get  h — 1,  sir. 

Say,  Cuba,  say,  when  you  are  far  away 
Perhaps  you  will  rule  your  own  roost  then, 

For  Columbia  will  send 

Twice  ten  thousand  men, 
To  assist  you  in  giving  us  a  boost,  sir. 


REMEMBER,   LORD,    THE   OREGON. 

W.  F.  OSBORNE. 

O,  Ship  that  sails  the  Southern  sea, 
With  smoking  wreaths  and  flag  unfurled; 

In  every  dream  you  come  to  me, 
The  battleship  of  all  the  world. 

The  salt  sea  mist  is  on  thy  brow, 
Thy  deck  shines  radiant,  like  a  star; 

The  waves  are  curling  from  thy  prow, 
Thy  wake  Is  fleeing  fast  and  far. 

I  pray  that  thou  may  safely  back 
Bring  guns  and  crew  from  Southern  sea; 
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For  0,  the  foe  lurks  on  thy  track, 
And  means  thus  ehaK  not  come  to  me. 

The  Nation  lifts  its  hands  on  high 
Whene'er  it  thinks  of  cruel  Spain, 

And  thunders  forth  its  battle  cry — 
Remember,  Lord,  the  murdered  Maine! 

.But  I  still  pray  on  bended  knee, 
As  on  the  map  thy  course  I  con, 

Bring  safely  back  my  ship  to  me — 
Remember,  Lord,  the  Oregon! 


THE  ANGLO-AMERICAN  ALLIANCE. 

JANE  H.  OAKLEY. 

Columbia:  of  nations  best  beloved, 

Now,  that  thy  brave,  bold  hand  In  mail  is  gloved, 

Britannia  sends  to  thee  her  warmest  greeting, 

For  thee,  with  loving  thoughts,  all  hearts  are  beating. 

It  is  no  dream:  it  is  a  true  affinity, 

A  mother's  love  endures  to  all  eternity. 

Our  blood  is  thine,  and  so  is  our  religion, 

Speech,  literature  and  law  (with  its  tradition). 

Thine  is  our  history  of  a  thousand  years, 

With  all  a  nation's  struggles,  hopes  and  fears. 

Then  may  our  flags  united  ever  stand, 

To  wave  o'er  every  sea  and  distant  land; 

Proud  mistress  of  the  ocean,  with  her  daughter  fair, 

Glorious  deeds,  and  noble  acts,  let  each  one  share! 

For  the  whole  world  allied,  we  then  could  face, 

No  power  could  foil  us,  we're  the  conquering  race, 

And  now,  it  is  thrice,  thou  hast  fought  for  freedom's  cause. 

Gaining  profound  respect  thereby,  with  wide  applause; 

'Twas  first  to  escape  a  Kingly  rod  unjust, 

To  free  thy  slaves,  thou  laid'st  thy  brothers  in  the  dust. 

Oh!    let  the  quick  electric  flash  good  tidings  bring! 

"Proudly  through  Britannia  shall  the  echoes  ring." 

"May  victory  follow  swift  and  sure  where  honor  leads." 

Oh!  may  her  daughter  triumph  through  her  noble  deeds!" 
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TO  THE  WOMEN  OF  AMERICA. 

ELLA  RANDALL  PEARCE. 

If  you  cannot  in  the  army 

Serve  to  march  against  the  foe, 
You  can  send  your  loved  ones  thither, 

Firmly,  bravely  bid  them  go. 
You  can  show  them  faith  and  courage, 

You  can  lend  them  cheer  and  might, 
You  can  hold  them  to  their  duty, 

You  can  help  them  win  the  fight 

If  you  cannot  in  the  battle 

Share  the  honors  of  the  fray, 
In  your  home's  peaceful  dominion 

You  can  watch  and  wait  and  pray. 
You  can  triumph  with  the  victor, 

You  can  glorify  the  slain, 
Fighting  for  their  country's  honor, 

Not  a  life  is  lost  in  vain. 

Never  flinch  and  never  falter, 

There  is  work  for  you  to  do. 
Keep  the  home  lights  bright  and  burning, 

Keep  your  hearts  steadfast  and  true. 
Float  your  flags  and  wear  your  emblems, 

Answer  to  your  country's  call. 
Play  your  part  among  its  heroes, 

Noble  patriots,  one  and  all. 


-TWO  VIEWS  OF  WAR. 

HENRY  ROBINSON  PALMER. 

Stirring  drums  in  a  sunny  street, 
A  bonnie  flag  in  the  azure  sky, 

A  lurid  melody  tramping  feet, 
And  hope  in  many  an  eye. 

Death  in  a  still  and  shadowed  room, 
A  pallid,  boyish  face  at  rest, 

A  sunbeam  quivering  in  the  gloom, 
And  woe  in  a  woman's  breast. 
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TO   THE  ANGLO-SAXONS. 

FREDERICK  O.  PRINCE. 

Ye  of  the  race  that  despot*  hate, 

Men  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  breed, 
Who  wrung  the  charter  of  their  rights 

From  tyranny  at  Runnymede, 
And  as  your  glorious  annals  show, 

In  every  age,  on  land  and  sea, 
Have  battled  for  the  rights  of  man, 

And  won  so  oft  the  victory; 

Te  English-speaking  men!  alike 

Those  of  the  brave  God-fearing  band, 
Ruled  by  Victoria's  gentle  sway, 

And  those  in  far  Columbia's  land, 
Awake!  the  often-threatened  fight 

With  Freedom's  foes  perhaps  is  near — 
Awake,  unite,  and  all  the  hosts 

Of  despotism  yon  need  not  fear! 

Unite,  be  one,  and  rule  the  deep, 

For  where  your  conquering  fleets  combine. 
Not  all  the  world  will  dare  to  meet 

The  thunders  of  the  serried  line. 
Unite!  ye  men  of  kindred  race, 

And  hold  the  land-controlling  sea! 
Then  are  secure  those  blessings  dear, 

Peace  among  men  and  Liberty. 


THE  AMERICAN  FLAG. 

J.  W.  POPE. 

(Tune— "Three  Nations.") 

In  the  hearts  of  true  Americans  there  is  a  native  pride 

Which  no  haughty,  kingly  power  can  subdue; 
They  can  teach  their  foes  a  lesson  on  the  land  and  ocean  tide, 

And  they  will,  if  Uncle  Samuel  tells  them  to. 
He  has  only  got  to  hoist  the  flag  and  say,  "Boys  that  is  mine, 

And  I  give  it  in  your  keeping,  guard  it  well." 
Now  I  tell  you  they  would  follow  it  as  something  near  divine, 

Though  like  hail  the  shot  around  them  fell.   • 
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Chorus. 

Behold  the  flag  they  follow; 

Bright,  shining,  every  star; 
The  red  and  white  and  blue,  thereon, 

Are  powerful  in  war. 

That  we  are  a  christian  nation,  see  our  banner  'tis  the  sign 

Of  true  charity  to  all,  with  equal  rights; 
We  would  conquer  without  slaughter,  and  would  give  our  bread  and  wine 

To  the  land  oppression  tramples  on,  and  blights. 
We  would  help  all  heathen  nations  to  a  higher  mountain  peak. 

Where  their  eyes  may  view  the  promise  land  of  God; 
And  we'd  teach  them  that  the  happy  are  not  kings,  and  that  the  meek 

Shall  possess,  and  dwell  on  Freedom's  sod. 

Chorus. 

Our  flag's  the  bow  of  promise, 

That  Freedom  still  shall  reign 
When  nations  have  laid  down  their  arms, 

Nor  march  to  fight  again. 

There's  no  reason  why  a  people,  to  maintain  a  crafty  few, 

Should  be  serfs,  or  slaves,  nor  call  their  lives  their  own, 
Should  be  driven  as  are  cattle,  and  fall  down  when  comes  in  view 

What  is  called  a  king,  their  fellow  'neath  a  crown. 
As  the  light,  the  air,  the  pearly  dew,  and  showers  all  are  free, 

So  should  man  be  free,  nor  fear  a  monarch's  pow'r; 
But  the  time  is  fast  approaching  when  humanity  will  see 

Freedom's  flag  on  every  hill  and  tow'r. 

Chorus. 

Beneath  our  flag  all  nations 

Have  sure  protection  found; 
'Tis  emblem  of  righteous  pow'r  found; 

O'er  consecrated  ground. 


A  YANKEE  MARINE'S  LOVE  POEM. 

EDWARD  ARMSTRONG  PLATT. 

I  am  gazing  through  eastern  starshine, 
Down  the  vista  of  flickering  years, 

At  a  face  that  I  loved  in  that  dreamland, 
That  I  see  through  the  mist  of  the  tears. 
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O,  the  languorous,  tropical  starlight, 
Bringing  back  my  sweet  rose-tinted  dream! 

How  I  sigh  'cross  the  infinite  distance, 
For  a  world  and  a  life  intervene! 

From  the  land  of  the  palm  I  gase  westward, 
Where  the  golden-rod  blooms,  you  look  east; 

And  we  sigh  when  we  think  of  dregs  lying 
In  the  glasses  we  drained  at  Love's  Feast. 

When  I'm  lonely  at  night  on  the  ocean, 
And  the  wash  on  the  billow  runs  green, 

I  reach  out  for  your  hand  in  the  darkness, 
But  a  sea  and  a  soul  intervene. 

Yet,  I  know  that  sometime  in  the  shadows 
We  are  groping  despairingly  through, 

That  the  distance  will  somehow  diminish, 
And  our  dream  will  again  become  true. 

And  again  your  cold  world  will  be  tropic, 
As  the  loveligbt  in  radiance  streams 

Up  the  path  of  the  rose-tinted  future, 
Where  there's  nothing  but  love  intervenes. 


MARCHING  THROUGH  CUBA. 

E.  H.  PORTER. 

Shout  aloud  the  tidings,  bays, 

And  join  the  glad  refrain, 
Springfield  boys  have  got  the  word 

And  now  are  off  for  Spain; 
Now  they'll  give  the  saucy  Dons 

A  dose  of  leaden  rain, 
While  they  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

Chorus — 

Hurrah!  Hurrah! 

Just  give  us  leave  to  shoot! 
Hurrah!   Hurrah! 

The  "Yankee  Pigs"  can  root; 
So  we'll  sing  the  chorus  from  Havana  on  with  Lee, 

While  we  go  marching  through  Cuba. 
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Weyler  slew  defenceless  wives 

And  old  men  not  a  few, 
The  young  and  fair  he  did  not  spare, 

Killed  little  babies,  too, 
But  now  Missouri  lads  declare 

The  butcher  soon  shall  rue 
When  they  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

Manila  was  a  pearl,  they  said, 

And  never  could  be  taken, 
But  Dewey  showed  the  boasting  Dons 

That  they  were  all  mistaken 
Then  a  score  of  ships  went  down 

And  Dewey  rides  the  wave, 
While  we  go  marching  on  to  Cuba. 

Ah,  woe  the  day!  the  Dons  will  say 

When  they  blew  up  the  Maine, 
Revenge  is  rankling  in  our  hearts 

'Gainst  cruel,  bloody  Spain, 
Remember,  boys,  the  Maine!" 
While  we  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

The  Maine!  the  Maine! 
Remember,  boys,  the  Maine! 
The  Maine!  the  Maine! 
Come  on!  you  whelps  from  Spain! 
Thus  we  will  defy  them  and  we'll  set  the  Cub; 
While  we  go  marching  on  to  victory. 


JOHN  BULL  AND  BROTHER  JONATHAN. 

JAMBS  POOTON. 

Britannia  and  Columbia, 

United  heart  and  hand, 
Would  form  a  combination 

No  tyrants   could   withstand. 

Their  armies  well  united, 
And  ships  on  every  sea, 

Could  humble  every  despot- 
Make  every  people  free. 
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The  Lion  and  the  Eagle, 

Kings  of  the  land  and  air, 
Are  types  of  sister  nations; 

Who  could  triumph  everywhere. 

The  meteor  flag,  the  starry  flag. 

If  together  were  unfurled, 
Could  lead  the  hosts  of  freedom 

To  liberate  the  world. 

John  Bull  and  Brother  Jonathan, 

If  hand  in  hand  they'd  go, 
Could  make  this  world  a  better  world. 

And,  better,  keep  it  so. 


FAREWELL,  HEROES. 

FLORA  B.  POOL. 

Fare-thee-well,  our  brave  young  heroes, 

Who  have  answered  to  the  call, 
To  the  mandate  of  our  country, 

Fare-thee-well  to  one  and  all. 
Lift  your  standard  ever  higher, 

Let  its  brilliant  colors  wave 
O'er  the  heads  that  proudly  baar  it, 

Though  they  lead  unto  the  grave. 

If  your  hearts  are  ever  daunted, 

Go  and  touch  one  beauteous  star, 
And  the  magnetism  of  glory 

Will  inspire  you  from  afar; 
For  the  Heaven  from  which  our  emblem, 

Takes  it  birthright  true  and  grand. 
Is  the  one  above  our  country 

That  links  God  and  native  land! 

Good-bye,  friends  and  sons  and  brothers, 

We  will  guard  your  lives  with  prayer; 
We  will  suffer  separation, 

And  thus  half  your  burden  bear. 
Fare-thee-well,  our  hopes  are  with  thee, 

Fare-thee-well,  our  bidding  is, 
Follow  gladly  your  commander, 

Make  your  wishes  one  with  his. 
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Good-bye,— no,  'tis  only  good  night, 

Though  the  morning's  far  away, 
You'll  return  with  vict'ry  written 

For  the  coats  of  Blue  and  Gray. 
Plant  Old  Glory,  boys,  on  Cuba, 

Focus  all  your  hate  on  Spain, 
Make  the  watchword  of  your  battles, 

"We'll  avenge  our  gallant  Maine!" 


THE  NEW  MEMORIAL  DAY. 

ALBERT  BIGBLOW  PAINE. 

"Under  the  roses  the  blue, 
Under  the  lilies  the  gray.' 
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Oh,  the  roses  we  plucked  for  the  blue, 
And  the  lilies  we  twined  for  the  gray, 

We  have  bound  in  a  wreath, 

And  in  silence  beneath 
Slumber  our  heroes  today. 

Over  the  new  turned  sod 
The  sons  of  our  fathers  stand, 

And  the  fierce  old  fight 

Blips  out  of  sight 
In  the  clasp  of  a  brother's  hand. 

For  the  old  blood  left  a  stain 
That  the  new  has  washed  away, 

And  the  sons  of  those 

That  have  faced  as  foes 
Are  marching  together  today. 

Oh,  the  blood  that  our  fathers  gave! 

Oh,  the  tide  of  our  mothers'  tears! 
And  the  flow  of  red, 
And  the  tears  they  shed, 

Embittered  a  sea  of  years! 

But  the  roses  we  plucked  for  tha  blue, 
And  the  lilies  we  twined  for  the  gray, 

We  have  bound  in  a  wreath, 

And  in  glory  beneath 
Slumber  our  heroes  today! 
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ONE  OF  THE  SIXTY-FIFTH. 

MILLIE  C.  POMEROY. 

Finding  in  work  some  time  to  play, 
Winking  at  the  pretty  girls  oyer  the  way, 
Doing  the  cake-walk  on  his  toes — 
I  needn't  tell  you,  every  one  knows 
That  is  "Patty." 

What's  in  his  pocket?  A  cigarette, 
A  trifle  or  two  that  he  won  on  a  bet, 
A  song  of  the  Mohawk.  In  personnel 
A  subject  for  barber  and  tailor:   Oh!  Well, 
That  is  "Patty." 

But  on  the  day  when  the  sad  news  came 
Of  the  treacherous  act  that  wrecked  the  Maine. 
A  new  light  shone  in  his  roguish  eye, 
And  we  said  as  he  passed  us  sternly  by, 
Can  this  be  "Fatty?" 

And  the  day  that  the  65th  marched,  (I  know 
No  one  will  forget  it  in  Buffalo), 
In  his  coat  of  blue  he  said,  "Goodbye; 
Them  sneaking  Spaniards  have  got  to  die, 
Or  I'm  not  "Fatty!" 

God  bless  you,  "Fatty,"  and  keep  from  harm 
Tour  spirit  brave  and  your  heart  so  warm; 
And  send  you  back  with  victory  won 
To  the  friends  who  know,  for  all  your  fun, 
You've  a  brave  heart  "Fatty.1 
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WARREN'S   ADDRESS. 

JOHN   PIERPONT. 

Stand!  The  ground's  your  own,  my  braves! 
Will  ye  give  it  up  to  slaves? 
Will  ye  look  for  greener  graves? 

Hope  ye  mercy  still? 
What's  the  mercy  despots  feel? 
Hear  it  In  that  battle  peal! 
Read  R  on  yon  bristling  steel! 

Ask  it,  ye  who  will! 
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Fear  ye  foes  who  kill  for  hire? 
Will  ye  to  your  homes  retire? 
Look  behind  you! 

They're  afire!    And,  before  you,  see 
Who  have  done  it!    From  the  vale 
On  they  come!    And  will  ye  quail? 
Leaden  rain  and  Iron  hail 

Let  their  welcome  be! 

In  the  God  of  battles  trust! 
Die  ye  may,  and  die  we  must! 
But,  oh,  where  can  duet  to  dust 

Be  consigned  so  well 
As  where  heaven  its  dews  shall  shed 
On  the  martyred  patriot's  bed 
And  the  rocks  shall  raise  their  head 

Of  his  deeds  to  tell? 


OONFEDEKATE  VETEKAN'S  THOUGHT  ON  THE 

BLUE  AND  GRAY. 

DR.   DANIEL  PARKER. 

Now  don't  be  crying,  mother, 

Tou  should  be  proud  of  Ben, 
He  looked  of  all  the  proudest 

Among  a  thousand  men. 
It  set  me  straight  to  thinking 

How  I,  too,  marched  away, 
To  join  the  noble  army, 

Dressed  in  Confederate  gray. 

I  somehow  felt  like  fighting 

When  first  our  Ben  marched  out — 
Right  dress,  front  face,  a  standin* 

So  tall  and  straight  and  stout. 
But  I  cannot  like  the  color 

Of  the  clothes  he  wore  that  day, 
'Twould  suit  mo  whole  lots  better 

If  they  looked  a  little  gray. 

But  he  don't  know  the  dif'rence 

I  'spose  he  likes  the  blue, 
Though  as  for  me  I  can't  forget 

I  fought  it  four  years  through. 
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And  though  I  am  plum  willin' 
For  Ben  to  have  his  way, 

I  just  oouKL  fight  much  better 
If  my  clothes  were  sort  o'  gray. 

The  flag's  all  right,  I  like  it, 

It  must  not  ever  fall, 
I  sure  would  like  to  plant  it 

On  Monro  Castle's  wall; 
And  I  know  that  I  could  do  it, 

In  the  good,  old-fashion  way 
If  I  had  a  few  old  comrades 

Dressed  in  confed'rate  gray. 

They  say  it's  hot  in  Cuba, 

And  when  the  boys  get  there 
They'll  shuck  those  hot,  blue  fixins, 

And  canvass  suits  will  wear, 
I  like  that  plan  amazin', 

For  when  they  march  a  day, 
The  dust  and  dirt  will  change  'em 

To  the  good,  old  fighting  gray. 

This  is  a  great  big  country, 

And  when  it  comes  to  blows, 
We'll  keep  the  world  from  treading 

On  Uncle  Samuel's  toes. 
But  if  I  should  take  a  rifle, 

I've  just  got  this  to  say: 
I  could  handle  her  whole  lots  better 

If  my  clothes  were  sort  o'  gray. 

It  breaks  my  heart,  old  woman, 

To  hear  you  sobbing  so, 
I  lived  through  four  years'  fighting, 

Ben's  coming  back,  I  know, 
But  when  he  goes  to  lying 

(As  he's  almost  sure  to  do), 
About  the  gallant  fighting 

Of  our  volunteers  in  blue; 
Why  then,  why  then,  confound  him, 

I'll  have  a  word  to  say, 
And  beat  him  with  one  bigger, 

About  the  boys  in  gray. 
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THE  STARS  AND  STRIPES. 

EDNA  DEAN  PROCTOR. 

From  prairie,  O  ploughman,  speed  boldly  away — 
There's  seed  to  be  sown  in  God's  furrows  today! 
Row  landward,  lone  fisher!   Stout  woodman,  come  home! 
Let  smith  leave  his  anvil  and  weaver  his  loom, 
And  hamlet  and  city  ring  loud  with  the  cry: 
"For  God  and  our  country  we'll  fight  till  we  die! 
Here's  welcome  to  wounding,  and  combat,  and  scars, 
And  the  glory  of  death, — for  the  Stripes  and  Stars." 

Invincible  banner!    The  flag  of  the  free, 
Oh,  where  treads  the  foot  that  would  falter  for  thee? 
Or  the  hands  to  be  folded,  till  triumph  is  won 
And  the  eagle  looks  proud,  as  of  old,  to  the  sun? 
Give  tears  for  the  parting — a  murmur  of  prayer — 
Then  forward!  the  fame  of  our  standard  to  share! 
With  welcome  to  wounding,  and  combat,  and  scars, 
And  the  glory  of  death — for  the  Stripes  and  the  Stars! 


THE   FLAG. 

SARA  PALMER. 

It  waved  o'er  our  fathers 

In  years  long  gone  by 
When  for  home  and  for  country 

They  went  forth  to  die — 
Our  beautiful  flag, 

With  its  stripes  and  its  stars, 
Its  gleamings  of  blue 

And  its  brave  crimson  bars. 

It  led  on  our  dear  ones, 

Who  marched  forth  to  bear 
To  downtrodden  millions 

Sweet  freedom  so  fair  — 
Our  glorious  flag, 

With  its  stripes  and  its  stars, 
Its  gleamings  of  blue 

And  its  brave  crimson  bars. 

It  beckons  our  brave  boys 
Forth  to  the  fray, 
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ON  THE  LAUNCHING  OF  THE  "GOV.  PINGREE." 

GOVERNOR  H.   S.   PINGREE. 

I  hope  the  waters  she  shall  plow, 
May  always  break  beneath  her  bow, 
And  that  the  flag  she  proudly  flies 
May  never  fall  a  Spanish  prize; 
That  far  Alaska's  native  gold 
May  fill  and  fill  again  her  hold; 
That  rock  nor  reef  nor  floating  foe 
Nor  wind  nor  wave  may  work  her  woe; 
But  most,  that  wealth  of  hers  may  not 
With  danger  to  the  state  be  fraught; 
That  gold  she  brings  may  never  be 
The  price  of  right  and  liberty. 


A  VOICE  FROM  THE  SOUTH. 

N.  J.  PUGH. 

A  voice  goes  from  the  South  to  those 

We  once  fought  clad  in  blue, 
That  now  our  country  needs  us, 

She  will  find  us,  staunch  and  true — 
You  once  fought  'neath  the  stripes, 

While  we  fought  'neath  the  bars, 
But  now  we'll  march  together 

And  fight  beneath  the  stars. 

A  voice  goes  from  the  south  to  all 
The  nation  of  the  world, 

That  our  star-spangled  banner 
Has  by  Yankees  been  unfurled; 

With  them  the  former  rebels 
Will  go  marching,  side  by  side, 

Fighting  'neath  the  self-same  standard- 
Whatever  may  betide. 

We  once  were  disunited — true! 

But  now  united  stand, 
We  claim  but  one  dear  banner, 

And  one  dear  native  land, 
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And  though  we  still  must  honor 
Our  loved  and  now  lost  cause, 

We  honor,  too,  the  Union 
And  will  uphold  her  laws. 

And  now  our  country  needs  us 

We  know  no  North,  nor  South, 
But  for  the  Union's  honor 

We  will  face  the  cannon's  mouth. 
And  since  our  country  calls  us 

To  fight  in  foreign  land, 
She'll  find  the  South  is  ready 

To  make  a  gallant  stand. 

For  this  Union  now  again  is  ours, 

And  we  love  its  honor  too, 
As  once  we  bravely  fought  in  gray, 

So  now  we'll  fight  in  blue. 
And  when  our  country  needs  us 

To  stand  the  battle's  brunt, 
From  Atlantic  to  Pacific  coasts 

She'll  present  a  solid  front. 


CHARGE  THE   GUNS. 

R.  PLUMMER. 

Now  charge  the  guns 

And  charge  them  well, 
And  make  each  shot 

A  story  tell; 
Tune  up  the  voice 

To   battle  song 
Be  ready  now — 

To  march  along. 

The  eagle  screams, 

In  fretful  strain, 
Above  the  sea 

Where  lies  the  Maine; 
And  from  the  depth 

Below  the  wave 
Come  forth  the  cries 

Of  martyrs  brave. 
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Then  charge  again, 

And  charge  as  well, 
With  solid  shot 

And  flaming  shell; 
Thus  for  the  souls 

Of  heroes  slain 
On  Cuba's  wave 

By  cruel  Spain. 


"WAY  UP  ALOFT!" 

ANNA  B.   PATTEN. 

Saw  you  the  ship  when  it  left  our  shore 

And  vanished  over  the  blue  sea-line, 
To  seek  an  anchorage,  safe,  once  more 

And  find  a  port  on  the  watery  brine? 
Drilled  by  officers,  true  to  their  call, 

Manned  by  a  sturdy,  stalwart  crew. 
While,  waving  protectingly  over  them  all, 

Floated  the  red,  white  and  blue! 
Way  up  aloft! 

Oh,  ship  that  left  such  a  shining  track. 

As  she  dipped  her  keel  in  the  ocean's  foam; 
Never  again  will  she  voyage  back 

To  the  weary,  waiting  ones  at  home! 
She  foundered  not  In  the  sandy  shoals, 

She  struck  no  rock  in  a  treacherous  sea, 
But  she  sank,  with  her  freight  of  human  souls, 

In  a  harbor's  sheltering  lee! 

Oh,  ship,  no  more  will  your  sailors  leap 

To  answer  their  captain's  clarion  call, 
The  jolly  tars  stern  silence  keep 

With  the  waves  for  their  funeral  pall! 
For  while  they  slumbered,  a  cruel  blast 

Sundered  the  strong-girt  deck  in  twain, 
Bent  and  shivered  the  bulwarks  vast, 

Of  our  gallant  battleship  Maine! 

Oh,  ship,  that  swept  from  our  sight  so  fast, 
Answering  the  touch  of  the  helmsman's  hand. 

Only  to  lose  all  your  cargo  at  last, 
And  find  your  grave  in  a  foreign  land. 
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Remember  the  Maine!    Wipe  out  the  debt! 

While  children  cry  and  the  widows  weep, 
Shall  we,  as  a  nation,  so  soon  forget 

The  spot  where  our  sailors  sleep! 

Oh,  mariners,  man  your  ships  of  war, 

And  speed,  swift,  over  the  outstretched  sea; 
Chart  your  course  by  humanity's  law 

And  make  your  soundings  for  liberty 
The  compass  points  with  hands  so  sure 

To  justice  for  those,  our  nation's  dead; 
With  God  for  our  pilot — a  purpose,  pure, 

And  our  loved  flag  overhead! 
Way  up  aloft! 


THE  MARINES  AT  CAIMANERA. 

JAMES  PYM. 

Well  done,  marines! 
Tours  to  brunt  the  ambush'd  foeman;  yours  the  vanguard,  as  of  yore; 
Yours  to  hoist  and  hold  the  standard  'mid  the  death  hall  on  the  shore; 
Yours  to  scent  the  fume  of  venom  borne  upon  the  breath  of  hate. 
While  the  spectered  bush  re-echoed,  as  the  bullets  sought  their  fate. 

"Well  done,  marines,  well  done!" 

Well  done,  marines! 
With  Manila's  hardy  fighters — seeded  monsters'  mighty  play — 
With  the  glory  girdled  heroes  blocking  Santiago  bay — 
Place  the  gallant  soldier  sailors,  first  the  bayonets  to  breast; 
Blaze  the  chapparal  forever  over  Caimanera's  crest. 

"Well  done,  marines,  well  done!" 

Well  done,  marines! 
Blazon  this  upon  the  scutcheon  of  the  soldiers  of  the  sea; 
On  the  scroll  of  fame  inscribe  it;  write  it  bold  in  history. 
When  the  coming  generations  read  the  story  of  today, 
Let  the  burning  words  impel  them,  in  their  gratitude,  to  say: 

'Well  done,  marines,  well  done!" 
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Well  done,  marines! 
When  the  pearls  of  Carib's  waters  freedom's  diadem  adorn 
When  the  eagle  drives  the  vulture  forth  to  face  his  fated  scorn, 
When  the  flag  of  "Cuba  Libre"  greets  its  natal  dawning  sky. 
Loud  above  the  acclaims'  ringing  shall  the  chorus'd  nation  cry: 

"Well  done,  marines,  well  done!" 
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JOHNNY. 

MANLEY  H.   PIKE. 

•Johnny's  out  in  uniform  'n'  all  the  folks  are  prisin'  him, 
Vowing  I  am  lucky  to  hev  hed  the  chance  o'  raisin'  him. 
Kinder  think,  myself,  there  ain't  none  trimmer'n  the  laddy  is; 
Some  suspect  none  ain't  more  proud  of  Johnny  than  his  daddy  is. 

Johnny's  out  In  uniform,  'n'  looks  so  swell  that,  dern  it!  he 
Makes  me  doubt  if  I  am  right  in  claimin'  his  paternity. 
Seems  so  queer  to  see  a  child  what  ain't  shot  naught  but  partridges 
<Gunnin'  for  the  Spainyards  with  a  belt  jam-full  o'  cartridges! 

Johnny's  out  in  uniform,  'n'  he  has  got  a  rattlin'  gun, 

Firln'  pretty  nigh  as  often  as  that  'tarnal  Oatlln'  gun. 

'N'  he  shoots  so  quick  that  any  Spainyard  what  attacks  hlm's  got 

Foul  o'  somethin'  mightly  like  the  shell  that  Hudson  Maxim's  got! 

Johnny's  out  in  uniform,  'n'  all  the  gals  is  arter  him. 
Ought  to  see  'n'  hear  the  way  they  ogle  'n'  they  flarter  him! 
-Quick's  the  Lord'll  let  ye,  git  away  to  Cuba,  John,  my  boy! 
Yankee  girls  are  dangerouser  than  any  Spanish  Don,  my  boy! 


APPEAL  AND  ANSWER. 

MARTHA  ELiVIRA  PETTRUS. 

our  harbor  stands  a  statue  of  a  woman  grand  and  fair, 

Bier  torch  is  lifted  bravely,  so  that  all  its  light  may  share! 

*t  ahines,  a  splendid  beacon,  through  our  darkness  and  despair! 


midnight  sea  Is  glorious,  touched  with  flames  each  whitened  crest. 
^vty,  the  world  enlightens!"  Starlike  hope  <to  souls  oppressed! 
***  <sahn  and  queenly  presence  every  wrong  shall  be  redressed. 

t    the  word,  then  Queen  of  Nations!     Yours  the  crown  of  sovereign 

will! 
**^  waves  our  voices  reach  you,  in  your  hearts  our  sorrows  thrill; 
r*ll  save  us!    We  remember  Plymouth  Rock  and  Bunker  Hill! 

AMERICA'S    ANSWER. 

"■^t^y,  the  world  enlightens!"  nobly  rings  a  Nation's  word. 
,  but  in  sorrow,  shall  the  call  of  war  be  heard. 
1  be  our  sister  nation!    We  have  drawn  the  stainless  sword! 
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Slow  to  anger,  we  have  waited — patient,  in  tiie  face  of  wrong; 
Slow  to  wake  old  battle  echoes  that  have  el  umbered  now  so  long; 
But  that  voice  of  Cuba  weeping,  calls  for  succor,  swift  and  strong! 

O'er  our  flag,  unfurled,  in  glory,  victory  sublime  we  see; 
Grandly  every  heart  proclaims  it,  Cuba  1s  and  ehaJl  be  free; 
God  in  majesty  has  spoken — tyranny  shall  cease  to  be! 


THE  EAGLE  AND  THE  FLAG. 

FRED  W.  PEARSON. 

Don  Pedro  San  Sebastian 
Y  Moro  del  Romero 

Maria  Juan  San  Juan, 
In  old  Madrid  was  standing, 
Where  passing  throngs,  increasing, 

By  frenzied  riot  borne, 
Were  cursing  Yankee  Doodle 
In  phrases  purely  dago, 

And  hatred  all  forlorn, 
While  on  the  breezes  floating 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  of  Freedom 

Stirred  deep  the  patriot's  scorn. 

"Carramba!"  cried  Don  Pedro, 
"The  cursed  Yankee  banner 

Shall  wave  no  more  in   Spain! 
We'll  trample  down  forever 
All  signs  of  Americano — 

Die  all  as  died  the  Maine!" 
And  scarce  the  words  had  sounded 
When  th'  starry  banner  fluttered 

Among  the  eager  throng, 
And  Castile's  tawny  emblem 
Of  many  signs  and  symbols 

Was  raised  'mid  shout  and  song. 

But  hold!     The  bird  of  Freedom, 
In  golden  splendor  shining, 

The  tower's  summit  crowned; 
And  angry  imprecations 
From  dusky  throats  Espana 

All  shouts  exultant  drowned. 
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A  fusllade  then  followed 

Of  atonee  and  canes  and  cursee, 

While  thoughtful  senors  frowned 
Until  one  plucky  devil 
Climbed  nigh  upon  the  buttress 

And  flung  the  bird  to  ground. 
Then  rose  a  Shout  of  triumph 
Scarce  heard  from  Spaniards  sullen, 

While  hearts  with  rapture  swelled; 
And  every  dark-eyed  Latin 
Thanked  Pope  and  Virgin  Mary 

For  all  that  they  beheld. 
But  watt!     Don  Pedro  trembled, 
A  dead  If  pallor  blanching 

His  face  and  many  more 
Until  an  awful  stillness 
Had  swept  the  throng  tumultuous 

And  terror  stalked  before. 
The  glorious  bird  of  Freedom, 
Its  talons  strong  and  mighty, 

When  hurled  toward  the  earth 
Had  caught  Spain's  tawny  banner 
And  rent  It  from  Us  moorings 

And  tore  It  stem  and  girth. 
With  crash  they  fell  together, 
While  ghastly  watchers  trembled 

And  asked  the  omen's  worth; 
And  those  who  loudest  shouted 
Were  first  to  leave  In  terror, 

For  fear  had  smothered  mirth. 
Don  Pedro  San  Sebastian 
Y  Horo  del  Romero 

Maria  Juan  San  Juan 
In  old  Madrid's  cathedral 
Then  offered  prayers  most  humble. 

No  longer  filled  with  scorn: 
For  in  his  soul  prophetic 
He  saw  the  awful  meaning, 

And  begged  for  heaven's  aid. 
Lest  angry  Yankee  eagles 
Should  tear  all  Sags  Bspana, 

And  all  her  shores  Invade. 
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HOBSON  AND  HIS  NOBLE  CREW. 

NORRIS  O.  POPHAM. 

Horatius  of  the  olden  time 

Though  praised  by  every  age  and  clime 

For  patriotic  worth 
Stands  second  now  on  hist'ry's  page 
With  Hobson  first  of  ev'ry  age 

Since  heroes  trod  the  earth. 

Manila's  hero  towers  high 

As  freedom's  sun,  in  freedom's  sky 

Forever  blessed  his  name . 
But  Hobson  gave  his  life,  and  yet 
His  rising  sun  will  never  set 

Securing  his  lasting  fame. 

He  rushed  to  death  yet  rose  to  life 
Through  cannon  shot  and  raging  strife 

The  grandest  of  the  grand 
Ahead  was  but  a  soldier's  grave 
And  yet  his  life  he  freely  gave 

In  aid  of  freedom's  land. 

Who  yields  his  life  for  freedom's  cause 
Loves  freedom  and  sweet  freedom's  lawa 

Thinks  not  of  selfish  gain 
Then  let  us  praise  the  gallant  men 
Whoss  like  perhaps  will  rise  again 

From  freedom's  grand  domain. 


CUBA. 

C.   C.   PIKE. 


Peace!  Peace!     Poor  Cuba  knows  no  peace; 

Her  anguish  knows  no  calm; 
Her  coasts  are  frowning  battlements, 

That  offer  her  no  balm. 
Her  foes  are  sitting  by  the  fires; 

Her  friends  are  far  away; 
In  deadly  anguish,  Hops  expires 

'Neath  tyranny's  fierce  ray. 
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Spain,  the  unmerciful, 

Never  will  yield, 
While  a  woman  or  child 

Is  alive  in  the  field. 

War!    War!    We  cry,  our  watchword  War, 

Until  sad  Cuba's  free 
We  raise  the  one-star  flag,  to  float 

O'er  Cuba  of  the  Sea. 
Fair  Cuba,  land  of  fruit  and  flowers, 

Beneath  Spain's  cruel  sway; 
We  make  your  wrong  concause  with  ours, 
And  join  you  in  the  fray. 
Let  merciful  justice, 
Be  meted  to  Spain; 
While  fighting  for  Cuba; 
Remember  the  Maine. 


"REMEMBER  THE  MAINE!" 

LILITH  V.  PINCHBECK. 

Hark!  don't  you  hear  the  trumpets? 

The  beating  of  the  drum 
And  measured  tread  of  marching  feet 

Proclaim  that  war  has  come. 
The  battle  cry  rolls  onward 

As  they  thin  the  ranks  from  Spain — 
T  is  no  more  "Remember  the  Alamo 

But  "Remember,  boys,  the  Maine! 


»» 


Oh!  who  will  fill  the  places 

Of  those  who  ne'er  return? 
Oh!  who  dare  speak  of  comfort 

To  the  weary  hearts  that  mourn? 
There  will  come  no  awak'nlng 

For  some  upon  the  plain, 
They  must  listen  for  God's  calling 

To  those  who  avenged  the  Maine. 

The  dreadful  war  clouds  gather, 
The  smoke  of  guns  hangs  low; 

Soft  through  the  night  our  ships  have 
'Neath  forts  and  waiting  foe. 
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Thought  of  the  famished  children. 
The  men  and  women  slain, 

Shall  nerve  our  heroes  in  this  hour 
While  they  avenge  the  Maine. 

Across  the  dancing,  rippling  waves 

The  deadly  volleys  pour, 
With  shrill,  sharp  whistling  of  the  ball 

And  cannon's  vengeful  roar. 
There's  brilliant,  dazzling  flash  of  fire— 

A  proud  ship's  rent  in  twain, 
And  the  battle  wages  fiercer — 

For  we  must  avenge  the  Maine. 

Hush!    O'er  the  sea  and  o'er  the  land 

Night's  stillness  has  begun; 
The  battle's  fought,  the  strife  is  o'er, 

The  victory  is  won! 
Fling  out  Old  Glory  to  the  breeze, 

Unloose  her  folds  again, 
Cry,  "Viva!  Cuba  Libre!" 

We  have  avenged  the  Maine! 


PRIME'S  STRIKING  POEM. 

N.   S.   PRIME. 

Strike  for  the  victims  on  the  Maine, 
Strike  for  the  thousands  hunger  slain, 
Strike  for  the  famished  living  still, 
Strike  surely,  quick,  and  with  a  will! 

Strike  with  the  brave  who  would  be  free — 
Who  will  no  longer  bow  the  knee; 
Strike  of  perfidy  and  greed! 

Strike  with  stern  war  that  peace  may  reign. 
Unspotted  by  the  crimson  stain. 
"The  good  time  coming"  then  shall  be. 
Millennium  of  liberty. 

Then  smiling  sun  and  twinkling  star 
Shall  beam  upon  us  from  afar. 
No  more  be  heard  the  battle's  sounds, 
For  peace  shall  reign  Ood's  world  around. 
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WAR   SONG. 

LOUISE  EDGAR  PETERS. 

We  march  to  war  in  the  cause  of  right, 

And  the  cause  of  right  shall  win; 
So  forward!  armed  for  a  gallant  fight 

In  the  heart  of  the  battle's  din. 

Chorus: 

From  North  to  South,  from  East  to  West, 

But  a  single  aim  have  we, 
To  break  the  yoke  of  a  race  oppressed 

And  to  let  the  bound  go  free. 

And  we'll  wring  a  victory  out  of  death, 

For  we  don't  know  how  to  lose, 
While  the  smoke  shall  rise  with  our  latest  breath 

And  the  tyrant  get  his  dues. 

Chorus: 

Oh!  we'll  not  forget  <tihe  enforced  rest 
Of  «the  Maine  and  her  dauntless  crew; 

So  we'll  break  the  yoke  of  a  race  oppressed 
In  the  isle  where  the  sugar  cane  grew. 

Chorus: 

Ho!  ye  jolly  tare  and  landsmen,  too, 

From  the  east  to  the  western  sea, 
Ring  in  the  birth  of  an  era  new, 

Of  the  universal  free. 

Chorus: 

When  man  no  more  shall  be  bound  by  man, 
And  the  strong  shall  help  the  weak, 

Not  misunderstood  in  a  righteous  plan, 
Nor  stamped  as  a  Saxon  freak. 

Chorus: 

Then  hoist  the  flag  of  our  fatherland! 

'Tis  the  fairest  one  that  floats, 
While  her  praise  resounds  from  strand  to  strand 

From  seventy  million  throats. 

Chorus: 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  MANILA. 

FREDERICK   W.    P1TTMAN. 
(Ared  11  Years.) 

Dewey  sailed  off  to  Manila 

With  our  brave  Yankee  tare  ait  the  tiller, 

The  Spaniards  to  meet, 

And  capture  their  fleet, 

And  he  meant  to  make  it  a  killer. 

When  he  arrived  at  the  entrance 

He  said:  "Now  has  come  my  'Maine  chance/  " 

So  he  sailed  with  contempt 

For  the  mines  that  were  meant 

To  act  against  his  ships  as  a  hindrance. 

He  sailed  Incognito  that  night 

So  as  to  arrive  at  daylight 

To  astonish  the  Dons 

With  the  sound  of  his  bombs 

And  put  the  proud  Spaniards  to  flight 

His  coming  was  quite  unexpected, 
And  the  Dons,  of  course,  objected, 
When  they  awoke  in  surprise, 
After  rubbing  their  eyes, 
And  saw  that  they  were  elected. 

Dewey  opened  at  once  the  battle; 

Such  a  din  and  noise  and  rattle 

Never  was  heard. 

It  seemed  quite  absurd 

To  see  the  Dons  skipping  like  cattle. 

After  fighting  two  hours,  our  men 

Were  ordered  ito  fall  back,  and  then 

To  get  a  late  breakfast, 

That  they  might  be  steadfast 

To  make  the  Dons  "  'member  the  Maine." 

Dewey  signaled  again  to  <£he  fray, 

And  then  the  Spaniards  were  taught  that  day 

That  the  Yankees  were  right 

In  that  memorable  fight 

With  their  ships  in  Manila  bay. 
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MARCHING  THROUGH  CUBA. 

P.  P.  PBARCE. 

Brine  the  good  old  bugle,  boys,  we'll  sing  another  song; 
We'll  sing  it  for  Dewey,  three  hundred  thousand  strong; 
Sing  it  with  a  spirit  that  will  cheer  the  world  along, 
While  we  are  marching  through  Cuba. 

Chorus: 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  The  victory  is  Dewey's, 
Hurrah!  Hurrah!  our  voices  we  will  raise, 
And  we'll  sing  the  chorus  till  all  his  work  shall  praise, 
While  we  are  marching  through  Cuba. 

How  the  Spanish  vessels  were  sank  upon  the  deep; 
For  Dewey  wiped  them  out  with  a  mighty  sweep, 
And  the  little  islands  he  will  safely  keep, 
While  we  are  marching  through  Cuba. 

With  the  Spanish  fleet  our  vessels  did  engage; 
And  the  Dons  did  fight  till  their  hearts  were  filled  with  rage, 
But  Dewey's  name  shall  rest  on  history's  brightest  page, 
While  we  are  marching  through  Cuba. 

Now  "Old  Glory"  floats    from  Manila's  highest  dome, 
And  upon  the  good  old  flag  many  a  wandering  eye  doth  roam, 
Still  she  flutters  In  4he  breeze  wafting  gentle  tidings  'home, 
While  we  are  marching  through  Cuba. 


THE  MOTHER  OF  "OLD  GLORY. 

SUSAN   TEALL,    PERRY. 

When  you  sing  of  "The  Star-Spangled  Banner," 

Of  our  colors,  "The  Red,  White  and  Blue," 
And  you  "Rally  around  the  old  flag,  boys," 

To  honor  our  heroes  so  true, 
Don't  forget  to  give  three  hearty  cheers,  boys, 

And  lift  off  your  hats  for  a  toss, 
In  high  honor  of  "Old  Glory's"  mother* — 

Colonial  dame,  Betsey  Ross. 

'Twas  her  fingers  so  deft  and  so  clever 
That  General  Washington  sought, 

When  he  wanted  the  first  flag  of  freedom 
By  the  best  of  needle-skill  wrought. 
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Come  forth,  brave  men,  who  courage  drew 
From  mother's  breasts,  steadfast  and  true; 
Oome  leave  awhile  your  household  joy, 
With  heart  and  soul  your  strength  employ 
To  gain  for  brothers  In  sad  plight 
Dear,  peaceful  home,  the  freeman's  right. 
Hurrah,  young  sons,  in  warlike  days, 
Swell  out  the  shouts  your  fathers  raise, 
And  patriot's'  daughters,  with  bright  eyes, 
In  tuneful  songs  prolong  the  cries. 

Shall  fellow  men  claim  to  be  just, 
And  trample  Cuba  in  the  dust; 
Let  sordid  souls,  with  coward's  plan, 
To  flout  and  slave  their  fellow  man, 
Back!  selfish  ones,  to  tawdry  rout, 
Let  freemen  true,  pure  freedom  shout. 
Comrades,  march  on,  the  bound  to  free. 
Who  cry  for  light  and  liberty. 

Great  God!  to  thee  we  look  with  trust, 

By  thy  command,  the  cause  is  just, 

Our  floating  banners  are  unfurled 

For  right  and  peace  throughout  the  world. 

For  life  for  them  condemned  to  die, 

And  now  Nebraska's  battle  cry 

Shall  strengthen  men  to  bravely  stand 

Till  freedom's  flag  waves  o'er  their  land. 


POOR   WEYLER. 

JEANIE    PEET. 


Poor  Weyler!    Him  I  pity  more 
Than  those  dark  youths  he  sent  to  death: 
The  scornful  boys  who,  looking  back, 
Cried  "Cuba"  with  their  latest  breath. 
Think  what  a  curse  to  be  so  made! 
With  no  escape  from  nature's  law; 
His  own  dread  self  by  self  betrayed 
To  infamy:  who  never  saw 
Life,  save  through  that  fiend's  eye, 
O'er  that  great  devil's  Jaw. 
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If  once  our  land  with  strife  was  riven, 
'Tie  now  forgotten  and  forgiven; 
God  punish  him  who  still  would  strive 
A  buried  (hatred  to  revive! 

A  southern  boy  'twas  first  who  bled 
To  dye  our  flag  a  brighter  red; 
Brave  Ensign  Bagley's  blood,  for  aye, 
Has  washed  all  bitterness  away. 

Henceforth  beneath  our  banner  blest, 
Shall  be  no  south,  north,  east  or  west; 
A  mighity  brotherhood  we  stand; 
No  power  on  earth  shall  shake  our  land! 


HAVANA. 

ULYSSES    R.    PERRINE. 

Open  thy  gates,  0  city — 

City  where  darkness  holds  sway — 
Banish  the  evil  for  goodness, 

Banish  the  night  for  the  day. 
Look  to  the  stars  that  shine  o'er  thee — 

Watdhing  since  earliest  youth — 
List  to  the  sea  that  surrounds  thee, 

Murmuring  of  goodness  and  truth; 
Beauty  bedecks  the  rich  valley, 

The  hill  and  the  mountain  and  plain, 
There  is  only  one  blot  in  the  landscape — 

The  yellow-hued  banner  of  Spain. 

Open  thy  gates,  0  city, 

Why,  in  this  present  time, 
Should  we  let  a  ribald  Pizarro 

Reek  and  revel  with  crime? 
Here  is  this  isle,  like  the  Inca, 

Has  given  her  golden  gain 
To  garnish  the  halls  of  the  despot, 

To  build  up  the  Kingdom  of  Spain. 
And  then,  when  she  chafed  in  her  thralldom, 

It  wakened  his  'vengeful  ire, 
And  lo!  in  the  deadly  trodha 

Is  kindled  her  funeral  pyre! 
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Open  thy  gates,  O  oity, 

Spike  the  guns  that  watch  o'er  the  bay; 
Love  and  Peace  stand  ready  to  enter 

When  Error  is  driven  away, 
And  Progress  shall  give  her  rich  blessing 

In  place  of  the  thorn  shall  bloom  flowers, 
And  thy  isle  shall  laugh  like  the  droughtland 

When  bathed  in  life-giving  showers! 
Then,  open  thy  gates,  O  city, 

Fling  out  the  new  flag  of  the  free, 
And  call  to  the  feast  the  great  nations, 

Beautiful  city  to  thee! 


COMPANY  B. 

W.  B.   PACK. 

What  means  this  throng  of  anxious  hearts, 
When  from  their  loved  ones  they  must  part? 
No  thought  so  sad  for  mothers  dear, 
From  her  sad  eyes  comes  forth  a  tear; 
We  never  knew  till  Company  B 
Made  the  start  out  to  the  sea; 
Then  mothers,  brothers,  lovers  fond 
Would  cheer  them  on  and  on. 

No  such  a  throng  was  ever  seen 
And  to  their  loved  ones  they  did  cling, 
With  honest  heart  and  mind  so  true 
Onward  marched  the  boys  in  blue. 
"Good-bye,  mother  and  sister  dear," — 
You  could  hear  this  cry  above  the  cheer, 
And  loved  one  now  I  will  say  to  you 
"I  will  ever  be  thus  fond  and  true." 

To  part  from  them  it's  sad  to  think 

But  those  poor  souls  on  the  Maine  did  sink, 

And  now  may  our  brave  Company  B 

Drive  the  Spanish  into  the  sea. 

Come,  mothers,  now  weep  no  more, 

But  think  of  those  that  are  gone  before; 

Turn  pages  back  to  sixty-one, 

When  freedom  from  the  south  we  won. 
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There's  lots  of  us  would  gladly  go 
If  things  could  be  arranged  just  so; 
But  heart  and  hand  we  gave  to  those 
And  that  the  boys,  I  am  sure  all  know, 
And  we  would  join  them  hand  in  hand 
And  go  with  them  to  Cuban's  land; 
I  am  so  glad  the  boys  all  thought 
Friends  at  home  would  forget  them  not. 

I  am  so  glad  I  chanced  to  meet 
And  one  and  all  I  did  greet; 
They  seem  to  be  one  and  all 
Waiting  for  the  bugle  call; 
My  heart  was  sad — I  could  but  cry 
When  I  said  to  Company  B,  good-bye; 
I  sang  to  them  a  parting  song. 
And  hope  to  see  them  all  'ere  long. 


IN  EVERLASTING  REMEMBRANCE. 

JANE  L.  PATTERSON. 

Do  I  crave  blue  skies  for  my  loved,  my  own, 
Who  under  the  lilacs  sweetly  sleep, 

And  the  sand-heaped  graves  of  the  dear  unknown 
Where  the  palm  and  jasmine  bend  and  creep? 

Boys  they  were  in  the  time  gone  by, 

Safely  sheltered  and   wisely  led, 
Learning  the  lessons  deep  and  high, 

How  the  patriots'  laurel  roots  are  fed. 

Boys  they  were  when  the  bugle  blew, 
And  to  danger's  front  they  marched  away, 

Hen  when  the  hissing  bullets  flew, 
Brave  to  battle  for  Liberty. 

Do  I  crave  blue  skies  or  the  dripping  rain 
For  the  graves  so  dear,  as  the  veterans  go 

Bearing  flowers  in  their  bannered  train, 
Spoken  praises  and  music  low? 

Rain,  O  rain  from  the  pitying  skies! 

Kind  heaven  weep,  for  our  lids  are  dry! 
Empty  wells  are  our  fading  eyes. 

Fountains  of  tears  in  the  time  gone  by. 
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SIXTH'S  RECEPTION  AT  BALTIMORE. 

F.   HELEN  PARKER. 

O'er  their  heads  the  banners  waving, 

Those  who  will  not  know  defeat, 
As  proudly  yet  with  eager  stride 

They  march  along  the  street 
The  captains  shout  aloud,  "Port  arms!" 

Each  man  the  order  takes, 
While  in  his  face  the  triumph 

Of  a  victory  there  awaits. 

A  cheer!  a  shout!  the  colors  dip, 

The  hats  are  waved  in  air; 
What  regiment  is  this,  that  now 

The  uniform  doth  wear? 
The  handkerchiefs  are  flying, 

The  cheers  are  repeated  o'er, 
For  now  the  brave  Sixth  Regiment 

Are  received  at  Baltimore. 

Why,  boys,  look  back  at    sixty-one. 

And  see  the  difference;  then 
Tour  regiment  was  fired  upon 

By  cold,  rebellious  men. 
But  may  you  all  return,  so  that 

At  some  not  far  off  date 
You  all  may  march  through  Baltimore, 

As  you  did  in  ninety-eight. 

Let  victory  be  your  motto 

And  courage  by  you  stand; 
Then  triumph,   bright  and  glorious, 

Will  be  throughout  the  land. 
Remember  what  your  fathers  did — 

They  fought  for  the  flag  we  love, 
And  now  the  wreaths  of  laurel 

Rest  on  their  brows  above. 

It  is  not  alone  for  honor, 
Neither  for  a  general's  fame, 

For  what  can  e'er  surpass 
A  noble  hero's  name? 

Then  here's  to  the  noble  Sixth, 
In  ninety-eight  and  in  sixty-one, 

Face  the  perils  as  your  fathers  did — 
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ROOSEVELT'S  ROUGH  RIDERS. 

IMOGENE    POPE. 

Where  the  Western  plains  unroll  their  green 
Till  the  mountains'  frowning  shadows  lean, 

From  snow-crowned,  rock-ribbed  paaks, 
Comes  the  rapid  tramp  of  bronchos  spurred 
By  their  eager  riders  who  have  heard, 

What  war  in  thunder  speaks. 

On  each  saddle  horn  hangs  lariat  coil, 
Jingling  spurs  and  reins  add  their  turmoil 

Unto  the  cavalcade. 
Under  wide  felt  hats  the  dark  eyes  burn, 
Reckless  faces  grow  a  shade  more  stern, 

But  never  grow  afraid. 

For  the  Stars  and  Stripes  they'll  shed  their  blood, 
Till  the  conflict  spends  its  crimson  flood, 

And  glory  in  the  deed. 
Spanish  hearts  must  quail  when  on  the  field. 
Swift  and  bold,  they  charge  and  never  yield 

Until  their  foes  stampede. 

Well  their  leader  knows  their  wild,  free  life, 
With  its  dash  and  fearless  reck  of  strife; 

He  knows  them  at  their  best 
They  will  dare  the  worst  while  life  holds  fast, 
At  the  front  be  first  and  leave  it  last, 

These  riders  from  the  West 


MARCHING  TO   CUBA. 

DAVID  DUDLEY  PARKER. 

Marching  on  to  Cuba  now,  McKinley  for  our  guide, 
May  there  be  no  faltering,  each  man  march  side  by  side, 
Cheer  the  sons  of  Uncle  Sam,  our  nation's  joy  and  pride, 
As  they  go  marching  to  Cuba. 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  we  sound  the  reville! 
Hurrah!  Hurrah!   we'll  rally  to  the  sea; 
Cheer  the  sons  of  Uncle  Sam,  victorious  may  they  be, 
As  they  go  marching  to  Cuba. 
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Cubans,  drop  your  cigarettes  and  fight  with  might  and  main, 
Until  every  foe  we  beat,  we  do  not  fight  in  vain. 
God  win  those  who  help  themselves,  never  yield  to  Spain. 
As  they  go  marching  to  Cuba. 

Right  will  always  win  the  day  to  all  eternity; 
God  save  our  Union  now  we  pray,  give  us  unity. 
'Tie  said  death  loves  a  shining  mark,  may  he  lose  his  prey, 
As  they  go  marching  to  Cuba. 

As  they  fight  we  stay-at-homes  will  pray  for  their  success; 
We  will  pray  that  they  shall  win  victory,  nothing  less. 
Death  to  tyrants  now  who  do  their  fellowmen  oppress, 
As  they  go  marching  to  Cuba. 

May  God  bless  our  Uncle  Sam  and  all  his  valiant  sons, 
As  they  whip  the  Spanish  host  who  torture  helpless  ones; 
'Till  victory  we  gain  each  man  stand  by  his  guns, 
As  they  go  marching  to  Cuba. 


MAECHING  THKOUGH  CUBA. 

WILLIAM  PARKER. 

McKinley's  call  for  volunteers  is  heard  throughout  the  land, 
From  North,  and  South,  from  East,  and  West,  we  come  a  loyal  b»&d; 
And  underneath  the  Starry  Flag  we'll  win  a  victory  grand 
As  we  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

Chorus: 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  we  bring  the  jubilee 

Our  watchcry  now,  is  Cuban  liberty — 

So  we'll  sing  the  chorus  from  Havana  to  the  sea. 

As  we  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

With  Shafter,  Miles  and  Fltzhugh  Lee,  to  lead  us  in  the  fray, 
We'll  meet  the  foe  foe  on  Cuban  soil,  and  surely  win  the  day, 
And  over  all  victorious  the  Starry  Flag  we'll  sway — 
As  we  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

A  clarion  note  has  sounded  that  will  never  call  retreat 
Till  Spanish  hosts  on  Cuban  soil  will  meet  with  sad  defeat, 
And  the  banner  of  Free  Cuba  everywhere  our  eyes  shall  greet 
As  we  go  inarching  through  Cuba. 
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THE  DKAGON  OF  THE  SEA. 

THOMAS  NELSON  PAGE. 

They  say  the  Spanish  ships  are  out 

To  eeize  the  Spanish  Main; 
Reach  down  the  volume,  boy,  and  read 

The  story  o'er  again. 

How  when  the  Spaniard  had  the  might, 

He  drenched  the  earth,  like  rain, 
With  human  blood,  and  made  It  death 

To  sail  the  Spanish  Main. 

With  torch  and  steel,  with  stake  and  rack, 

He  trampled  out  all  truce, 
Until  Queen  Bess  her  leaches  slipt, 

And  let  her  sea  dogs  loose. 

God!  how  they  sprang!  And  how  they  tore! 

The  Grenvilles,  Hawkins,  Drake! 
Remember,  boy,  they  were  your  sires! 

They  made  the  Spaniards  quake. 

They  sprang,  like  lions,  for  their  prey,  * 

Straight  for  the  throat,  amain! 
By  twos,  by  scores,  where'er  they  caught 

They  fought  the  ships  of  Spain. 

When  Spain  in  dark  ULloa's  bay, 

Broke  double  plighted  faith, 
Bold  Hawkins  fought  his  way  through  fire 

For  great  Elizabeth. 

A  bitter  malt  Spain  brewed  that  day! 

She  drained  it  to  the  lees; 
Her  faithless  guns  that  morn  awoke 

The  Dragon  of  the  Seas. 

From  sea  to  sea  he  ravaged  far, 

A  scourge  with  flaming  breath — 
Where'er  the  Spaniard  sailed  his  ships, 

Sailed  Francis  Drake  and  Death. 

No  port  was  safe  against  his  ire, 

Secure  no  furthest  shore; 
The  fairest  day  oft  sank  in  fire 

Before  the  Dragon's  roar. 
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He  made  th'  Atlantic  surges  red 

Round  every  Spanish  keel; 
Piled  Spanish  decks  with  Spanish  dead, 

The  noblest  of  Castile. 

From  Del  Fuego's  beetling  coast 

To  sleepy  Hebrides, 
He  hounded  down  the  Spanish  host, 

And  swept  the  flaming  seas. 

He  fought  till  on  Spain's  inmost  lakes 

Mid  orange  bowers  set, 
La  Mancha's  daughters  feared  to  sail 

Lest  they  the  Dragon  met. 

King  Philip,  of  Ms  raven  reft, 

As  forfeit  claimed  his  head; 
The  great  queen  laughed  bis  wrath  to  scorn, 

And  knighted  Drake  instead. 

And  gave  him  ships  and  sent  him  forth 

To  clear  the  Spanish  Main 
For  England  and  for  England's  brood, 

And  sink  the  fleets  of  Spain. 

And  (well  he  wrought  his  mighty  work, 

Jill  on  that  fatal  day. 
He  met  his  only  conqueror, 

In  Nombre  Dice  bay. 

There,  in  his  shotted   hammock  swung, 

Amid  the  surges'  sweep, 
He  waits  the  lookout's  signal 

Across  the  quiet  deep. 

And  dreams  of  dark  Ulloa's  bay 

And  Spanish  treachery; 
And  how  he  tracked  Magellan  far 

Across  the  unknown  sea. 

But  if  Spain  fires  a  single  shot 

Upon  tine  Spanish  Main, 
She'll  come  to  deem  the  Dragon  dead 

Has  waked  to  life  again. 


Spanish-American   War  Songs.  733 

WHEN  THE  POST  BAND  PLAYS. 

RICHARD  STILLMAN  POWELL.. 

Oh,  the  aun  Is  on  the  river,  and  the  sky  is  gold  and  red, 
And  the  moon  its  light  is  gaining  in  the  azure  overhead; 
And  the  band  is  playln'  sweetly  as  Old  Glory  flutters  down, 
And  there's  pretty  girls  amany  from  the  quarters  and  the  town. 
Oh,  the  sunset  gun  Is  boomin',  and  the  echo  rumbles  till 
In  the  dim  and  purple  distance  it  is  lost  behind  the  hill; 
And  it's  just  a  pipe  till  suppertime,  so  fill  and  make  your  blaze; 
Say,  who  wouldn't  be  a  soldier  when  the  Post  Band  plays? 

Oh,  there's  hurry  and  there's  bustle,  and  there's  forty  head  of  mules 
To  be  loaded  in  the  darkness  while  the  steaming  coffee  cools; 
And  the  caissons  are  bulky,  and  the  gangplank's  blasted  steep — 
And  there  isn't  any  wonder  when  a  bloke  is  half  asleep. 
Oh,  there's  orders  to  go  somewhere,  and  to  go  there  mighty  quick; 
And  it's  nothing  to  the  orders  that  the  horses  rear  and  kick, 
That  the  stock-car  doors  won't  open,  that  the  sergeant's  in  a  date; 
Say,  who  wouldn't  be  a  soldier  when  the  Post  Band  plays? 

Oh,  the  women  they're  aweepln',  same  as  women  always  do, 
And  there's  hearts  afeelin'  heavy  underneath  the  army  blue; 
And  there's  shoutin'  and  there's  cursin',  and  the  bells  aringlng  loud, 
And  there's  kisses  from  the  mothers  and  the  sweethearts  in  the  crowd. 
Oh,  the  darned  old  band  is  tootin'  and  the  life's  ashrlllin'  high, 
And  "The  Girl  I  Left  Behind  Me"  makes  a  feller  blink  his  eye, 
For  we'll  not  be  back,  my  dearies,  to  you  all  for  many  days, 
And  some  will  be  amissln'  when  the  Post  Band  plays. 


"MARCHING    ON." 

INEZ  C.    PARKER. 

We  have  seen  the  haughty  tyrant  desolate  and  island  fair, 
We  have  heard  the  cries  of  thousands  his  injustice  would  not  spare, 
And  in  pity,  listening,  we  have  heard,  in  Cuba's  wail,  a  pray'er, 
And  now  we're  marching  on. 

We've  heard,  the  waves'  requiem,  ohanted  o'er  our  honor  dead. 
We've  seen  the  crimson  stain  were  hapless  victim's  blood  was  shed, 
And  across  the  moaning  billows,  heard  an  awful  cry  for  bread, 
And  now  we're  marching  on. 
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Hark,  war's  dreadful  echoes  now  resound  o'er  land  and  sea, 
And  the  mighty  cannon  thunders  that  a  better  day  snail  be, 
For  In  clouds  of  battle-smoke  'tis  written,  "Cuba  shall  be  free," 
As  we  go  marching  on. 

The  East,  the  West,  the  North,  the  South,  ail  firm,  United  stand, 
As  one  avenging  brotherhood  to  smite  the  treach'rous  band. 
And  to  rend  the  chains  that  cumber  now,  a  nobly  struggling  land, 
We  now  are  marching  on. 

Dangers  wait  beyond  the  billows  aye  we  know  'lis  true, 

Still  does  duty  say  "Go  forward,"  for  the  right  to  dare  and  do, 

And  tho'  muffled  drums  will  beat  there'll  sound  the  paean  of  victory  too, 

As  we  go  marching  on. 

In  the  righteous  cause  of  justice  in  the  mem'ry  of  the  Maine. 
We're  coming  from  the  mountain  from  the  valley  and  the  plain. 
May  the  Lord  of  Hosts  be  with  us  through  the  sunshine  and  the  *ain. 
As  we  go  marching  on. 


MY  SOLDIER  BOY. 

ALBERT    BIGELOW    PAINE. 

My  bonnie  boy  went  off  to  war, 
The  days  since  then  are  dreary. 

And  every  hour  I  hunger  for 
A  letter  from  my  dearie. 

He  marched  away  with  merry  laugh, 

And  colors  flying  gayly. 
He  left  me  but  his  photograph — 

I  gaze  upon  it  daily. 

Where'er  my  soldier  boy  may  go 
The  ties  of  love  will  bind  hfan, 

And  bring  him  back*  at  last,  I  know, 
To  -the  girl  he  left  behind  him. 


THE  NOBLE   MAINE. 

W.  T.  QUARTLY. 

It  was  a  calm,  bright  morn 

On  a  winter  day, 
When  from  our  American  shores 
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The  good  ship  sailed  away. 
Each  thought  was  gay,  each  heart  was  light, 
As  those  far-away  homes  were  lost  to  sight 

We  are  proud,  said  brave  Slgsbee, 

Of  the  grand  old  Maine. 
We  are  proud  of  her  gallant  crew; 

For  there  is  not  a  man  that  would  fail  to  stand 
And  prove  to  our  country  true, 

Tho'  her  decks  with  their  blood  might  be  stained. 
So  with  sails  all  set,  away  they  sped, 

Away  to  the  southern  seas; 
While  our  good  old  flag  of  the  stars  and  stripes 

Bloated  grandly  to  the  breeze. 
And  we  are  glad,  the  brave  boys  said, 

That  we  belong  to  the  land  of  the  free. 

They  drew  near  the  warm  shores  of  Cuba; 

They  steered  for  Havana  bay, 
And  anchored  in  the  harbor, 

At  the  closing  of  the  day. 
Then  they  thought  of  the  loved  ones  left  behind; 

They  thought  of  the  tear  and  the  sigh; 
They  thought  of  the  lips  that  had  pressed  a  kiss; 

They  thought  of  the  last  good  bye. 

As  the  twinkling  stars  in  the  gloomy  night 

Peeped  out  from  behind  the  cloud; 
In  its  silvery  orb  of  radiant  light, 

Might  well  of  that  crew  be  proud. 
The  water  was  calm  and  quiet — 

Not  a  ripple  upon  the  wave; 
And  little  cared  the  boys  for  the  Spanish  riot, 

That  plotted  their  watery  grave. 

A  part  had  to  their  bunks  retire^, 

A  part  on  duty  left. 
And  some  were  doing  as  they  desired, 

And  all  was  still  as  death. 
But  hark!  hark  to  the  crash  and  the  thundered  roar, 

As  the  explosion  echoes  from  shore  to  shore. 
All  hands  on  board,  the  captain  cried. 

And  the  officers  rushed  to  their  master's  side. 

Lower  the  boats!  lower  the  boats  in  haste,  said  he; 
Our  ship  is  sinking  fast,  I  see. 


788  Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

TO  SPAIN. 

ROBERT  CAMERON  ROGERS. 

We  are  not  a  warlike  nation;  here  of  old  our  fathers  settled, 
Seeking  scope  for  their  opinions  in  the  loghouse  and  the  hut; 

Seeking  elbow-room  and  freedom,  sober  men  and  quiet-mettled. 
Almost  too  religious,  maybe,  peaceful-minded  people,  but — 

Since  they  wished  to  farm  the  meadows,  wished  to  go  to  church  on 
Sunday,  • 

And  the  redskin  would  annoy  them  with  his  lust  for  human  hair; 
From  far  Georgia  to  the  South 'ard,  to  the  misty  shore  of  Fundy, 

Flint-locks  kept  the  plow  a-going,  bullets  helped  to  speed  the  prayer. 

We  are  not  a  warlike  nation;  though  the  blood  we  brought  was  ruddy, 
We  preferred  its  cherry  runnels  in  the  veins  kept  tightly  shut 

We  had  thews  for  farm  or  fishnet;  we  had  brains  to  scheme  and  study, 
Brawn  and  brain  for  peace  and  quiet — that  was  all  we  wanted— but 

Ask  the  fields  of  sleepy  Concord,  ask  old  wrecked  Ticonderoga 
Of  the  cost  of  unjust  taxes  and  the  old  bottles  for  new  wine! 

Something  more  than  glass  was  broken  on  the  heights  of  Saratoga, 
And  the  tax  was  paid  at  Yorktown  by  the  stiff  old  buff-blue  line. 

We  are  not  a  warlike  nation;  patterned,  rather,  for  keen  trading; 

Some  will  say  the  style  is  English,  that  from  them  we  get  the  cut; 
East  and  west  our  ships  went  speeding,  decks  awash  from  heavy  lading 

Bowsprits  poked  in  every  harbor,  never  seeking  Quarrels — but, 

When  our  rich  Levant  trade  came,  and  Tripoli  claimed  tribute  from  it, 
Tribute  paid  by  other  navies  trading  down  the  midland  sea; 

We,  the  least  and  last  of  nations,  blew  her  gunboats  to  Mahomet, 
Blew  the  faithful  to  their  houris,  made  the  straits  forever  free. 

We  are  not  a  warlike  nation ;  we  had  States  to  form  and  settle, 
We  had  stuffs  to  manufacture,  till  our  markets  felt  the  glut — 

We  were  busy  getting  headway,  busy  panning  out  the  metal 
From  the  human  dust  that  reached  us  from  the~01d  World  digging— but 

We  could  slow  up  for  a  moment,  just  to  show  our  elder  brother 
That  the  bird  we  put  our  faith  in  was  not  stuffed  upon  his  perch; 

And  we  told  him  through  the  cannon,  in  the  sea  fights'  reek  and  smother— 
We  had  searched  the  Scripture  duly,  but  had  found  no  "right  to  search/"1' 

We  are  not  a  warlike  nation;  peace  sometimes  keeps  men's  souls  sleeping"" 
Some  of  us  still  sought  our  harvests  in  the  old  barbaric  rat 
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"The  oath  'Joe'  ©wore  has  done  the  work  of  thrice  a  score  of  years- 
Ay,  more  than  oath—fee  swore  away  mistrust  and  hate  and  tears!" 

"Yes,  yes/'  says  "Phil,"  "he  was,  indeed,  a  right  good  worthy  foe, 
And  well  he  knew,  in  those  fierce  days,  to  give  us  blow  for  blow. 

"Wben  'Joe'  came  round  to  pay  a  call— the  Commissaries  said — 
Full  many  a  swearing,  grumbling  'Yank'  went  supperless  to  bed; 


"He  seemed  to  have  a  pesky  knack— so  Sherman  used 'to  say— 
Of  calling,  when  he  should  by  rights  be  ninety  miles  away! 

"Come,  Stonewall,  put  your  hand  in  mine— 'Joe V  sworn  old  Samuel's  oath- 
We're  never  North  or  South  again— he  kissed  the  Book  for  both!" 


CUBA'S  CLARION  CRY. 

HDNiRY  KALJjOCH  ROWE. 

Arise,  proud  sons  of  liberty! 
The  tocsin  sound  from  sea  to  sea; 

For  freighted  breezes  blow 
From  pilgrim  graves  on  eastern  strand 
To  fair  Pacific's  sunny  land 

The  cry  of  Cuba's  woe. 

The  smoke  of  homes  in  ashes  laid. 
The  gloom  of  souls  and  lives  betrayed, 

Have  shrouded  that  fair  sky; 
(With  bleeding  hearts  and  anguished  tears, 
They  beg  our  heritage  of  years 

With  long  and  bitter  cry. 

Shall  we,  in  cold  unfeeling  mood, 
Denying  human  brotherhood, 

Keep  freedom's  banner  furled?    • 
Ah,  no!   Fling  out  those  folds  of  light, 
Proclaim  the  victory  of  right 

And  justice  to  the  world. 

Then,  loved  and  honored  native  land — 
Firm  as  the  rock-ribbed  mountains  stand 

Shall  rest  our  faith  in  thee; 
And  glad  shall  sound,  from  ages  past, 
As  years  roll  on  while  time  shall  last, 

Thy  fame  from  sea  to  sea. 
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SETH  RODGERS'  PATRIOTIC  SONG. 

SETH  C.  RODGERS. 

Now  that  war's  declared  we  will  surely  win  the  day, 
We're  a  united  nation  now,  the  Blue  and  the  Gray, 
We're  a  united  Nation  and  we're  ready  for  the  fray, 
Shout  for  the  freedom  of  Cuba. 

Hurrah,  lurrah,  we'll  sing  the  jubilee, 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  for  Cuba  must  be  free, 

Uncle  Sam  has  sent  the  tidings  o'er  the  land  and  the  sea, 

Shout  for  the  freedom  of  Cuba. 

We  will  have  restitution  for  destruction  of  the  Maine, 
And  for  those  gallant  sailors  so  mercilessly  slain, 
We'll  have  restitution  from  that  treacherous  nation  Spain, 
Shout  for  the  freedom  of  Cuba. 

Chorus— Hurrah,  hurrah,  etc. 

We'll  show  those  haughty  Dons  that  they  can't  do  as  they  please, 
Uncle  Sam  has  given  warning  fair  Cuba  they  must  leave, 
He  has  given  timely  warning  and  there  wiH  be  no  reprieve, 
Shout  for  the  freedom  of  Cuba. 

Chorus — Hurrah,  hurrah,  etc. 

We  have  shown  the  world  that  we  have  a  hero  on  the  sea, 
Fighting  neath  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  that  the  emblem  of  the  free 
'And  the  name  of  Dewey  adds  to  Uncle  Sam's  navy, 
Shout  for  the  freedom  of  Cuba. 

« 

Chorus — Hurrah,  hurrah,  etc. 


CUBA. 

MELVILLE  ROMIG. 


Cuba  is  an  island  I  think  will  have  war  with  Spain. 
United  States  will  help  her  because  they  blew  up  the  Maine. 
The  poor  starving  Cubans  I  hope  they'll  all  be  free, 
And  if  <ttiey  have  war  with  Spain,  theyUl  win  the  victory. 

Spain  is  a  nation, 

A  cruel  nation,  too; 

She'll  get  what  she  fa  looking  for 

Before  she  gets  through. 
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Our  password  on  the  pterin;  Avenge  the  gallant  Mai 

Two  hundred  sailors  Spain  did  slaughter 

On  Havana's  muddy  water; 

The  cowardly  wretches  gave  no  quarter 

To  our  noble  tars. 

Revenge  is  sweet  when  on  a  tyrant, 

Our  glorious  sailors,  young  and  buoyant, 

In  peace  after  a  day's  enjoyment, 

Retiring  for  to  rest 

Oh,  Heavens!  what  a  noise,  re-echoed  from  the  sk 

Cruel  hand;  some  day  you'll  perish 

Near  the  graves  of  them  we  cherish; 

The  deeds  you've  done  are  surely  hellish; 

Death  to  treacherous  Spain! 


INVOCATION. 

MARY  LOUISE  RYAN. 


From  the  depths  where  hate  threw  us,  0  country  that  knew  us, 
We  call  you,  who  sent  us,  whose  proud  decks  we  trod, 
For  the  dear  land  we  cherished,  our  bodies  have  perished — 
Our  souls  are  with  God. 

On  that  eve  when  life  failed  us,  no  thought  had  assailed  us 
Of  danger  or  death — in  one  instant  the  blow — 
Through  the  black  water  swirling,  ship  and  sailors  went  whirll 
To  darkness  below. 

Up,  brothers!  Awaken!   Let  us  not  be  forsaken, 
Nor  our  memory  pass  as  the  midsummer  showers, 
In  our  cause  be  ye  heroes — down,  down  with  the  Neros! 
Their  fate  be  as  ours! 

Fair  ship,  sunk  and  shattered;  brave  men,  bruised  and  battered, 
The  few  with  life  left  them,  shall  they  plead  in  vain? 
Shall  a  base  foe  deride  us?  No!  Let  this  cry  guide  us— 
Ifemember  the  Maine! 

Then  In  days  long  hereafter,  when  hushed  is  the  laughter 
Of  children  at  eve,  this  shall  be  their  refrain, 
"Gome,  tell  us  the  story  of  those  who  in  glory 
Went  down  on  the  Maine." 
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'Tis  the  losing  of  men  far  too  great  to  be  taken, 
'Tis  the  making  and  gaining  of  more  than  are  lost; 

'Tia  the  cause  of  full  many  a  heart  that  is  shaken, 
And  the  pride  of  more  hearts  than  have  ever  been  crossed. 

Oh,  .wonderful  land  of  the  States  linked  together, 

So  happily  married,  from  ocean  to  glen, 
So  strong  In  the  frown  of  the  stormiest  weather, 

•Because  of  the  strength  of  your  women  and  men. 

Let  me  ever  abide  in  your  palaces  regal, 
Where  all  have  their  kingdoms  of  freedom  and  might, 

As  they  rest  on  .the  breast  of  the  bountiful  eagle, 
To  worship  the  vision  of  honor  and  right! 


BUT  THEY  DON'T  SAY  IT  NOW. 

JAMBS   ROWS. 

Just  before  our  gallant  Dewey 

Entered  far  Manila  Bay, 
If  we  spoke  about  our  navy 

In  a  pralseful  kind  of  way, 
Fightin'  cranks  across  the  water 

Used  to  toss  their  heads  and  say: 
"Why,  you  haven't  any  navy. 

Spain  will  lick  you  in  a  day." 

But  they  never  say  it  now; 

Oh,  they  never  say  it  now; 

Schley  an*  Dewey  showed  them  somethin', 

An'  they're  talkin'  different  now. 

Just  before  our  gallant  soldiers 

Showed  the  Dons  what  they  could  do, 
Over  there  near  Santiago, 

If  we  praised  our  boys  in  blue, 
Those  galoots  across  the  ocean 

Used  to  toss  pates  an'  say: 
"Why,  they're  but  a  lot  of  greenhorns; 

They'll  be  licked  in  half  a  day!" 

But  they  never  say  it  now; 
Oh,  they  never  say  it  now; 
Shafter  an'  his  heroes  fooled  'em, 
An'  they're  talkin'  different  now. 
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HOBSON  OF  ALABAMA. 

JOHN  CLARK  RIDPATH. 

This  Hobson  of  ours!  God  bless  the  man 
For  the  darlngest  young  American 
That  ever  was  seen  on  sea  or  land! 
(The  Admiral  has  a  job  on  hand, 
To  scuttle  a  ship  or  loaded  boat 
In  Santiago  de  Cuba's  throat; 
t  And  this  will  demand  a  dozen  men, 

J  Or  it  may  be  six  or  it  may  be  ten, 

>  Seeking  no  prizes  and  knowing  no  fear.) 

j  "Now  who,"  said  our  Sampson,  "will  volunteer?" 

And  more  than  a  hundred,  ready  to  die, 
Spring  eagerly  forward,  shouting  "I,"— 
This  HobBon  of  Alabama. 

■ 

Naval  constructor?    Now  who  is  he? 
Never  heard  of  the  youth  before! 
Under-lieu tenant?    (The  man,  I  see, 
Isn't  twenty-eight  by  a  month  and  more.) 
But  his  lips  are  set,  and  the  Admiral  saw 
No  quiver  about  the  under  jaw 
Of  Hobson  of  Alabama. 


u 


Take  that  old  sea-tramp,  the  Merrimac, 
And  sink  her  deep  in  Cervera's  track, 
Crosswise  in  the  channel — wish  you  well — 
It's  a  red-hot  job— look  out  for  hell," 
The  Admiral  said.    And  the  seven  men  stood, 
Their  young  necks  red  with  American  blood, 
By  Hobson  of  Alabama. 

The  old  tramp  heaved  with  her  heavy  load, 
But  Hobson  prodded  her  hard  with  his  goad, 
And  on  she  went,  and  the  Spanish  guns 
Began  to  vomit  their  shells  by  tons, 
And  the  storm  came  down,  and  hell  broke  loose, 
On  the  back  of  the  poor  old  ocean  goose, 
As  she  went  to  the  spot  and  turned  her  side 
To  the  bellowing  batteries  ere  she  died! 
"To  the  boat,  boys,  quick,  while  I  let  her 
And  wait  for  me  at  the  port  below," 
Said  Hobson  of  Alabama. 
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Then  all  of  a  sudden  the  big  torpedo 
Rocked  ocean  and  land  from  Key  West  to  Toledo! 
The  black  ship  rose  in  her  agony 
And  plunged  headforemost  into  the  sea! 
And  Hobson?    Well,  he  with  his  men  afloat 
Put  off  with  a  shout  in  his  daredevil  boat, 
And  shook  out  a  flag  and  signaled  afar 
To  Cervera  to  take  him,  by  rule  of  war! 
And  the  Admiral  could  but  hear  and  heed 
The  call,  as  he  witnessed  the  matchless  deed 
Of  Hobson  of  Alabama. 

Hurrah  for  Hobson!    Hurrah  for  his  band- 
Bach  fellow  who  took  his  life  in  his  hand— 
And  volunteered  to  sink  the  ship, 
And  did  it,  and  then  gave  Death  the  slip! 
The  Republic  lives!    The  stern  old  day 
Of  heroic  valor  has  come  our  way! 
Hurrah  for  the  sailors  and  soldiers  too, 
Who  follow  the  flag  with  its  field  of  blue, 
With  its  stripes  unstained  and  its  quenchless  stars 
Outliving  ten  thousand  rents  and  scars! 
And  when  our  children  in  far-off  days 
Are  falling  away  from  their  fathers'  ways, 
And  the  sun  of  freedom  seems  like  to  set, 
Revive  their  courage,  and  don't  forget 
Brave  Hobson  of  Alabama. 


VERMONT  HEROES. 

ELOISE   O.    RICHBERO. 

You're  a  cold,  relentless  State,  Old  Vermont 
And  your  hills  are  nothing  great,  Old  Vermont. 

But  we'll  search  the  country  through, 

'Mongst  the  hosts  of  Gray  and  Blue, 
E'er  we'll  patriots  find  more  true  than  yours,  Vermont 

You're  brimful  of  wholesome  air,  Old  Vermont 
And  your  sheep  are  more  than  fair,  Old  Vermont. 

Though  you  do  serve,  now  and  then, 

Pie  for  breakfast,  pork  and  hen, 
There's  no  better  breed  of  men  than  yean  V< 
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THE  FIRECRACKER  BRIGADE. 

FLORENCE    E.    RUSSELL. 

There's  a  wonderful  anmy  that's  captured  the  town; 

All  its  soldiers  wear  red, 

And  the  hair  on  each  head 
Is  a  long  twisted  lovelock  of  string  in  pale  brown. 

They  have  never  a  captain  to  lead  them  by  day, 

And  no  sentries  at  night 

Guard  the  camp  from  a  fight, 
Yet  they  march  unassailed  in  their  brilliant  array. 

Not  a  musket  nor  sword  has  thta  army  to  show. 

Yet  their  powder  they  bear, 

And  they  guard  Lt  with  care, 
And  they  carry  their  weapons  wherever  they  go. 

There  is  only  one  enemy  sly  whom  they  dread. 

He's  a  wee,  slender  chap, 

In  a  little  brown  cap, 
But  he  blows  into  tatters  their  uniforms  red. 
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CHANT  OF  THE  NEW  UNION.      - 

EDMUND   RUSSELL. 

Blood  of  the  North 
To  the  Blood  of  the  South- 
Are  we  the  same  blood? 
Though  in  strife  parted — born  of  one  mother; 

Now,  as  the  forge-fires  flame  o'er  the  land, 
Wake  in  a  new  love — brother  to  brother; 

Lift  we  a  loving  cup,  hand  clasped  in  hand. 
Draining  the  same  draught,  .though  it  be  red; 
Shouting  the  same  cry,  wherever  led, 
Drink  to  our  Union! 

Yes— 

Now  tiie  same  blood! 

Heart  of  the  North 
To  the  Heart  of  the  South- 
Beat  we  the  same  heart? 
In  thirst  and  hunger,  at  the  same  altar, 
Knead  we  the  bread,  to  break  with  our  wine, 
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FEE  CAPTAIN  WHO'S  RUNNING  THE  SHIP. 

W.  N.  ROITDY. 

The  Captain  who's  running  the  Ship  of  State 

Though  his  head  may  ache 

And  his  tack  may  break, 

He   must   keep   his   eye 

On  the  sea  and  sky, 
Watching  to  see  that  she's  going  straight. 
So  since  he's  running  the  ship,  I  say 
Tis  beet  for  us,  boys,  to  keep  out  of  the  way; 
When  he  needs  our  help  he  will  tell  us!    See? 

The  Captain  who's  running  the  Ship  of  State 
May  not  be  doing  anything  great, 

But  he  works,  you  bet; 

And  he  has  to  fret 

Q*er  a  thousand  things 

That  nobody  knows, 
Pestered  by  friends  and  worried  by  foes. 
So  since  he  is  running  the  ship,  I  say 
'Tis  best  for  us,  boys,  to  keep  out  of  the  way; 
When  he  needs  our  help  he  will  tell  us!    See? 


SONNET  TO  CUBA. 

JAMES    RAVENCRAFT. 

How  strange!   That  after  these  four  hundred  years 

Our  Liberty  should  thus  her  work  complete! 

O,  orphaned  One!  Time  shall  no  more  repeat 
The  Ill-born  heritage  of  blood  and  tears, 
Thy    cries  shall  curse  a  dying  nation's  ears— 
Lo!  Now  the  evil  reign  of  greed  1s  spent; 
Thou  shalt  be  free!  Child  of  the  Occident! 
The  hand  that  clutch't  thy  throat  must  save  its  own 
And  guard  the  remnant  of  a  ruined  throne. 

How  hast  thou  suffered!  Let  the  world  abhor 
The  purple  deeds!  Thou  shalt  no  longer  groan 

Nor  longer  wear  the  scarlet  rags  of  war; 
Safe  folded  in  the  Titan-Mother's  arms, 
Peace!  Peace,  nor  fear  the  battle's  dread  alarms. 
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SORROW  ON  THE  SEA. 

MRS.    A.    S.    ROSENBERGER. 

It  can  not  be  quiet,  It  sobs  and  moans, 

The  surges  break  upon  the  shore 
In  sorrowing,  quivering  undertones. 

In  desolate  deathnotes  evermore. 
For  the  dead  lie  low  and  the  murmuring  waves 

Are  whispering  softly  of  grief  and  woe, 
Are  murmuring  over  the  deep-sea  graves, 

Are  sorrowing  as  they  ebb  and  flow. 

0,  memories  fraught  with  undying  pain 

Of  Cuban  patriots  perishing  there, 
Of  the  struggling,  drowning  sons  of  the  Maine, 

Of  their  dying  shriek  and  their  dying  prayer. 
The  roar  of  the  ocean  is  sullen  and  deep, 

And  the  sea  breeze  wafts  a  piteous  moan, 
A  requiem  sad  for  the  martyrs  asleep, 

A  wail  from  the  Cubans  suffering  alone. 

0,  sorrowing  sea,  we  fling  unto  thee 

A  message  of  hope  for  the  hopeless  ones — 
From  the  chains  of  a  tyrant  they  shall  be  free, 

And  the  white  dove  of  peace  shall  abide  in  their  home 
The  heaving  and  sighing,  the  mdghty  swell, 

Of  the  troubled  billows  so  wild  and  free, 
Shall  be  hushed  and  at  rest  as  the  angels  tell, 

In  that  far-away  time,  when  there  "is  no  more  sea." 


WAR  SONG. 

SERGEANT-AT-ARMS   RUSSELL. 

Bring  the  good  old  bugle  boys;  we'll  have  another  song. 
Sing  it  with  the  spirit  that  has  moved  the  world  along. 
Sailing  o'er  the  ocean  with  a  navy  good  and  strong. 
While  we  are  sailing  to  Cuba. 

Chorus: 

Hurrah!  hurrah!    We'll  sound  the  jubilee! 
Hurrah!  hurrah!  the  Cubans  Shall  be  free! 
So  we'll  sing  the  chorus  with  our  banner  o'er  the  sea. 
While  we  go  sailing  to  Cuba. 


a 
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Dewey's  dashing  Yankee  tars  shall  never  reach  our  coast — 
So  the  saucy  Spaniards  said — it  was  an  idle  boast; 
Didn't  Dewey's  cruisers  give  them  an  awful  roast. 
When  they  bombarded  Manila? 

How  the  Cubans  shouted  when  they  heard  the  cheerful  sound, 
How  tine  Dons  skedaddled  when  their  gunboats  went  aground, 
How  their  pride  was  humbled  when  to  their  surprise  they  found 
Their  ehijps  were  sunken  at  Manila. 

Now  in  Porto  Rico  shriek  the  solid  shot  and  shell; 
There  our  tars  are  holding  up  the  starry  banner  weld; 
Fighting  Bob  renews  again  the  Spanish  tongue  in— well, 
All  our  boys  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 

Next  our  guns  will  thunder  in  Havana  Bay; 
Sampson's  fleet  will  follow  just  as  Dewey  led  the  way, 
Where  they  sank  the  gallant  Maine,  their  shattered  hulks  we'll  lay. 
When  we  go  sailing  to  Cuba. 

Then  .well  make  a  thoroughfare  for  Freedom  and  her  train 
Through  the  fair  Antilles  to  the  far-off  coast  of  Spain, 
And  our  flag  shall  proudly  float,  the  monarch  of  the  main, 
While  we  are  fighting  for  Cuba. 


"SIXTY-ONE." 

J.    H.    RICHARDSON. 

I  went  to  see  the  soldier  boys, 

Now  drilling  for  the  Spanish  war, 
In  long,  dark  lines  of  navy  blue, 

With  bayonets  flashing  lights  afar; 
I  heard  again  the  rousing  drums 

And  bugle  calls  that  leap  and  run 
From  line  to  Hne  and  heart  to  heart, 

Just  as  they  did  in  sixty-one. 

The  old,  familiar  rhythmic  step, 

The  swing  of  spirits,  young  and  swift, 
Made  me  forget,  and  I  obeyed 

The  loud  command— "Right  shoulder  shift!" 
For,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 

The  tide  of  time  had  backward  run, 
And  I  was  In  Camp  Morton  with 

The  dear  old  boys  of  sixty-one. 
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I  heard  the  warlike  Kimball's  voice, 

That  moved  as  one  a  thousand  men. 
As  flashed  the  pageant  of  parade 

Upon  these  tinfe-dimmed  eyes  again — 
These  age-dim  eyes  that,  looking  up, 

As  ancient  Persians  to  the  sun, 
Beheld,  with  all  Its  stars  in  place, 

The  grand  old  flag  of  sixty-one. 

The  war-pulse  of  the  olden  time 

Seemed  palpitating  in  the  air, 
And  all  of  memory's  martial  pride, 

Except  "The  Old  Fourteenth,"  was  there. 
Alas!  their  bayonets  are  but  rust, 

Their  warrior  days  forever  done, 
Their  forms  fast  fall  to  glorious  dust — 

The  soldier  boys  of  sixty-one. 

In  far-off  years,  when  manly  strength 

Grows  faint  beneath  the  blows  of  time, 
The  Camp  Mount  boy  will    better  know 

The  burden  of  this  simple  rhyme; 
And  better  know  the  noble  pride, 

Bed-rocked  on  (patriot  duty  done, 
When  he  looks  back  to  ninety-eight 

As  I  look  back  to  sixty-one. 


VERSES. 

WILLIAM   H.   ROSS. 


They've  will  o'  the  wisps  upon  the  land, 
There's  phantom  ships  at  sea; 

We  sail  to  the  Bast,  we  sail  to  the  West, 
But  no  Spaniard  do  we  see. 

"A  light  ahead!"  the  lookout  said, 

"A  light  upon  our  lee, 
So  keep  her  south  a  half-a-point— 

A  Spaniard  It  may  be.' 


»» 


Beneath  the  stern  the  waters  churn 

A  milky  flood  of  foam, 
And  through  the  sea  the  ship  speeds  she, 

Like  a  falcon  flitting  home. 


Lik«  Gabriel     '  *,d  ***  a  ™ 

*?!* ******  <^? in  **« 
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LET  ME  FEEL  AS  ONCE  I  FELT. 

CARRIE    SHAW    RICE. 

What  will  heaven  be,  I  wonder? 

Simply  childhood  will  be  good; 
All  the  day  I  dream  and  ponder 

As  I  pace  the  dreary  wood. 
Whence  has  fled  the  golden  splendor 

That  in  other  years  I  knew? 
Shines  the  moon  with  beam  leas  tender, 

6miling  from  her  bower  of  blue? 

In  the  twilight  of  the  wildwood 

Aspirations,  high  and  true, 
On  the  dreaming  heart  of  childhood, 

Softly  fell,  like  fragrant  dew; 
Then  the  stars  with  searching  brightness, 

Seemed  into  my  soul  to  shine, 
O,  to  feel  that  glow  and  lightness 

In  this  tired  heart  of  mine! 

Yes,  if  heaven  be  simply  childhood, 

'Twill  suffice  for  you  and  me, 
With  the  perfume  of  the  wildwood, 

And  young  life's  sweet  ecstacy; 
Take  my  triumphs,  take  my  treasures, 

With  the  wounds  the  world  has  dealt — 
Give  me  back  my  childhood's  pleasures, 

Let  me  feel  as  once  I  felt. 


DEWEY  IN  MANILA  BAY. 

R.    V.    RI3LEY. 

tok  a  thousand  islands  and  he  didn't  lose  a  man — 
tise  your  heads  and  cheer  him  as  he  goes!) 
;ked  the  sneaky  Spaniard  till  the  fellow  cut  and  ran, 
'  fighting's  part  of  what  a  Yankee  knows. 

night  'em  and  he  licked  'em,  and  he  didn't  give  a  d 

was  only  his  profession  for  to  win), 

,nk  their  boats  beneath  'em,  and  he  spared  'em  as  they  swam, 

i  then  he  sent  his  ambulances  in. 
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He  had  no  word  to  cheer  him  and  he  had  no  bands  to  play, 

He  had  no  crowds  to  make  his  duty  brave; 
But  he  risked  the  deep  torpedoes  at  the  breaking  of  the  day, 

For  he  knew  he  had  our  self-respect  to  save. 

1  He  flew  the  angry  signal  crying  justice  for  the  Maine, 

I  He  flew  it  from  his  flagship  as  he  fought. 

He  drove  the  tardy  vengeance  in  the  very  teeth  of  Spain, 
j  And  he  did  it  just  because  he  thought  he  ought 

■.  He  busted  up  their  batteries  and  sank  eleven  ships 

(He  knew  what  he  was  doing  every  bit) ; 
'  He  set  the  Maxims  going  like  a  hundred  cracking  whips, 

And  every  shot  that  cracked  was  a  hit 

He  broke  'em  and  he  drove  'em,  and  he  didn't  care  at  all, 

He  only  liked  to  do  as  he  was  bid; 
He  crumpled  up  their  squadron  and  their  batteries  and  all, 

He  knew  he  had  to  lick  'em,  and  he  did. 

And  when  the  thing  was  finished  and  they  fleg  the  frightened  flag, 
He  slung  his  guns  and  sent  his  foot  ashore, 

And  he  gathered  in  their  wounded,  and  he  quite  forgot  to  brag. 
For  he  thought  he  did  his  duty,  nothing  more. 

Oh,  he  took  a  thousand  islands  and  he  didn't  lose  a  man — 
(Raise  your  heads  and  cheer  him  as  he  goes)! 

He  licked  the  sneaky  Spaniards  till  the  fellows  cut  and  ran, 
For  fighting's  part  of  what  a  Yankee  knows! 


L 


YANKEE  DOODLE. 

WILLIAM    B.    REID. 

Come,  raise  a  song  of  jubilee — 

Yankee  Doodle,  Yankee  Doodle! 
We're  going  to  set  the  Cubans  free — 

Yankee  Doodle,  Yankee  Doodle! 
Backward,  stricken,  o'er  the  main, 
We  shall  drive  the  hosts  of  Spain, 
And  tune  their  flight  to  the  refrain 
Of  sprightly  Yankee  Doodle. 

Old  Uncle  Sam— "By  gosh,"  says  he- 
Yankee  Doodle,  Yankee  Doodle! 
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We've  got  to  stop  this  butchery — 

Yankee  Doodle,  Yankee  Doodle! 
We  shook  oppression's  yoke  before 
And  raised  our  flag  on  freedom's  shore; 
We're  just  as  good  now  as  of  yore — 

"You  bet,"  says  Yankee  Doodle. 

Old  Johnnie  Bull  across  the  sea — 

Yankee  Doodle,  Yankee  Doodle! 
Like  knight  of  olden  chivalry — 

Yankee  Doodle,  Yankee  Doodle! 
Says,  in  his  grim,  old-fashioned  way: 
"My  boy,  I'm  with  ye  in  the  fray; 
By  Jove,  I'll  see  ye  get  fair  play 

To  lick  'em— Yankee  Doodle." 

The  North  and  South  and  East  and  West— 

Yankee  Doodle,  Yankee  Doodle! 
Stand  ready  at  thy  stern  behest — 

Yankee  Doodle,  Yankee  Doodle! 
Loud  let  the  note  of  freedom  swell — 
Amid  the  crash  of  shot  and  shell, 
Let  Dewey  and  Manila  tell — 

The  strain  of  Yankee  Doodle. 

Then  raise  a  song  of  jubilee — 

Yankee  Doodle,  Yankee  Doodle! 
A  rousing  song  of  liberty — 

Yankee  Doodle,  Yankee  Doodle! 
Fling  wide  your  banner  to  the  skies; 
Where'er  it  floats  the  tyrant  dies, 
And  freedom  wakes  to  high  emprise — 

Hurrah  for  Yankee  Doodle! 


AMERICANS  LOYAL  AND  TRUE. 

RUTH    RAYMOND. 

Americans,  loyal  and  true, 

With  freedom  your  birthright  and  dower, 
'Neath  folds  of  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 

Forget  not  the  wrongs  of  the  hour! 
Remember  the  Maine  and  the  victims  of  Spain! 

The  country  has  need  of  your  power. 


I- 
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Americans,  loyal  and  true, 

In  Northland  and  Southland  today, 
•Neath  folds  of  the  Red,  White  an4  Blue, 

Are  comrades  of  Blue  and  of  Gray. 
Remember  the  Maine  and  the  victims  of  Spain! 
j  Then  hasten  to  join  1n  the  fray! 

Americans,  loyal  and  true, 
I  Come  forth  in  the  strength  of  your  might, 

c  'Neath  (folds  of  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 

v  Be  ready  to  war  for  the  right! 

Remember  the  Maine  and  the  victims  of  Spain! 
Be  ready  and    willing  to  fight 

Americans,  loyal  and  true, 
No  Spaniard  our  flag  shall  defy. 

'Neath  folds  of  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 
Let  this  be  your  brave  batUecry! 

Remember  the  Maine  and  the  victims  of  Spain! 
Then  forward  to  conquer  or  die! 


* 


L 


THE  AEMY  OF  PEACE. 

MRS.    M.    L.    RAYNE. 

An  army,  an  army  marching — 

Hark  to  the  measured  tread! 
To  the  beat  of  drums  it  onward  comes 

To  the  citadels  of  the  dead. 

An  army,  but  never  a  battle, 

No  enemy  far  or  near; 
To  that  final  rout  comes  no  rallying  shout, 

Nor  any  alarm  of  fear. 

An  army,  an  army  marching, 

Their  banners  streaming  wide; 
Peace  brings  them  here,  each  volunteer, 

To  learn  how  heroes  died. 

They  march  to  the  great  surrender — 

To  the  field  of  victory  too— 
Where  the  boy  in  gray,  in  his  valor  lay 

Beside  the  boy  in  blue. 
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An  army,  an  army  marching, 

In  the  uniform  of  peace, 
And  with  (measured  tramp,  by  that  low-walled  oampf 

Their  tender  ministries  cease. 

With  that  cavalcade  of  silence, 

Her  faith  Columbia  keeps, 
For  a  hero's  dust  is  a  matron's  trust, 

And  her  altars — where  he  sleeps. 


SANTIAGO. 

SYDNEY  REID. 


"The  thrist  I  had  was  two  miles  long  and  half  a  mile  'twas  wide, 
•And  red  hot  desert  wastes  of  sand  were  scorching  me  inside, 
And  barbed  wire  and  cactus  plants  they  lifted  half  my  hide— 
Of  uniform  I  scarcely  had  a  rag,  0!  , 

I  wore  beside  my  pelt, 
My  gun  and  cartridge  belt, 
I  thought  I'd  need  them  both  at  Santiago. 

It  was  our  colonel  led  us  on,  our  captain  shouted  "git!" 
And  as  we  scrambled  upward  there  were  dozens  of  us  hit, 
Vor  down  the  Mauser  blizzard  swept  from  fort  and  rifle  pit — 
Upon  that  spot  our  colonel  lost  his  nag,  0! 
Yet  he  ran  on  before 
An  eyeglassed  god  of  war, 
Crying,  "Follow  me,  brave  boys,  to  Santiago!" 

^We  burrowed  through  the  thickets,  and  the  thorns  we  didn't  mind. 
The  wounded  men  they  cursed  because  they  had  to  stay  behind, 
And  when  we  couldn't  see  the  foe  we  still  went  at  him  blind — 
Chasing  him    from  very  crest  and  crag,  0! 
And  fifty  hours  of  fight 
Went  on  by  day  and  night, 
Before  we  set  a  foot  in  Santiago. 

Though  Spanish  Dons,  they  did  their  best  to  ascertain  us  well; 
We  bore  them  back  before  us,  with  ringing  cheer  and  rousing  yell; 
At  last  old  wig-wag  in  the  sky  shook  out  his  flag  to  tell; 
"Our  admdral  has  Cervera  in  his  bag,  0! 
When  you  give  up  the  ghost, 
Your  children's  sons  may  boast, 
*Our  father's  father  fought  at  Santiago!' " 
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THE  TWO   FLAGS. 

EDWARD    RENAUD. 

Prone  from  the  black-browed  Morro — the  castle-crested  eras — 
Drooped  in  the  drowsy  noon-tide,  the  red-and-yellow  flag; 
And  in  the  seething  city  the  sun  with  fiery  glare 
Flashed  on  a  sea  of  faces — a  thousand  bayonets  bare. 

Soldiers  with  sullen  faces — a  doomed  man  trembled  nigh — 

While  a  motley  throng  from  every  side  poured    forth  to  see  him  die; 

And  all  the  mighty  multitude  beheld  with  bated  breath, 

The  scene  of  coming  slaughter — the  many-throated  death. 

But  by  the  pallid  prisoner,  bare-headed  and  stern-browed, 

Strode  forth  two  valiant  Consuls  before  the  surging  crowd, 

One  waved  Columbia's  banner,  and  one  the  Union  Jack. 

While  all  were  filled  with  wonder  and  warned  the  brave  men  back. 

But,  step  by  step  together,  before  those  armed  bands, 
Paced  the  proud  Consuls,  holding  the  ensigns  In  their  hands. 
"Present!"    The  three  stood  silent,  one  moment  face  to  face — 
The  Consuls  calm  and  steady,  and  the  prisoner  In  his  place. 

A  sudden  flash  of  crimson,  of  red,  and  white  and  blue — 

The  trembling  captive  cowered  between  the  dauntless  two; 

The  three  stood  draped  together  beneath  the  banners'  fold — 

Tht>  twin  proud  flags  of  Freedom — of  the  New  World  and  the  Old. 

Then  turning  stern  and  haughty  upon  (the  ordered  line; 

"By  these  broad  flags  I  claim  him,  and  keep   him — he  is  mdne! 

Thus  England  and    Columbia  stretch  their  arms  across  the  seas 

To  shield  him.    Strike  the  prisoner;  you  strike  through  us  and  these!** 

Thus  outspake  he  of  England.    Like  lions  brought  to  bay, 
The  twain  with  eyes  defiant  looked  round  that  stern  array. 
There  fell  a  solemn  silence;  the  rifle-barrels  shone 
Still  at  the  doomsmen's  shoulders;  men  shuddered  and  looked  on. 

Till  in  a  clear  voice,  crossing  the  bullets'  threatened  track, 
Rang  out  the  sudden  mandate  to  march  the  prisoner  back; 
And  as  the  shining  escort  fell  back  and  faced  about, 
From  all  the  crowded  plaza,  went  up  one  mighty  shout — 

A  mighty  shout  of  "vivas,"  that  rent  the  sultry  skies, 
Greeted  the  gallant  Consuls— the  deed  of  high  emprise. 
Still  louder,  ever  louder,  went  up  that  vast  acclaim, 
From  all  that  mighty  plaza,  bathed  in  its  noonday  flame. 
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Onward  to  future  ages,  far  down  the  teeming  years, 
Thai  aea  of  upturned  faces  sends  forth  Us  storm  of  cheers; 
Long  shall  the  deed  be  honored,  and  proudly  handed  down, 
To  crown  the   victor   Consuls  with  Fame's  enduring  crown! 

Hail  to  the  hero  Consuls!   Haiti  to  the  noble  twain, 
Who  dared  for  truth  and  duty  the  bullets  deadly  rain! 
How  strong  to  face  the  mighty — show  great  to  guard  the  weak- 
Are  these,  the  two  twin  nations,  to  whom  the  helpless  seek! 

Still  shall  our  arms  protecting  be  stretched  across  the  sea- 
Still  shall  the  tyrants  fear  us,  who  set  their  captives  free. 
Wrapped  in  mighty  mantle  from  hatred's  cruel  scars — 
The  blood-red  Cross  of  England,  Columbia's  Stripes  and  Stars! 


THE  BRAVE  AT  HOME. 

THOMAS  EUCHANNAN  READ. 

The  maid  who  binds  her  warrior's  sash 

With  smile  that  well  her  pain  dissembles, 
And  while  beneath  her  drooping  lash 

One  starry  teardrop  hangs  and  trembles, 
Though  heaven  alone  records  the  tear, 

And  fame  shall  never  know  her  story* 
Her  heart  has  shed  a  drop  as  dear 

As  e'er  bedewed  the  field  of  glory! 

The  wife  who  girds  her  husband's  sword, 

'Mid  little  ones  who  weep  and  wonder, 
And  bravely  speaks  the  cheering  word, 

What  though  her  heart  be  rent  asunder, 
Doomed  nightly  in  her  dreams  to  hear 

The  bolts  of  death  around  her  rattle, 
Hath  shed  as  sacred  blood  as  e'er 

Was  poured  upon  the  field  of  battle! 

The  mother  who  conceals  her  grief 

While  to  her  breast  her  son  she  presses, 
Then  breathes  a  few  brave  words  and  brief 

Kissing  the  patriot  brow  she  blesses, 
With  no  one  but  her  secret  God 

To  know  the  pain  that  weighs  upon  her, 
Sheds  holy  blood  as  e'er  the  sod 

Received  on  Freedom's  field  of  honor! 
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j  A  NAVAL  OFFICER'S  BALLAD. 

! :  THB  BATTLE  OF  MANILA  BAT. 

V  LIEUTENANT    CORWIN    P.    REES. 

At  break  of  dawn  Manila  bay 
A  sheet  of  limpid  water  lay, 
Extending  twenty  milea  away. 


*■ 


Twenty  miles  from  shore  to  shore, 
As  creeping  on  a  squadron  bore 
As  squadron  never  moved  before. 

Majestic  in  its  hidden  might, 
It  passed  Corregidor  at  night, 
Inspired  to  battle  for  the  right 

And  grandly  on  the  flagship  led, 
Six  ships — Olympia  e'er  ahead — 
With  battleflags  at  each  masthead. 

The  Baltimore  and  the  Raleigh  true. 
The  Petrel,  Boston,  Concord,  too, 
Their  flags  of  glory  proudly  flew. 

As  early  daylight  broke  upon 
The  bay — before  the  rise  of  sun — 
Was  seen  the  flash  of  opening  gun. 

Then  every  second  heard  the  roar 
Of  shell  and  shrapnel  bursting  o'er 
Our  brave,  undaunted  commodore! 

"Hold  our  fire,"  he  calmly  said, 
As  from  the  bridge  he  bravely  led 
To  death  or  glory  on  ahead. 

And  from  his  lips  or  from  his  hand 
(But  one  direction,  one  command, 
"Follow  the  flagship  by  the  land!" 

Full  twenty  minutes  slowly  crept 
Ere  lightning  from  our  turrets  leapt, 
And  pent  up  hell  no  longer  slept! 

The  Spanish  fleet,  a  dozen  strong, 
Was  now  in  range,  and  haughty  wrong 
Was  swept  by  awful  fire  along. 
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Explosions  wild  destruction  brought 
'Mid  flames  that  mighty  havoc  wrought, 
As  either  side  in  fury  fought. 

So  back  and  forth  in  angry  might, 
The  stars  and  stripes  waved  on  the  fight, 
'Mid  bursting  shells  in  deadly  flight! 

The  Spanish  decks  with  dead  were  strewn, 
Their  guns  on  shore  were  silenced  soon, 
Their  flags  were  down  ere  flush  of  noon. 

Their  ships,  their  batteries  on  the  shore 
•Were  gone  to  flght  again  no  more — 
Their  loss,  a  thousand  men  or  more! 

Dawned  on  the  fleet  that  Dewey  led 
A  miracle,  while  Spaniards  bled; 
For  on  our  side  not  one  was  dead! 

The  battle  of  Manila  bay 

From  mind  shall  never  pass  away — 

For  deeds  of  glory  wrought  that  day 

For  'mid  that  battle's  awful  roar 
The  Spanish  pride,  to  rise  no  more, 
Was  humbled  by  our  commodore 


ON  EVERY  SOLDIER'S  GRAVE. 

JAMES  WHITCOM1B  RII^BY. 

It's  lonesome— sort  o'  lonesome— it's  a  Sund'y  day  to  me, 
It  'pears  like — more'n  any  day  I  nearly  ever  see! 
Tit,  with  the  Stars  and  Stripes  above  a-fiutterin'  in  the  air, 
On  ev'ry  soldier's  grave  I'd  love  to  lay  a  lily  thare. 

They  say,  though,  Decoration  days  is  giner'ly  observed 
'Most  ev'rywhares — espeshally  by  soldiers  boys  that  served — 
But  me  and  mother's  never  went— we  seldon  git  away — 
In  pint  o'  fact,  we're  alius  home  on  Decoration  Day. 

They  say  the  old  boys  marches  through  the  streets  in  colum's  grand, 

A-follerin'  the  old  war  tunes  they're  playin'  on  the  band — 

And  cltlzuns  all  jinin'  in— and  little  children,  too — 

All  marchin'  under  shelter  of  the  old  red,  white  and  blue. 
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With  roses!  roses!  roses— ev'rybody  in  the  town! 
And  crowds  o'  little  girls  in  white,  just  fairly  loaded  down! 
Oh!  don't  the  boys  know  it,  from  theyr  camp  acrost  the  hill? 
Don't  they  see  theyr  com'ards  comin'  and  the  old  flag  wavin*  still? 

Oh,  can't  they  hear  the  bugul  and  the  rattle  of  the  drum? 
Ain't  they  no  way  under  heavens  they  can  rickollect  us  some? 
Ain't  they  no  way  we  can  coax  'em  through  the  roses  jest  to  say 
They  know  that  ev'ry  day  on  earth's  theyr  Decoration  Day? 

We've  tried  that — me  and  mother — whare  Elias  takes  his  rest. 
In  the  orchard,  in  his  uniform,  and  hands  acrost  his  brest, 
And  the  flag  he  died  for  smilin',  and  a  rlpplin'  In  the  breeze. 
Above  his  grave,  and  over  that  a  robin  in  the  trees! 

And  yit  it's  lonesome,  lonesome— it's  a  Sund'y  day  to  me, 
It  'pears  like — mor'n  any  day  I  nearly  ever  see! 
Still,  with  the  Stars  and  Stripes  above,  a-fluterin'  in  the  air. 
On  ev'ry  soldier's  grave  I'd  love  to  lay  a  lily  thare. 


THE  KED  AND  THE  BLUE. 

H.  A.  ROBY. 

Oh  Johnny  Bull!  you  know  John 

"Since  we  have  been  acquaint," 
Your  many  little  tricks  would  try 

The  patience  of  a  saint. 
But  with  the  word  against  you 

A  sturdy  front  you  show; 
I  guess  we'll  have  to  back  you, 

And  let  odd  by-gones  go! 

You've  proved  a  valiant  foe,  John, 

In  many  a  bloody  fight, 
So  now  we'd!  stand  together 

And  strike  for  truth  and  right 
And  should  the  foreign  beagles 

Bay  the  lion  in  his  lair, 
You'll  find  the  Yankee  eagle's 

Beak  and  talons  will  be  bare! 

What  though  our  name  be  changed,  John, 
It  has  not  changed  the  breed. 

Both  stately  trees  have  sprung  from 
The  Anglo-Saxon  seed. 
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Both  nation's  rights  are  equal, 
Wrung  from  a  monarch's  greed, 

Our  Seventy-six  the  sequel 
Of  glorious  Runny  mede! 

Grip  hands  across  the  ocean, 

And  should  there  come  a  time — 
When  needed — I've  a  notion 

You'll  see  tine  "thin  red  line," 
With  shoulder  pressed  to  shoulder. 

Staunch  friends  and  comrades  true, 
Old  England's  scarlet  Tommies, 

And  our  bold  boys  in  blue. 

Fling  out  the  red  cross  banner! 

Too  long  has  it  been  furled. 
We'U  plant  "Old  Glory"  by  its  side 
And  then  defy  the  world! 
Woe  to  the  foreign  foemen 

Who  front  the  battle  line, 
Where  Johnny's  cross  and  Sammy's  stars 

Their  colors  bright  entwine! 


THE  CALL. 

JOHN  J.   ROONEY. 


From  height  to  heigiht  Columbia  calls, 
She  sends  from  surging  sea  to  sea, 

To  cabin  and  to  mansion  halls, 
Her  mighty  summons  to  the  free; 

She  bids  her  true,  undaunted  sons 

Stand  to  their  guns— stand  to  their  guns! 

Hark!  how  the  West  her  answer  gives — 
The  South — 'how  proudly  now  she  speaks! 

The  spirit  of  Columbia  lives 
And  thunders  from  our  Northern  peaks! 

For  when  our  Mother  speaks  the  word 

She  shall  be  heard!  she  shall  be  heard! 

Nor  halt  we  now  to  nicely  weigh 
And  nicely  measure  and  adjust — 
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She  speaks,  and  we,  her  sons,  obey, 

For  she  hath  all  our  love  and  trust; 
Her  word  shall  be  our  guiding  star 
From  paths  of  peace  to  paths  of  war! 

Speak,  then,  in  thunder,  0  ye  ships! 

Let  your  fierce  voices  swell  and  roar 
Till,  at  the  summons  of  your  lips, 

Peace  reigns  again  from  shore  to  shore — > 
Till  Morro'e  grim,  beleaguered  walls 
Shall  know  your  tone  and  heed  your  calls! 

Oh,  may  our  God  the  Father  keep 
i  Our  dear  ones  thro*  the  fev'rous  glade! 

Oh,  may  He    watch  upon  the  deep 

His  sailor  sons,  whom  He  hath  made — 
And,  when  the  battle-tempests  blow, 
Thy  mercy,  Lord,  on  friend  and  foe! 


CUBA. 

WILLIAM    RATTOONE. 


Break  forth  in  joyful  song,  ye  people  all, 

As  Northland  winds  waft  Southward  freedom's  call; 

That  has  been  delayed  too  long  a  time, 

But  now  will  end  Cuba's  wrongs,  and  Spanish  crime.. 

Brave  heirs  of  Liberty,  lowly  and  great,  * 

Forward,  and  avenge  the  Maine's  dread  fate; 
Say  to  proud  Spain,  that  Cuba's  sons  will  wade 
Oceans  of  blood,  before  their  hopes  of  freedom  fade*. 


OUR  FLAG  AND  OUR  BOYS. 

JOS.   RECKBR8. 

Emblem  of    Liberty, 
Uncle  Sam's  flag  we  see, 

Gloriously  high. 
Planted  by  Jasper's  hand, 
Honored  in  every  land, 
By  thee  our  boys  will  stand, 

We'll  win  or  die. 
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Our  boys  are  able  men, 
They'll  do  the  beat  they  can, 

Forget  lit  not 
These  our  beloved  ones, 
Noblest  of  mother's  sons, 
Fear  neither  death  nor  Dons, 

Love  and  fear  God. 

Thousands  of  Washingtons, 
Hobsons  and   Jeffersons, 

Each  one  and  all. 
They  will  do  ev'ry  bit 
As  Schley  and  Dewey  did, 
They  will  aim,  shoot  and  hit, 

We'll  win  or  fall. 


'Author  of  Liberty," 
King  of  humanity; 

Let  bloodshed  cease! 
'Mid  groans  and  cannons'  noise, 
Hear  this  most  humble  voice: 
God  bless  our  flag  and  boys, 

God  give  us  peace! 


MEN  OF  THE  MERRIMAC. 

MAGGIE  A.  RICHARD. 

Men  of  the  Merrimac,  hail,  ail  hall! 

The  deed  was  most  daring  your  young  leader  planned, 

Yet  bravely,  unflinchingly,  took  ye  your  stand, 

Determined,  each  one,  to  obey  his  command. 

Men  of  the  Merrimac,  hail,  all  hail! 

Men  of  the  Merrimac,  hall,  all  hail! 
Into  the  channel  to  face  shot  and  shell 
Went  ye  with  spirits  that  never  say  fall — 
Less  of  death  thinking  than  of  duty  done  well; 
Men  of  the  Merrimac,  hail,  all  hail! 

Men  of  the  Merrimac,  hail  ye  God! 
For  He  veiled  the  moon  and  governed  the  tide; 
His  hand  turned  the  shot  of  the  Spaniard  aside, 
And  let  you  be,  living,  a  great  nation's  pride. 
Men  of  the  Merrimac,  hail  ye  God! 
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DEW-WE?     (DEWEY). 

THOS.    EL   ROACH. 

Dew- we  know  what's  going  on? 
Gracious!  What  a  mighty  gun! 
Dew- we  know  by  whom  'twas  done? 

Dewey. 

Dew-we  know  what  it's  all  about? 
Spain,  they  say,  has  been  knocked  out 
Dew-we  hear  who  caused  the  rout? 

Dewey. 

Smiling  at  Corregidor, 
Fearless  glides  the  Baltimore, 
Proud  Olympia  before. 

Dewey. 

Sister  ships  move  in  abaft, 
Soon  to  hurl  their  deadly  shaft 
'Gainst  the  fated  Spanish  craft 

Dewey. 

To  the  doors  of  grim  Cavite— 
Guns  and  gunners  full  in  sight — 
Gomes  he  in  the  silent  night 

Dewey. 

Fearless  all  of  deadly  mines, 
In  the  far-off  Philippines, 
Quickly  forms  his  battle  lines — 

Dewey. 

Whispered  (hearken)  the  refrain, , 
•'Boys  we'll  not  forget  the  Maine"— 
All  the  crew  takes  up  the  strain. 

Dewey. 

Fires  of  death  begin  to  glow, 
Spanish  blood  begins  to  flow, 
Scenes  of  terror,  scenes  of  woe. 

Dewey. 

Hark!   The  din  is  rising  higher. 
Foe  to  foe  is  coming  nlgher, 
Spanish  ships  are  now  afire. 
*     Dewey. 
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Louder  grows  the  cannon  roar. 
Thunders  roll  from  sea  to  shore. 
Spanish  navy  is  no  more. 
Dewey. 

Proud  Oavite  is  overthrown, 
Spanish  flag  is  furled  and  down, 
To  the  breeze  "Old  Glory"  thrown. 

Dewey. 

Dew- we  hear  that  wail  from  Spain? 
Tott'ring  is  the  Regent's  reign. 
Better  not  have  sunk  the  Maine. 

Dewey. 

Dewey  hail!  Brave  commodore! 
Sound  thy  fame  on  every  shore; 
Ever  live,  proud  conquerer. 

Dewey. 


"WHO   KILLED    OLD    SPAIN?" 

C.  E.  REED. 

Who  killed  old  Spain? 
'1'  said  the  Maine 
I  sank  not  in  vain 
I  killed  old  Spain. 

Chorus. 
"And  the  Dons  of  olden  glory 
Are  sighing— sighing,  over 
The  death  of  vain  Spain. 

Who'll  make  Spain's  shroud? 
"We"  said  the  proud 
Yankee  crowd 
"We'll  make  Spain's  shroud. 

Who'll  dig  Spain's  grave? 
Fair  Cuba  brave 
Spain  made  her  a  slave 
She'll  dig  Spain's  grave. 


TO  Spanish-American  War  Bangs. 


i 


Who'll  toll  the  bell? 


i  j  "I*  said  John  Ball, 

|  Of  jealousy  full 

•Til  toll  the  bell." 

Who'll  breathe  a  prayer? 
Satan  from  his  lair 
He  will  on  the  square 
Breathe  up  a  prayer.' 


»» 


A  WOMAN'S  PATRIOTISM. 

JENNIE  TEMRILtL  RUPRECHT. 

I  should  go  to  war  tomorrow 

If  I  could— 
That  is,  If  no  one  would  Borrow, 

But  one  would, 
I  should  like  to  fight  a  Don, 
If  I  had  my  armor  on, 
If  I  knew  that  he  would  run— 

Yes,  I  would. 

I  should  like  to  storm  a  fort — 

That  is  so; 
If  I  knew  I'd  not  get  hurt, 

Don't  you  know — 
If  some  one  would  help  me — well 
I  would  fire  the  deadly  shell, 
Just  to  scatter  things  pell  mell, 

Don't  you  know — 

And  on  Cuba's  stricken  Isle 

I  would  land — 
If  the  Spanish  weren't  the  style. 

Understand. 
A  machete  I  would  have, 
And  be  very,  very  brave, 
If  Blanco  were  in  his  grave, 

Understand. 

I  would  march  'neath  Cuban  flag 

With  Gomez, 
But  on  battlefield  I'd  lag, 

Short  of  breath; 
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Or  I'd  be  a  chaplain  then, 
Or  I'd  hide  behind  brave  men, 
And  I'd  run  like  sixty  when 
They  met  death. 

When  the  Don  was  dead  or  gone 

(Sleek  deceiver) 
And  Gomez  the  day  had  won, 

And  the  fever 
Or  the  war  had  faded  out, 
Then  I'd  turn  myself  about 
And  with  bleeding  soldiers  shout 

"Viva  Cuba  Libre!" 


OUR  LOYAL  FORTY-SECOND  BOYS. 

ROSABELLA  ROBERTS. 

All  honor  to  brave  Dewey 

And  every  gallant  tar, 
Whose  victory  will  ever  shine 

Forth,  as  a  morning  star. 
They  endure  the  many  hardships 

Without  a  thought  of  gain 
Their  only  motive  being, 

To  avenge  the  sunken  Maine. 

But  while  we're  praising  Dewey, 

For  the  fame  he  now  enjoys, 
We  should  not  be  forgetful 

Of  our  forty-eeoond  boys. 
They  too,  have  left  their  pleasant  homes. 

And  all  they  held  most  dear. 
To  face  the  fiery  conflict 

'Till  the  enemy  disappear. 

They  sought  not  for  high  honors, 

But  responded  to  the  call 
As  defenders  of  our  nation, 

To  conquer  or  to  fall. 
And  where'er  the  starry  ensign 

Leads  loyal  hearts  and  true 
We'll  find  among  the  foremost  ranks, 

Our  Niagara  boys  in  blue. 


t    I 
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Well  know  we  every  detail, 
How  one  February  night 

Three  hundred  gallant  sailors, 
\  j  Were  hurled  from  human  sight 

Now  while  that  base  disaster 
Fires  every  patriot's  heart, 

Yet  know  we,  in  the  just  revenge 
Not  all  can  take  a  part 

But,  let  us  show  our  loyalty 

By  doing  all  we  may, 
To  appease  the  hardships  of  our  lads 

And  cheer  them  on  their  way. 
Let  those  enjoying  happiness, 

Without  these  base  alloys 
Pray  for  the  safety  and  return 

Of  our  forty-second  boys. 
'Twill  cheer  our  hearts  to  know 

That  he  died,  a  loyal  forty-second. 


UNDER  THE  STARS. 

WALLACE  RICE  AND  BARRETT  EASTMAN. 

Tell  me  what  sail  the  seas 

Under  the  stars? 
Ships,  and  ships'  companies, 

Off  to  the  wars. 

Steel  are  the  ship's  great  sides, 

Steel  are  her  guns, 
Backward   she  trusts  the  tides, 

Swiftly  she  runs. 

Steel  is  the  sailor's  heart, 

Stalwart  his  arm, 
His  the  Republic's  part 

Through  cloud  and  storm. 

Tell  we  what  standard  rare 

Streams  from   the  spars? 
Red  stripes  and  white  they  bear, 

Blue,  with  bright  stars. 
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Red  for  breve  hearts  that  barn 

With  liberty; 
White  for  the  peace  they  earn 

Making  men  free. 

Stars  for  the  Heaven  above — 

Blue  for  the  deep — 
Where,  In  their  country's  love, 

Heroes  shall  sleep. 

Tell  me  why  on  the  breeze 

These  banners  blow? 
Ships,  and  ships'  companies 

Eagerly  go 

Warring,  like  all  our  line, 

Freedom  to  friend 
Under  this  starry  sign, 

True  to  the  end: 

Fair  is  the  Flag's  renown, 

Sacred  her  soars, 
Sweet  the  death  she  shall  crown 

Under  the  stars. 


GIVE  BACK  THEER  FLAGS. 

F.  VICTOR  REINHBIMER. 

O!  Give  back,  their  battle  flags;  , 

Give  back  the  stars  and  bars; 
Hoist  them  high  on  the  flagstaff — 

There  with  the  stripes  and  stars. 
They  have  shown  the  whole  nation 

They're  ready  at  our  side 
To  show  they're  true  and  loyal; 

My  heart— it  swells  with  pride. 

Ofttimes  we've  heard  it  rumored 

They'll  not  support  our  cause, 
And  at  the  trying  moment 

The  South  would  show  her  claws. 
Now,   the  time,  it  has  appeared, 

TheyYe  ready  for  the  blow. 
Tramping  with  the  boys  in  blue 

Against  the  Spanish  foe. 


» 
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Give  back  their  war-stained  trophies, 

Valued  by  every  heart; 
Twill  bring  fond  recollections 

And  heal  a  painful  smart. 
Give  back  their  shot-scarred  treasures; 

They'll  give  them  tender  care. 
'Twill  float  in  every  breeze  with  pride, 

Down  in  the  Southern  air. 

Their  heads  are  growing  snowy; 

Their  race  is  nearly  run; 
The  old  Confederate  soldiers — 

Are  passing  one  by  one. 
But  ere  the  last  remnants 

Of  the  Southern  cause  shall  die, 
Return  their  flags— let  them  see 

The  object  we  espy. 

They've  carried  them  with  honor — 

Yes!  through  many  a  fray — 
So,  give  back  their  flags  of  fame; 

0!  give  them  back  today. 
Don't  wait  until  tomorrow, 

Life's  weary  game  of  fate 
May  hold  you  by  some  impulse 

Until  it  is  too  late. 


STARS   AND   STRIPES  ABOVE  HIM. 

IDA  WINSHIP  RAND. 

I  was  thlnkin'  as  I  set  here 

How  he  kicked  and  crowed  in  glee 
When  I  held  him  up  and  asked  you 

What  you  'sposed  that  he  would  be 
•When  he  grew  to  be  a  man  one  day; 

Tou  laughed,  and  said  you  guessed 
I'll  spile    him  fast  enough,  for  then 

Tou  couldn't  tell  the  rest 

I  remember  as  I's  thlnkin' 
How  you  teased  him  when  he  cried 

'Cause  your  pointer  bit  a  kitten 
So  the  little  creeter  died. 


^ 
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And  you  called  him  such  a  baby 

When  a  dreadful  bump  he  got 
'Cause  he  run  to  me  to  make  it  well, 

I  bent  and  kissed  the  spot. 

Now  let  me  tell  you  something 

I  carried  out  my  plan, 
I  brought  up'  the  little  feller 

To  be  every  inch  a  man, 
He's  lieutenant  on  a  battleship. 

He  stan's  nigh  six  feet  two, 
With  the  stars  and  stripes  above  him 

On  the  floatin'  folds  of  blue. 

I  like  to  set  and  think  abont 

His  childhood  days,  you  see. 
And  I  know  how  true  and  tender 

Are  his  memories  of  me. 
If  Ood  wills,  a  Spanish  bullet 

May  strike  Mm  among  a  lot, 
Mebby  then  he'd  fancy  mother's 

Bendin'  down  to  kiss  the  spot. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  GREAT  GUN. 

ARTHUR  8.  RIGGS. 

Oh!  I  am  the  Joy  of  America,  and  the  nation's  greatest  pride. 

Prom  my  polished  throat  the  blue  smoke  rings  float  across  the  ocean 

tide; 
I  deride  the  foreign  foeman  bold,  whose  deeds  of  might  In  song  are  told, 

Across  the  mighty  sea. 

For  I  know  the  'hands  that  fashioned  me,  and  the  furnace's  raging  throat 
From  whose  maw  I  came  from  the  smoke  and  the  flame,  tempered  well 

my  shining  coat 
And  loyal,  smoking,  flaming  heart,  whose  joy  is  but  to  rend  apart 

The  ships  that  sail  to  sea! 

Oh!  my  throat  Is  thirteen  Inches  wide,  and  the  long  and  tapering  shell, 
VThlch  I  belch  forth  free  when  the  foe  I  see,  shrieks  a  shrill  and  awful 

knell 
s9V>r  any  foreign  man-o'-'war,  whose  grinning  guns  like  dogs  of  war 

Are  trailing  o'er  the  sea; 


«  • 
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And  1  know  the  hands  which  fashioned  me,  -whose  workmanship  I  bcoiv 
Which  so  skilled  and  true  from  the  hot  forge  drew  the  glowing  steel  I  wear. 
I  have  brothers  noble,  true  and  brave,  whose  glory  is  o'er  ocean  wave 

With  me  to  guard  the  sea! 

How  from  after  rail  to  strong  steel  prow  I  can  shake  the  ship  with  my 

roar, 
And  the  hell-bright  flash  and  the  splint'ring  crash  as  my  shots  drive 

home  ashore, 
Make  Spanish  gunners  flee  in  fright,  while  I  am  ruler  in  my  might; 

I,  lion  of  the  sea! 


And  show  the  gunners  serving  me,  whose  mandates  I  obey, 

Are  swift  and  strong,  and  their  cheery  song  is  heard  over  every  bay 

1  Where  hideous  battle's  revelry  hath  given  me  the  victory; 

■i  Me,  monarch  of  the  sea! 

When  in  times  of  peace  and  quiet  I  am  left  in  the  turret  still, 
And  the  women  peep  at  my  form  asleep,  and  chatter  and  gaze  their  fill, 
With  ne'er  a  thought  of  the  deafening  roar  that  warmed  my  heart  in  the 
days  of  yore, 

While  I  ruled  o'er  the  sea; 

But  I  know  that  I've  done  my  duty  well,  'mdd  the  scenes  of  strife  and 
blood, 

Where  the  flaming  cloud  of  the  combat  loud  gleam'd  like  Sinai's  threat- 
ening hood, 

And  every  time  I  spoke  my  breath  bore  anguish,  groandngs,  grief  and 
death, 

While  I  watched  o'er  the  sea. 


THE  SAILOR  GHOSTS. 

JAMES  JEFFRREY  ROCHE. 

Three  ghosts  they  were  in  the  Port  of  Peace 

Where  sailor  spirits  go 
Who  have  suffered  sore  by  sea  and  shore 
Till  God  says  they  shall  endure  no  more — 

They  have  suffered  so  much  below. 

And  one  had  been  there  for  fifty  years, 

And  one  for  twenty-five, 
But  the  third  was  new  to  the  ghostly  crew — 

He  was  yesterday  alive. 
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They  slew  any  body,"  said  Number  One, 

In  Cube  with  Crittenden; 
And  nobody  oared  how  a  Yankee  fared 
In  Spanish  waters  then." 

"I  fared  in  the  old  Yirginiua 

On  the  broad  high  open  sea, 
Where  our  proud  flag  flew/'  said  Number  Two; 
"But  they  riddled  the  hulk  of  me." 


"But  times  have  changed/'  said  the  two  old  ghosts; 

"They  don't  do  such  things  now, 
For  the  flag  of  this  land  by  the  tar  will  stand—" 
Said  the  Third,  "I'll  tell  you  how: 

"The  flag  was  flying  above  our  deck, 
The  deck  of  the  good  ship  Maine, 
In  Havana  port,  by  the  Monro  Fort, 
The  friendly  port  of  Spain. 

"They  moored  our  ship  where  a  mine  was  laid; 

They  planned  the  business  fine; 
Then  they  set  a  train,  and  the  good  ship  Maine, 

With  two  hundred  and  sixty  Yankee  souls, 
Went  down  to  the  sharks  and  the  slimy  shoals; 

And  one  of  those  souls  was  mine." 

"And  what  will  be  done?"  said  Number  One. 
"Won't  something  be  done?"  said  Two. 
But  the  Third  laughed  low:  "They  will  do  just  so 
For  me  as  they  did  for  you. 

They  will  pay  out  fathoms  of  empty  talk 
And  fathoms  of  foolish  lies, 
And  they'll  prate  of  fight  till  it  heaves  in  sight, 
And  then  they'll — apologize. 

"For  a  sailor's  life  or  a  sailor's  death 
Is  nothing  to  them  that  rule; 
He's  a  drudge  and  a  slave  from  cradle  to  grave, 
And  always  a  blessed  fool. 

"And  that  is  why  God  is  kind  to  us 

And  sends  us  here  to  dwell, 
And  we  aren't  messed  aloft  with  the  blest, 
And  we  ain't  told  off  to  the  serpent's  nest, 

With  politicians  in  Hell." 


\. 
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i  STRONG   LAND    OF   FREEDOM. 

NATHANIEL    I.    RJUBINKAJ*. 

I  ■;! 

|  t ;  Strong  land  of  freedom,  thee,  I  sing, 

i  '■  My  heme,  my  pride,  my  glory! 

Through  myraid  hearts  thine  echoes  ring, 

The  greatness  of  thy  story. 

Land  of  a  world's  desire, 

i  Thy  years  my  soul  inspire, 

'•  Within  their  ample  fold, 

Lie  centuries  untold, 

And  ages  rich  and  hoary. 


Bright  land  of  hope,  beyond  the  waves. 

Our  exiled  fathers  sought  thee, 
Thy  splendors  gleam  above  the  graves 
Of  valiant  men  who  bought  thee. 
Wide  oceans  lave  thy  shores, 
Proud  cities  guard  thy  doors, 
Thy  mountains  cleave  the  sky, 
Broad  rivers  flowing  by, 
And  waving  plains  adorn  thee. 

To  freedom,  won  by  blood  and  tears, 

Our  country  now  is  plighted; 
To  peace,  above  the  conquered  years, 
When  every  wrong  is  righted; 
To  work  the  larger  will, 
And  other's  good  fulfill, 
Till  peoples  all  are  free, 
The  crown  and  liberty. 
And  man  with  man  united. 

Eternal  father,  seal  the  vow, 

Which  shall  be  broken  never, 
Of  loyal  hearts  triumphant  now, 
A  bond,  which  none  can  sever; 
Thus  shall  we  ever  stand, 
For  God  and  native  land, 
And  to  our  standard  true, 
The  red,  the  white,  the  blue, 
Whose  stare  shall  shine  forever. 
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COLUMBIA'S  CALL  TO  AEMS. 

RAT  CLARK  ROSE. 

Ring  out,  O  song  of  the  patriot  heart! 

Break  forth  with  the  martial  tones  of  yore; 
Let  the  strong,  stern  will  of  the  grand  Past  start 

The  battle  hymn  from  the  farthest  shore, 
Till  the  steel  strung  nerves  of  our  hardy  kin 

Shall  thrill  and  ring  with  a  fierce  desire 
To  meet  our  country's  foes  and  win 

With  the  vengeance  of  battle,  blood  and  fire! 

Hark  to  the  trump  of  the  old,  old  days;  • 

Hark  to  the  call  of  our  men  betrayed! 
Our  flag  is  set — who  seeks  delays 

When  the  monarch  nation's  choice  is  made? 
On  to  the  fight,  for  the  war  flag  flies; 

Ten  million  men  wait  the  call  to  arms, 
And  the  war  light  leaps  in  their  eyes, 

And  war  stores  stand  in  a  million  farms! 

Again  shall  the  strength  of  our  free  land  scourge 

The  insolent  brood  of  a  tyrant  power, 
Again  shall  Columbia's  hosts  emerge 

To  make  Oppression's  armies  cower. 
To  the  wide  confines  of  our  native  land 

The  four  winds  carry  the  martial  call, 
And  our  banners  of  right  and  war  shall  stand 

Till  our  black-browed,  treacherous  enemies  fall! 

Then  forward  men,  for  the  time  is  now; 

And  the  patriot  song  of  our  hosts  shall  be 
The  roar  of  guns  from  the  warship's  prow  I 

And  the  march  of  our  armies  to  the  sea! 
Ring  out,  0  song  of  the  patriot  heart; 

Break  forth  with  the  martial  tones  of  yore; 
Let  the  strong,  stern  will  of  the  grand  Past  start 

The  battle-hymn  from  the  farthest  shore! 


FROM  THE  CORNER  GROCERY. 

SARA  SMALL. 

he  country's  gone  to  war  with  Spain,  to  8?t  the  Cubans  free, 
n'  put  a  stop  to  Spanish  rule,  with  all  its  cruelty. 
m  satisfied  it  had  to  be,  its  right  an'  just,  I  know, 
ut  Jim  sets  on  the  nail  keg  'n  'lows  that  isn't  so. 


?82  Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

An'  when  our  noble  battleship,  with  all  her  gallant  crew, 
Was  blown  up  in  Havana,  an'  it  stirred  us  through  an'  through, 
An'  while  the  Spaniards  tried  to  sneak  an'  play  a  tricky  game, 
Jim  set  there  on  that  nail  keg  an'  'lowed  they  wa'nt  to  blame. 

When  folks  that  knew  about  the  thing  declared  it  wasn't  right, 
For  Spain  to  stay  in  Cuba,  and  unless  she  cleared  we'd  fight, 
An'  when  they  called  for  soldiers,  an'  sent  our  ships  to  sea, 
Jim  set  there  on  the  nail  keg  an'  growled  out  "Let  her  be." 

An'  when  our  boys  went  marching  off  to  join  the  volunteers, 

The  band  was  playing  war  tunes  an'  the  crowd  went  wild  with  cheers, 

Till*  everybody,  old  an'  young,  most  wished  that  he  could  go, 

Jim  jest  shifted  on  the  nail  keg  an'  snarled  out  "What's  the  show?" 

Then  next  come  Dewey's  vict'ry,  down  in  Manila  bay, 

Where  he  settled  with  the  Spaniards  In  the  good,  old-fashioned  way, 

An'  we  riz  right  up  with  pride  in  him;  it  took  us  off  our  feet, 

But  Jim  set  on  his  nail  keg  an'  sulked  'cause  Spain  was  beat 

Well,  some  folks'  ways,  just  like  the  Lord's,  is  past  all  flndln*  oat, 
If  a  man  ain't  patriotic,  he  ein't,  an'  past  a  doubt 
Jim  was  born  so.    But  I  'low  his  duty's  mighty  plain, 
It's  just  to  take  that  nail  keg  an'  hit  the  trail  for  Spain. 


SONG. 

E.    J.    SMITH. 


Admiral  Dewey's  "diplomatic"  remark  to  Prince  Henry  of  Prussia 
has  prompted  E.  J.  Smith  to  tune  his  lyre  and  sing: 

Of  course  you  can  come  to  Manila; 

You'll  get  the  glad  hand  all  the  while, 
And  we'll  show  you  your  friends  the  proud  Senors, 

Done  up  in  the  latest  new  style. 

Tou  can  share  our  cigars  and  our  coffee, 

Served  hot  while  the  enemy  runs; 
You're  a  very  nice  chap  when  the  fizz  is  on  tap, 

But  don't  get  in  front  of  the  guns! 

We'll  reserve  you  a  seat  in  the  boxes, 
You  can  flirt  with  our  foes  in  the  wings, 

And,  while  we  don't  like  Senoritas, 
You  are  welcome  to  "any  old  things.1 
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But  between  you  and  me  and  the  gatepost, 

Stand  clear  when  the  enemy  runs; 
You're  a  very  good  boy  just  at  present, 

But  don't  get  in  front  of  the  guns! 

Your  friends  would  be  sorry  to  lose  you, 

Your  brother  would  make  a  new  speech, 
And  the  angels  would  weep  mighty  rivers 

At  the  sermons  your  pastor  would  preach. 

You  can  skirmish  around  with  the  nigger 

And  bluff  the  Chinee  till  he  runs, 
But  if  you  should  fool  with  your  Uncle  Samuel 

You'd  better  stand  clear  of  the  guns! 


CUBAN  RALLY  SONG. 

a  B.   SPRAGUB. 

Sound,  ye  trumpets!  Sound  on  high! 
Let  your  echoes  fill  the  sky. 
Make  a  loud,  triumphant  noise, 
Sound  the  rally  for  the  boys; 
March  for  Maine  and  Tennessee; 
Sail  for  Cuba!    Set  her  free. 

March  from  Western  hill  and  plain, 
Wake  the  echoes  once  again; 
Spain  no  more  at  us  shall  scoff, 
Spanish  chains  we'll  help  throw  off. 
Every  man  from  sea  to  sea, 
Fight  for  Cuba,  Cuba  free! 

Let  it  never  more  be  said 
Babes  and  women  cry  for  bread, 
Homes  in  flames  and  honor  lost, 
While  we  stand  and  count  the  cost 
Shall  these  human  vampires  be? 
Wait  no  more!    Set  Cuba  free! 

Rouse,  Columbia!    Lend  a  hand! 
Drive  the  dastards  from  the  land! 
Spanish  rule  denies  a  crust, 
Spanish  soldiers  glut  their  lust; 
Force  them  from  land  and  sea! 
Rally,  men!  Set  Cuba  free! 
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THE  YANKEE  TAB. 

JAMES  H.  8ISK. 

Te  mariners  of  Yankee  land  who  guard  our  native  shores, 

The  plaudits  of  your  countrymen  upon  your  valor  pours, 

And  well  do  you  deserve  the  praise  which  greets  you  everywhere, 

Because  you've  shown  full  many  a  time  in  years  gone  by  that  care 

For  life  or  limb  has  never  yet  deterred  you  when  the  call 

Of  duty  brings  you  face  to  face  with  grim  death's  ghastly  pall. 

In  days  gone  by  when  Britain  strove  to  plant  oppression's  heel 
Upon  the  soil  of  your  free  land,  you  made  her  quickly  feel 
Tour  mighty  power,  and  though  she  was  mistress  \>f  the  waves, 
Great  Britain  owned  that  men  like  you  could  never  be  her  slaves. 
The  deeds  of  brave  McDonough,  Perry,  Barry,  Hull  and  Jones, 
Have  placed  in  glory's  gallery  none  higher  than  our  own. 

When  civil  war's  red  mantle  was  spread  over  our  fair  land, 
Tou  were  again  prepared  to  show  your  strong  and  ready  hand. 
The  names  of  brave  old  Farragut,  Dupont  and  Cushing  bold, 
Will  ever  in  the  Yankee  heart  a  place  of  honor  hold. 
The  yawning  gulf  of  civil  strife  is  now  forever  closed; 
We'll  meet  our  Spanish  foes,  anon,  united  and  composed. 

Once  more  the  spectre  of  grim  war  has  raised  its  slimy  head, 

Throughout  our  land  from  shore  to  shore  is  heard  the  marcher's  tread. 

You'll  answer  to  your  country's  call,  you  men  who  know  not  fear! 

To  drive  the  Spanish  tyrant  from  this  freemen's  hemisphere. 

The  victory  of  Dewey  in  far-off  Manila  Bay, 

Has  proved  to  all  the  world  what  Yankee  sailors  are  to-day. 


NORTHERN  PINE  TO  SOUTHERN  PALMETTO. 

THOMAS  SUL«LIVAN. 

"Gone  to  the  front,"  at  their  country's  call,  their  young  hearts  proudly 

beating; 
"Gone  to  the  front,"  your  son  and  mine;   dear  friend,  how  time  is 
fleeting! 
We  met,  you  and  I,  in  the  days  gone  by,  as  foes  on  the  field  of  battle; 
We  met  and  fought  'mid  the  cannon's  roar  and  the  rifle's  deadly  rattle. 
You  wore  the  gray,  and  I,  the  blue;  and  the  strife  was  fierce  and  gory, 
Now,  side  by  side,  march  our  sons — our  pride — 'neath  Freedom's  flag^- 
Old  Glory. 
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Gone  to  the  front"    Not  for  revenge;   though  hearts  are  bowed  in 

sorrow 
For  martyred  braves  'neath  the  treacherous  waves  that  roll  by  stern 

old  Monro; 
"Vengeance  is  mine;  I  will  repay."    God's  wrath  is  sometimes  speedy; 
He  knoweth  best;  be  this  our  task,  to  help  the  poor  and  needy. 
We  have  borne  too  long  this  shameful  wrong — the  whole  world  knows 

the  story — 
So  side  by  side,  with  a  patriot's  pride,  march  our  sons,  beneath  Old 

Glory. 


"Gone  to  the  front."    Prepared  for  war;  yet  theirs  is  a  peaceful  mission. 
Our  ears  have  heard,  our  eyes  have  seen,  poor  Cuba's  sad  condition. 
,,  We  have  heard  the  piteous,  hungry  cry  for  help  from  lips  fast  dying, 

i|  And,  comrade,  by  the  God  we  love;  by  the  flag  above  us  flying, 

V  We,  too,  if  needs,  will  march  to  the  front,  though  the  pathway  may  be 

gory. 

For  God  and  the  right,  with  valor  and  might,  we'll  face  the  foe  for  Old 

Glory.  

ON  THE  PICKET  LINE. 

FRED  W.   8CHWBND. 

On  the  sentinel's  post  last  night 

I  guarded  the  picket  lines, 
While  the  wind  was  moaning  softly 

Through  the  boughs  on  the  lonely  pi  nee 
Now  and  then  the  cry  of  a  night  bird 

Rang  out  on  the  still  air, 
While  the  sleepy  hum  of  insects 

Responded  everywhere. 

Close  by,  in  the  shadowy  distance, 

Like  mounds  of  drifting  snow, 
Stood  the  tents  of  the  gallant  soldiers 

So  soon  to  meet  the  Spanish  foe. 
First,  beyond  and  towering  above  them, 

Like  a  sentinel  grim  and  tall, 
Stood  the  tent  of  Colonel  Higdon, 

The  commander  of  them  all. 

To  the  right  and  left  the  officers, 

Guarding  with  zealous  care 
The  lives  of  the  precious  inmates 

That  were  then  assembled  there. 
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They  all  were  sleeping  peacefully 

And  dreaming  of  home  far  away,  *~ 

And  the  loved  ones  that  are  watching  and  praying 

For  the  dawn  of  a  brighter  day. 

Then  a  flood  of  thoughts  came  over  me 

As  I  looked  on  the  silent  band 
And  thought  of  its  perilous  mission 

Into  a  savage,  distant  land, 
Where  treacherous  foes  are  lurking, 

Like  cruel  birds  of  prey, 
And  disease  and  death  are  waiting 

To  snatch  their  lives  away. 

But  it  matters  not;  we  are  ready, 

Whether  be  it  soon  or  late, 
To  uphold  the  honor  and  dignity 

Of  our  beloved  State. 
Soon  from  the  shores  of  Havana 

Our  flag  will  proudly  wave, 
Proclaiming  the  freedom  of  Cuba 

Over  many  a  Spanish  grave. 

While  the  dear  ones  that  are  sleeping 

Neath  the  ruins  of  the  Maine 
Will  be  avenged  ten  thousand  fold 

On  the  head  of  bloody  Spain; 
And  forever  and  forever 

Will  ring  a  nation's  cheers 
In  memory  of  our  noble  boys, 

The  Alabama  Volunteers. 


THOSE   BEHIND. 

EDWIN  L.  SABIN. 


She  pinned  a  rose  upon  his  blouse 

And  kissed  him  long  and  sweet 
The  order  rang,  the  ranks  were  formed, 

And  moved  adown  the  street 
For  some  must  act,  and  some  must  cheer, 

And  some  with  tears  are  blind — 
Which  braver — those  who  haste  away, 

Or  those  who  stay  behind? 
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>  While  Yankee  tars  on  Yankee  ships 

Uphold  Columbia's  name, 
And  boys  in  blue  on  land  and  sea 

Her  sovereignty  proclaim, 
Each  shot  strikes  hearts  whose  tender  throbs 

The  gunner  ne'er  divined — 
God  aid  the  forces  at  the  front, 

God  pity  those  behind. 

*  |  And  many  a  mother  weeps  and  prays, 

And  many  a  lass  is  wan, 
And  many  a  father  dreams  of  days 

When  he  was  marching  on, 
And  many  a  one  finds  peaceful  paths 
,;!i  With  duty  stern  combined — 

'1  j  Heigh-ho!  there's  much  for  those  who  fight, 

V  There's  naught  for  thoaa  behind. 


TO  THE  NINTH  MASSACHUSETTS. 

MRS.  WHITON-STONE. 

Hurrah  for  the  gallant  Ninth,  boys, 

Hurrah,  boys,  one  and  all, 
For  the  men  that  today  are  marching  away 

To  answer  their  country's  first  call. 
With  heads  held  aloft  in  the  air,  boys 
As  if  proud  of  the  flag  that  they  bear,  boys, 
With  courage  enough  and  to  spare,  boys — 
Let  them  go  to  the  front  with  a  prayer,  boys. 
And  hurrah  and  hurrah, 
Wherever  they  are, 
Hurrah  for  the  Ninth,  boys,  hurrah! 

They  are  ready  to  fight  to  the  end,  boys, 

Till  their  last  drop  of  heart's  blood  shall  flow, 
Each  to  take  out  his  sword  in  the  name  of  the  Lord 

And  crush  out  the  strength  of  the  foe! 
For  the  men  who  their  tortures  declare,  boys, 
For  the  women  who  starve  and  despair,  boys, 
For  the  children  bereft  of  their  care,  boys — 
Let  them  go  to  the  front  with  a  prayer,  boys. 
And  hurrah  and  hurrah, 
Wherever  they  are, 
Hurrah  for  the  Ninth,  boys,  hurrah! 
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They  are  heroes  that  stand  for  the  truth,  boys, 
They  are  Christians  with  love  for  their  creed; 
Tet  are  ready  to  smite  in  the  cause  of  the  right, 

And  the  Lord  God  of  battles  shall  lead. 
They  will  smite,  of  Jehovah  aware,  boys, 
They  will  smite  off  the  yoke  that  men  bear,  boys, 
They  will  smite  and  so  freedom  declare,  boys. 
Let  them  go  to  the  front  with  a  prayer,  boys. 

And  hurrah  and  hurrah, 

Wherever  they  are, 
Hurrah  for  the  Ninth,  boys,  hurrah! 


IN  DAYS  LIKE  THESE. 

THOMAS  H.  STACY. 

O  God  of  hosts,  whose  mighty  hand 
Our  fathers  led  across  the  seas, 

We  took  from  Thee  our  goodly  land, 
To  Thee  we  look,  in  days  like  these, 

'Mid  swelling  tumult,  bitter  word, 
'Mid  clashing  arms  and  buglers'  blare, 
While  war-drums  fret  the  fevered  air, 

In  days  like  these,  be  near,  O  Lord. 

The  winds  have  swept  our  colors  out, 
Our  polished  guns  the  sun  has  kissed; 

With  measured  step  and  loyal  shout, 
The  men  trooped  by  who  now  are  missed. 

The  hilltops  signal  far  away, 
And  sea  calls  sea  with  beacon  lips, 
Where  ride  our  far-flung  battleships, 

To  strike  the  foe,  at  break  of  day. 

Forgive,  0  Lord,  that  we  forgot 
To  humble  self  and  Thee  to  please; 

Our  vows  unkept,  sins  thought,  unthought, 
Forgive,  O  Lord,  in  days  like  these. 

Our  gift  upon  the  altar  lies, 
Accept  it  ere  Thou  ca'l  in  hence, 
Although  Thou  saidst  obedience 

Is  better  than  a  sacrifice. 
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Tls  not  for  gain  or  vengeful  spite 

Our  treasure  and  our  life  is  poured; 
But  for  the  wronged  who  have  no  might, 

Whose  cry  has  reached  the  ear  of  God. 
In  days  like  these,  our  motives  take, 

Since  whom  Thou  usest  Thou  must  trust; 

And  when  we  smite  because  we  must, 
Helps  us  to  heal  the  wounds  we  make. 


ADMIRAL  AND  THE  SPANISH  MULE. 

■ 

■i 


STANISLAUS  STANGE. 

From  Matanzas  fort  came  a  sad  report, 
"The  Yankees  a  mule  have  slain!" 

But  in  this  they  erred,  his  death  was  deferred. 

The  mule,  killed  later,  was  Spain. 

Ten  centuries  long  had  this  mule  gone  wrong 
For  want  of  a  good,  big  stick. 

At  Manila  John  lambasted  the  Don, 
There  the  mule  kicked  his  last  kick! 

Three  cheers  for  "our  John," 

The  man  who  slew  the  Don. 
That  Spanish  mule  we  ne'er  again  shall  see, 

The  antiquated  roue 

Was  "done  to  death"  by  Dewey; 
Oh!  an  admirable  Admiral  is  he! 

Thus  it  came  to  pass  when  this  Spanish  ass 

Cried  aloud  in  boastful  pride, 

"I  don't  give  a  damn  for  you  Uncle  Sam!" 

And  that's  where  the  old  mule  died. 
No  man,  it  is  said,  saw  a  donkey  deal; 

To  mules  this  does  not  apply. 
Full  of  shot  and  shell  one  mule  went  to  hell, 

And  the  whole  world  saw  him  die! 

Three  cheers  for  "our  John," 

The  man  who  slew  the  Don. 
That  Spanish  mule  we  ne'er  again  shall  see, 

The  antiquated  roue 

Was  "done  to  death"  by  Dewey; 
Oh!  an  admirable  Admiral  is  he! 
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OUK  FLEETS  AEE  ON  THE  SEA. 

NETTIE  PAIGE  SCOFIBLD. 

There  will  soon  be  heard,  fair  isle  of  the  sea, 

The  triumphant  voice  of  victory; 

The  hills  and  the  forests  your  own  shall  be, 

And  from  tyranny's  chains  you  shall  be  free 
For  our  gallant  fleets  are  on  the  sea,  Old  Glory  is  unfurled, 
And  the  Spaniards  will  be  driven  from  the  Western  world. 

Tou  will  smile  again  through  happy  tears, 

For  peace  will  be  born  for  future  years; 

The  guns  of  our  noble  fleets  have  spoken, 

Spanish  power  will  soon  be  broken, 
For  we  have  made  a  fiery  charge,  we  are  sweeping  through  the 
They  are  fleeing  from  our  shot  and  shell,  shaken  with  fear  and 

Freedom  and  wealth  you  soon  will  claim, 

And  valor,  too,  on  the  field  of  fame. 

Let  Spain  arise  in  all  her  strength; 

At  her  feet  you  will  cast  her  yoke  at  length. 
For  our  gallant  fleets  are  on  the  sea,  Old  Glory  is  unfurled, 
And  the  Spaniards  shall  be  driven  from  the  Western  world. 


FALL  IN. 

FRANK  N.  SCOTT. 


'Tls  no  time  for  vain  surmising; 

Fall  in! 
While  the  dim  of  war  is  rising; 

Fall  in! 
See  the  cloud  of  conflict  falling; 
Though  the  danger  is  appalling; 
Hark!  your  country's  voice  is  calling; 

Fall  in! 

Past,  the  time  for  speculation; 

Fall  in! 
Peril  menaces  the  nation; 

Fall  in! 
Leave  to  cravens  idle  prattle; 
Empty  vessels  loudest  rattle; 
Trusting  in  the  god  of  battle; 

Fall  in!. 
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Waste  no  precious  time  in  trifles; 

Fall  in! 
Drop  all  else  and  grasp  your  rifles; 

Fall  in! 
Lay  your  lives  on  country's  altar, 
Curse  the  craven  who  would  falter; 
For  the  traitor's  neck  the  halter! 

Fall  in! 

Son  and  sire  and  grandsire  hoary; 

Fall  in! 
Insult  stains  our  grand  "Old  Glory!" 
■■*  Fall  in! 

:  ,  By  our  tars  'neath  ocean  sleeping, 

y  Billowy  mounds  above  them  heaping, 

By  the  tears  their  loved  are  weeping, 
Fall  in! 

Spirit  of  the  Revolution! 

Fall  in! 
1  Reinforce  our  resolution; 

Fall  in! 
North  and  South  now  re-united, 
Union's  covenant  re-pllghted, 
Fire  on  Freedom's  shrine  re-lighted; 

Fall  in! 


^ 


ECHO  FROM  MANILA. 

PROF.  L.  DU  PONT  SYL.E. 

Cuba,  thou  art  avenged!   Thy  grief  and  pain 
Through  agonizing  years  are  not  in  vain! 
The  dawn  of  thy  deliverance  has  begun: 
Hark!  'tis  the  sun-rise  echo  of  the  Yankee  gun! 
Its  peal  is  heard  from  distant  Philippine, 
Where  Dewey  leads  to  fight  his  Iron  line, 
To  where  stout  Sampson  blocks  the  Cuban  shore. 
Ready  to  strike  one  blow — he'll  need  no  more! 
That  struck,  my  Cuba,  thou  indeed  art  free, 
Shake  off  despair,  thou  Queen  that  art  to  be! 
Discrowned  of  sorrow,  raise  thy  downcast  eyes, 
Look  up!   There's  hope  for  thee  in  God's  blue  skies: 
Thy  sun  has  risen,  deliverance  has  begun: 
Hark!  'tis  the  echo  of  the  Yankee  gun! 
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TO  THOSE  WHO  FELL  ON  THE  WINSLOW, 

ARTHUR  E.  STAHLSCHMIDT. 

Honor  the  nation's  dead! 

Peace  to  those  who  fell 
Face  to  the  foe,  as  their  fathers  did, 

For  the  flag  that  they  loved  so  well. 

Mourn  not  for  the  nation's  dead, 
For  theirs  was  a  glorious  death; 
The  fought  like  heroes,  they  died  like  men, 
They  knew  no  fear  or  quailed  they  when 
The  deadly  shot  hailed  thick  and  fast; 
But  like  rock  they  stood,  firm  to  the  last 

And  the  bright  flag  covered  them  as  they  lay 

Wrapped  in  the  last  long  sleep, 
And  the  hush  of  sorrow  fell  o'er  our  land, 

And  yet,  was  it  right  to  weep? 
They  shall  claim  their  place  'mid  the  warrior  rai 

In  the  regions  of  the  blest, 
And  the  God  of  Hosts  shall  say  "Well  done," 

And  bid  them  for  ever  rest. 


TO  THE  BOYS  OF  MINNESOTA. 

LIZZIE  M.  SOUDBN. 

Forward  gallant  boys  in  blue, 
On,  ye  valiant  hearts  and  true; 
Thus  your  motto,  "Dare  and  do," 

On  for  Cuba's  sake. 
Lay  the  haughty  Spaniards  low, 
Dealing  death  in  every  blow, 
'    By  land  or  sea,  where'er  ye  go, 

Fight  for  liberty. 

By  the  Cuban's  cries  of  pain, 
By  the  treachery  and  shame, 
By  the  memory  of  the  Maine, 

Strike  far  o'er  the  sea. 
Down  with  traitors  everywhere, 
While  shouts  of  victory  fill  the  air, 
Let  us  far  and  wide  declare, 

"Cuba  shall  be  free." 


J*' 
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THE  SONG  OF  MANILA. 

STUART  8TERNE. 

As  it  began  to  dawn,  yon  know, 

Just  at  the  peep  of  day, 
Ere  yet  the  sun  was  fully  up 

Above  Manila  Bay — 

We  crept  into  their  port,  my  boy, 

Their  crew  were  sound  asleep; 
Crept  close  upon  their  forts  and  ships, 
'    Glassed  in  the  quiet  deep. 

But  when  the  Spanish  sluggards  woke, 

Up8pringing  with  the  sun — 
They  sent  across  the  shining  wave, 

A  booming,  harmless  gun. 

No  answer  first — we  but  swept  on, 

Then  lo!  a  flash  of  flame, 
A  sound  of  thunder— ha,  my  boy, 

And  thus  began  our  game! 

How  roared  the  cannon,  sang  the  bombs, 
And  whistled  shell  and  shot; 

How  crashed  their  splintered  masts  and  spars 
As  all  the  air  grew  hot! 

How  worked  our  tars — a  hero  each — 
Their  sooty  breasts  swelled  high, 

Remembering  that  on  us  was  fixed 
Our  country's  grateful  eye! 

And  that  while  through  black  clouds  of  smoke 

The  sun  gleamed  fiery  red, 
There  flew,  with  every  star  undimmed, 

Old  Glory  overhead! 

And  through  it  all  God's  hand,  my  boy, 
In  this  fierce  fight  was  plain; 

Not  one  brave  lad  of  ours  fell  dead, 
As  we  avenged  the  Maine! 

But  scores  of  Spanish — and  they,  too, 
Had  done  their  duty  well — 

May  God  have  mercy  on  their  souls, 
Be  they  in  heaven  or  hell! 


ft 


GOD  SPEED  OUE  MEN. 

CHARLES    ST.    MORRIS. 
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Their  ships  we  captured,  sunk  or  burned, 

And  live  a  thousand  years, 
I'll  thank  the  Lord  I,  too,  was  there, 
'    Hear  still  our  ringing  cheers! 

Hail  to  our  noble  Commodore, 
'    For  deeds  so  glorious  done, 
Praise  to  a  greater  Captain  still, 
For  such  a  victory  won. 

As  echoing  through  all  time,  will  tell 

About  Manila  Bay, 
What  manhood  dared,  how  freedom  fought 

On  that  immortal  day! 

f 
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God  speed  our  men  across  the  seas,  tf#J 

'    Orer  the  billowy,  blustering  main, 
And  may  each  hearty,  favoring  breese 

ding,  we  will  bring  them  home  again — 
Home  to  their  mothers  and  their  wives — 
Men  who  for  freedom  risk  their  lives. 

God  speed  our  men  to  distant  isles — 

Isles  where  the  pen  has  lost  its  weight; 
And  may  their  bravery,  like  files, 

Cut  all  the  links  of  pompous  state; 
Sever  such  links  and  make  men  free 
Who  now  are  slaves  across  the  sea. 

God  speed  our  men,  and  may  they  find 

In  every  wave  a  valiant  friend; 
A  gallant  helper  in  each  wind 

To  aid  them  to  attain  that  end 
For  which  our  ships  now  breast  the  wave, 
To  dig  for  slavery  a  grave. 

God  speed  our  men  and  bless  them  all; 

Endow  them  with  almighty  power 
To  break  down  Tyranny's  base  wall 
'    And  rise  superior  to  the  hour — 
May  every  mother  live  to  see 
Her  son  the  star  of  liberty. 
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TO  OUK  BOYS. 

SARAH  J.   STENNETT. 

Tou  are  going  to  fight  for  your  country's  weal, 
To  right  a  wrong,  and  make  cowards  feel 
That  right  is  might — you  will  win  the  day, 
For  God  and  country,  away!  away! 

Tou  will  fight  to  free  the  poor  and  oppressed, 
To  avenge  your  brothers,  that  who  found  a  rest 
In  the  ocean's  depths,  think  of  them  this  day, 
For  God  and  your  country,  away!  away! 


Tou  will  fight  to  give  freedom  to  Cuba's  fair  land, 
}  Tou  must  fight  as  a  patient  and  God-fearing  band; 

If  you  fight  as  true  patriots  you  will  sure  win  the  day, 
For  God  and  your  country,  away!  away! 

Fling  wide  to  the  breeze  our  emblem  so  dear, 
For  the  Stars  and  Stripes  give  many  a  cheer, 
Keep  always  this  watchword  before  you  each  day, 
For  God  and  your  country,  away!  away! 


^ 


GOOD  BYE,  MY  MOTHER      • 

JOSEPHINE  PUETT  SPOONTS. 

I  follow  the  beat  of  the  drum  and  fife, 

You  stay  at  home  to  pray — 
But  I  know,  dear  heart,  the  fiercest  strife 

Is  not  in  the  battle  fray. 

With  a  smile  you  buckle  my  armor  on, 
With  a  smile  you  sob,  "God  speed" — 

But  with  trembling  touch,  a  face  so  wan, 
And  a  heart  that  knows  its  need! 

I  go  to  answer  my  country's  call — 

The  solace  of  duty  done. 
And  sleep  when  peace  and  darkness  fall 

On  the  field  of  battles  won. 

Or  deeper  sleep  where  the  foeman  leads — 

Will  be  mine  at  hush  of  day, 
While  you  count  the  moments,  like  rosary  beads. 

And  watch,  and  wait,  and  pray. 
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DEWEY'S  VICTORY. 

JOHN  SEBASTIAN  AND   S.   K.  HOPPER. 

In  the  darkness  before  the  dawn  of  day, 

The  daring  Commodore  Dewey  gliding  into  Manila  bay, 

Gave  the  Spaniards  quite  a  fright  by  the  sight 

Of  our  squadron  at  early  light  anchored  off  Cavite — 

In  the  cause  of  humanity  and  the  Maine. 

A  sullen  roar  from  off  the  shore  began  the  fight 
The  Olympia  replied  and  electrified  the  port, 
With  a  broadside  through  the  fort 
Which  demolished  It  outright  and 
Thus  removed  the  blight  of  the  Maine. 

Dewey  was  there  to  stay  so  he  drove  the  Spaniards  all  the  way 

As  he  maneuvered  around  the  bay 

With  heroic  intrepidity,  marvelous  skill  and  rapidity, 

Shot  and  shell  were  sent  to  tell,  the  perfidious  story  of  the  Maine. 

Admiral  Montejo  in  the  sag 

From  the  Reina  Christina  to  the  Isle  de  Cuba  changed  his  flag, 

But  as  the  cable  told  the  tale  t'was  of  no  avail 

For  Admiral  Dewey  had  come  to  spat  and  had  no  concern  for  that 

But  only  for  freedom  and  the  Maine. 

When  the  Spanish  cabled  that  their  squadron  was  disabled 

Dewey  had  already  called  upon  the  haughty  Don  of  Luzon 

To  capitulate  as  he  desired. 

To  communicate  position,  and  confiscate  munition 

Also  to  state  that  he  would  not  make  demand  for  millions 

But  intended  to  chastise  the  proud  Castilians 

For  the  betrayal  of  the  Maine. 

The  Gran  dee '8  promise  to  his  King  could  refusal  only  bring 
Then  followed  amazing  reports,  of  the  downfall  of  the  forts 
And  when  they  severed  the  wire,  Dewey  had  the  world  on  fire 
A  memorial  to  the  Sailors  of  the  Maine. 

Though  eager  for  the  fray  from  first  the  fleet  got  under  way 
Until  the  ending  of  that  ever  glorious  day, 
Eclipsing  Nelson  at  Abouker  Bay  and  Trafalgar. 
Exceptional  in  war  not  a  thing  was  done  to  mar, 
America's  Conquest  for  Humanity  and  the  Maine. 


I 


TO  Spanish- American  War  Songs. 

"OLD  GLORY." 

REV.    W.    H.    SCHLIFFER. 

"Old  Glory"  is  the  flag  we  love 


i  For  freedom  It  has  won! 


> 
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It  stands  for  honor,  justice,  help 

To  the  down-trodden  one. 
Let  us  rally  'round  it  then 

With  courage  firm  and  true 
And  fight  as  brave  and  fearless  men, 

For  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

"Old  Glory"  is  the  flag  we  love 
For  freedom  it  has  won! 
The  reign  of  Spanish  tyranny 
O'er  struggling  Cuba's  run. 
The  Chief  has  spoken:  "Break  her  chains;" 
The  people  thunder  forth; 
"Freedom's  flag  shall  wave  o'er  thee 
By  the  help  of  mighty  God." 


BATTLE  SONG. 

THOMAS  OSMOND  SUMMERS. 

Wake,  Columbia!    Wake  to  glory! 
Tell  the  nations  Freedom's  story! 
Let  it  flame  in  letters  gory — 

Sound  it  through  the  universe! 
Rise,  young  lion  of  the  ages, 
Armageddon  of  the  sages, 
Strike  thy  name  on  history's  pages, 

Lift  from  earth  the  despot's  curse! 

On  thy  star-set  banner  blazon 
Answer  to  the  world's  Elelson — 
Orifiamme  for  men  to  gaze  on, 

Floating  in  the  van  of  Time! 
As  the  century's  dawn  doth  heighten, 
Let  the  blazing  torch  enlighten 
And  thy  glorious  purposes  brighten, 

With  a  grandeur  all  sublime! 
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Not  for  conquest  is  thy  mission — 
Not  for  vengeance  or  ambition, 
But  to  lift  up  man's  condition, 

Gleaming  sword  of  Liberty! 
Hear  the  distant  thunders  muttering; 
See!  before  thee  thrones  are  tottering, 
As  the  long-slaved  world  is  uttering, 

All  its  impulse  to  be  free! 

Welcome,  then,  the  storm  of  battle, 
Cannon's  roar  and  musket  rattle! 
Men  no  more  like  driven  cattle 

Shall  to  monarch  bend  the  knee! 
Heirs  of  ages  rise  In  splendor, 
All  thy  might  to  Freedom  tender, 
Draw  thy  bright  blade  to  defend  her — 

Go  thou  forth  to  victory! 


THE  ANGLO-SAXON. 

N.    ALBERT  SHERMAN. 

What's  the  matter  with  old  Europe,  hear  her  mutterings  and  threi 

War's  abroad  and  her  passions  are  aflame; 
She  menaces  John  Bull  to  pay  old  scores  and  debts, 

But  to  checkmate  Uncle  Sammy  is  the  game. 
Count  on  Sam,  O!  mother  England  when  Europe  wants  to  fight, 

Should  mad  ambition  overleap  her  sense; 
The  cherished  Monroe  doctrine  will  mount  skyward  like  a  kite; 

He  can  inarch  for  either  conquest  or  defense. 

Chorus: 

Sing  hey!  for  Britannia,  sing  ho;  for  Uncle  Sam; 

For  kin  to  stand  by  kin  is  no  disgrace; 
Look  out  for  their  advance,  Austria,  Italy  and  France, 

0!  the  Anglo-Saxon  is  the  coming  race. 

The  continental  powers  are  balanced,  so  they  say, 

To  guard  against  surprise  or  wily  scheme; 
All  the  while  your  scales,  O,  princess,  are  adjusted  in  the  play 

To  make  the  Anglo-Saxon  kick  the  beam. 
The  outstripped  Latin  race  we  cannot  greatly  blame, 

Whichever  way  they  turn,  east  or  west, 
The  sleepless  Anglo-Saxon  has  staked  a  mighty  claim, 

Always  of  the  bigigest  and  the  best. 
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Sing  hey!  tor  Columbia,  song  ho!  for  Albion; 

On  every  land  their  footsteps  you  may  trace; 
Round  the  globe  their  vessels  roll;  North  and  South  from  pole  to  pole, 

O!  the  Anglo-Saxon's  up  and  in  the  race. 

Uncle  Sammy  la  a  giant  who  was  never  known  to  boast, 

But  he  cautions  you,  my  continental  friend, 
Not  to  twist  tiie  Lion's  tail,  nor  approach  the  Eagle's  roost, 
u '  Lest  Britannia  and  Yankee  Doodle  blend. 

. ,  The  Dragon  and  St.  George  for  a  thousand  years  and  more, 

Have  on  many  a  sea  and  land  fate  defied; 
While  the  Stars  and  Stripes  float  over  and  guard  a  mightier  shore, 
1  Than  the  ancient' Roman  Eagles  in  their  pride. 
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Chorus: 

Sing  sey!  on  high  C  the  Federal  Eagle  screams, 

Sing  ho!  for  the  Lion's  double  bass; 
Ye  will  quickstep  to  changes  beyond  Boney's  wildest  dreams, 

To  the  music  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race. 


"FOR  THE  BOYS  WHO  HAVE  GONE  TO  SET  THE 

ISLAND  FREE." 

ELMER  E.  SPIDEL. 

The  sons  of  this  nation  have  reached  the  isle  at  last, 

They  are  ready  with  the  guns  of  liberty, 
To  shoot  down  ev'ry  fortress  and  castle  on  her  shore 

And  end  all  that  crime  and  misery; 
The  cities  and  the  harbors,  our  noble  sons  will  take, 

Their  guns  will  make  the  little  island  shake; 
And  the  shackles  on  the  natives  they'll  cast  into  the  sea, 

For  the  boys  have  gone  to  set  the  island  free. 

Chorus: 

The  boys  are  on  the  island  of  the  sea! 

They  have  left  the  dear  old  land  of  liberty; 
'Mong  the  natives  they  will  roam,  till  they  give  them  a  "free  home,1 

For  the  boys  have  gone  to  set  the  island  free. 

The  old  Spanish  kingdom,  far  across  the  sea, 

Has  plundered  ev'ry  little  island  home, 
And  shot  down  little  children  around  the  cottage  door 

And  left  them  to  perish,  all  alone; 
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The  cruel  Spanish  soldier  must  leave  the  Cuban  shore! 

There  he'll  never  murder  children  any  more, 
And  the  whole  island  nation  must  have  liberty, 

For  the  boys  have  gone  to  set  the  island  free. 

The  Star-Spangled  Banner,  forever  let  her  wave! 

Let  the  lone  star  of  Cuba  kiss  the  sky, 
Sound  the  bugle  call  of  Justice,  far  across  the  main; 

Let  vict'ry  and  freedom  be  the  cry* 
Let  kingdoms  'neath  the  heavens,  hear  the  sweet  refrain, 

Let  them  hear  the  cry  of  freedom  once  again; 
Let  the  children  of  this  nation  shout  for  liberty, 

For  the  boys  have  gone  to  set  the  island  free. 


PRIVATE  RAWREKROOT  ON  GUARD. 

A.  J    SLATER. 

It  came  my  turn  the  other  day  to  be  a  sentinel — 
Who  guards  the  camp,  and  calls  the  hour,  and  cries  out,  "All  is  well!" 
As  number  two  of  the  third  relief,  the  poet  that  few  to  me 
Was  right  in  front  of  the  colonel's  tent— where  I  fitted  to  a  '%." 

My  soldierly  appearance  seemed  to  cause  admiring  awe 

In  every  one  that  passed  that  way  and  raised  his  eyes  and  saw— 

For  every  man,  as  he  went  by,  whatever  his  degree, 

Whether  officer  or  private,  took  off  his  hat  to  me. 

I  returned  each  salutation  with  a  smile  and  graceful  bow. 

It  was  a  grand  ovation — indeed  It  was,  I  vow! 

But  in  the  very  midst  of  it,  the  captain  of  the  guard 

Appeared,  and  roughly  called  me  down,  and  eat  on  me  quite  hard. 

It  was  plain  that  he  was  Jealous  of  the  homage  I  received. 
He  called  me  several  kinds  of  fool — but  I  was  not  deceived. 
Said  he:  "What  they  saluted  was  the  flag  here  by  your  side." 
I  dared  not  contradict  him,  though  I  knew  the  fellow  lied. 

Do  you  know  your  general  orders?"  he  went  on  to  ask  of  me. 
Orders  what?"  I  promptly  answered — "and  which  general  fe  he?" 
'Great  Sampson!"  cried  the  officer;  "of  all  the  stupid  fools! 
Here— quit  this  post  this  moment  and  go  down  and  guard  the  mules!" 

I  am  filled  with  Indignation  at  such  Jealousy  and  spite; 
With  army  life  it  makes  me,  I  must  say,  disgusted  quite. 
In  fact,  I'm  almost  tempted  to  throw  up  my  Job  this  day- 
Call  for  my  time,  and  tell  them  that  I  can't  and  will  not  stay! 


« 
«« 
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GLAD  TIDINGS. 

%  H.  B.  SWBTT. 

Cubans,  rejoice.   On  every  hill 

Beneath  "Old  Glory's"  sway, 
Bright  watch  fires  gleam — the  brave  and  true 

Are  gathering  for  the  fray. 

Thy  coward  foe  has  dared  to  strike 

The  hand  that  succored  thee, 
And  proudly  flaunts  his  battle-flag 

Across  our  own  fair  sea, 

Let  him  beware.  The  hand  that  fed 

Thy  starving  thousands  there, 
Hath  turned  to  steel;  and  Tyrant  blood 

That  hand  will  never  spare. 

Patriots,  be  glad.  Thy  galling  chains 
Shall  break.    And  thou  shalt  see 

On  cruel's  Morro's  frowning  walls, 
The  banner  of  the  Free. 


THE  LOSS  OF  THE  MAINE. 

SAMANTHA    WHIPPLE    BHOUP. 

Starry  and  sweet  was  the  tropic  night, 
The  low  wind  breathing  soft  and  light 
Across  the  peaceful  bay; 
The  little  waves  with  azure  lips 
Rain  gayly  up  to  kiss  the  ships 
That  all  at  anchor  lay. 

White  and  stately,  shining  and  trim, 

Sdlent  and  death  fill,  might  and  grim, 

Lay  our  battleship,  the  Maine. 

Her  deadly  guns  are  still  and  cold, 

The  fires  are  low  in  her  steel-wrought  hold 

In  tills  friendly  port  of  Spain. 

"While  (the  Southern  stars  above  them  sweep. 
The  sailors  watch,  or  the  sailors  sleep 
With  calm  and  even  breath; 
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When — crashing  thunder  and  bursting  fire 
The  low  wave  climbing  high  and  higher, 
And— all  in  a  moment — death! 

Weep  for  the  brave  who  lie  at  rearC 
For  the  ship  that  nevermore  ©hall  breast 
The  billows'  eweU  and  lapse; 
Shattered  and  sunk  in  her  untried  might, 
Sunk  with  never  a  chance  to  fight, 
By  accident?    Perhaps, 

But  the  blackest  list  of  bloody  crime 
Writ  in  the  doomsday  book  of  time, 
The  worst  its  leaves  contain 
Of  lust  of  power  and  greed  of  gold, 
Of  bigot  hatred  uncontrolled, 
Is  thy  dark  record,  Spain! 

Treacherous,  cruel,  and  accurst, 
Of  all  the  deeds  of  earth,  the  worst 

Are  signed  with  the  name  of  Spain;' 
And  if  this  were  indeed  thy  deed, 
O,  Judas  of  the  nations,  heed! 
Thou  diest  with  the  Maine! 


THE  FLOWER  OF  MAY. 

MARY    CHRIST1NK    SEEGER. 

Oh,  lightly  falls  the  rain,  and  the  young  green  things  are  growing; 

Oh,  lightly  falls  the  rain,  and  the  summer  time  is  near; 
And  lightly  calls  the  woodland  where  tender  buds  are  blowing, 

Calling,  calling,  calling  the  flower  of  the  year. 

Starlike  in  the  shadows,  where  the  martyrd  slumber; 

Strong  hearts  and  faint  hearts,  the  innocent  and  brave; 
Gray  heads  and  gold  heads,  who  shall  count  their  number? 

Tender  feet  of  children  none  were  strong  to  save. 

Pallid  in  the  hollows,  steeped  In  tears  and  sorrows, 
Famine,  like  a  mighty  wraith,  between  the  swinging  seas; 

Fire  and  sword  and  rapine,  to  these  belong  the  morrows — 
What  can  laughing  mummer  have  to  do  with  these? 
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Fling  to  the  winds  thy  message;  be  as  ol  did  a  presage 
Of  freedom,  borne  upon  the  heights— that  sweeps  from  sea  to  sea; 

When  lust  and  carnage  sated,  and  a  nation  execrated, 
Thou  com'st,  O  God  of  Vengeance,  to  set  thy  people  free. 

Wrongs  there  have  been  aforetime,  passtag  hope  of  pardon, 
Down  the  marching  ages  hear  the  oppressed  cry; 

By  right  of  blood  and  anguish,  thine,  too,  must  be  the  guerdon 
Of  spring's  divine  renewal,  the  Flower  of  Liberty! 

Then  swing  thy  fragile  censers;  let  loose  their  incense  holy; 

Give  to  the  breeze  the  unseen  breath  that  perfumes  every  place. 
The  winds  are  swift  that  heap  the  seas — Salvation  comes  but  slowly, 
,i, '  But  comes  with  lightnings  in  his  hand  and  thunder  in  his  face. 

\  Open,  O  buds  of  springtime!  fling  wide  thy  vernal  splendor 

And  cover  the  waste  places  where  the  bloodstains  be; 
Faith  and  hope  and  courage,  all  things  true  and  tender, 
Walt  thy  quick  unfolding,  O  Flower  of  Liberty! 


PAT  MULLEN'S  SHOT. 

D.    J.    SCULLY. 

"Pat  Mullen  is  the  man  for  me.    His  aim  is  good  and  true, 
Sang  out  the  Nashville's  skipper,  a  valiant  tar  in  blue. 
"We  must  overhaul  the  Spaniard,  she's  food  for  Uncle  Sam. 
So  clear  the  decks — let  every  man  be  steady,  cool  and  calm." 
Thus  Pat  Mullen  was  selected  to  train  that  fateful  gun, 
And  stop  the  frighted  Spaniard,  now  hard  upon  the  run. 

'Twas  on  an  April  morning,  the  light  was  on  the  leas, 
A  hundred  million  jewels  seemed  set  upon  the  seas, 
The  cruiser's  bow  dark  painted,  it  clove  the  water  wide, 
And  left  behind  a  foaming  and  a  churning  tide. 
Afar  within  the  offing  the  Spanish  steamer  rode, 
Running  like  a  maddened  bull  before  the  teasing  goad. 

But  'twas  useless  for  the  quarry  to  evade  the  hunter's  aim, 

The  Nashville,  swift  and  steady,  gained  upon  the  game, 

Until  above  the  waters  full  and  clear  arose  the  hull 

Of  the  Spanish  stranger.   Then  there  came  a  lull. 

"Tell  Mullen  to  be  ready!"  called  the  captain  down  below, 

And  Gunner  Pat  he  gave  his  gun  the  training  how  to  go. 
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For  Old  Glory  and  Old  Ireland,  the  shot  must  hit  the  mark, 
And  send  the  Spaniards  down  to  where  the  ocean's  ways  are  dark/' 
Said  Patrick  as  he  sighted  and  leaned  upon  his  gun, 
And  cheerfully  commented  to  his  mates  about  the  fun. 
But  he  grimly  recollected  a  few  mates  abroad  the  Maine, 
Whom  Spanish  hands  had  murdered — whom  he'd  never  meet  again. 


Are  you  ready,  Patrick  Mullen?"  came  from  the  decks  above. 

Yes,"  said  Gunner  Mullen,  "as  a  woman  is  to  love." 
"Then  sight  her  six  feet  over  and  shoot  across  her  bows." 

"The  d "  said  Gunner  Mullen,  with  a  frown  upon  his  brows. 

"I'd  sooner  sight  to  hit  her,"  he  muttered  as  he  drew 
A  bead  upon  the  stranger  across  the  waters  blue. 

A  flash,  a  roar  and  then  a  shot,  it  hurtled  o'er  the  wave; 
It  flew  across  the  Spaniard's  bow  and  found  a  wat'ry  grave. 
But  the  steamer  nothing  heeded,  so  Pat  drew  again  a  bead; 
Once  more  the  cannon  thundered,  then  the  Spaniard  slackened  speed. 
He  said  he  would  surrender,  and  pulled  down  the  flag  of  Spain. 
"  Tis  well,"  said  Patrick  Mullen,  "but  it  don't  avenge  the  Maine." 

Pat  Mullen's  shot  still  echoes — it  is  rolling  'round  the  world, 
Its  sound  doth  tell  the  story  that  Old  Glory  is  unfurled, 
That  the  banneret  of  freedom  is  flaunting  in  the  breeze; 
A  symbol  of  protection  to  the  Cuban  'yond  the  seas, 
That  Americans  are  conscious  of  the  heritage  they  hold, 
To  stop  the  harsh  oppressor,  to  cow  the  tyrant  bold. 

Then  here's  health  to  Patrick  Mullen,  that  Irish  lad  so  true, 

The  tar  who  loves  Old  Glory  and  the  shamrock,  too. 

And  health  to  every  sailor  of  our  navy  on  the  sea, 

To  very  man  of  every  kind  who  wishes  Cuba  free. 

For  the  mission  of  Old  Glory  is  e'er  to  free  the  slave, 

To  float  o'er  ships  of  freemen  and  above  the  hero's  grave. 


WE  AKE  COMING,  UNCLE  SAM! 

SAMUEIi  THOMAS  SHAW. 

We  are  coming,  Uncle,  coming; 

And  we  heed  the  drum's  wild  thrumming, 

As  we  fall  in  line  to  meet  your  urgent  call! 
And  our  hearts  beat  for  the  nation, 
As  we  take  our  loyal  station, 

Which  portends  the  Spaniards'  sure  and  speedy  fall. 
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We  are  coming,  Uncle,  coming; 
And  there'll  surely  be  a  summing 

Up  from  vengeful  crimes  the  cruel  Dons  have  wrought! 
They  will  hear  the  eagle  screaming 
As  our  serried  ranks  are  teeming 

Through  the  ruined  walls  our  Yankee  valor  brought! 

We  are  coming,  Uncle,  coming; 
And  our  battle  songs  we're  humming 

To  the  onward  march  we've  waited  for  so  long! 
And  we'll  clear  the  way  to  Cadta — 
Tea,  we'll  even  go  to  hades 

'Neath  Old  Glory  to  in  right  avenge  the  wrong! 

We  are  coming,  Uncle,  coming; 
In  our  loyal  right  we're  coming 

To  the  frowning  forts  and  battlements  again; 
But  the  blue  and  gray  together, 
Who  have  chafed  beneath  their  tether 

Touch  their  elbows  now  In  righteous  cause  'gainst  Spain! 


STEPHEN  VAN  KENSSELAER  CRUGER 

M.  E.  W.  SHERWOOD. 

Few  can  remember,  now  perhaps  a  score, 

How  we  would  gather  when  the  war  was  o'er, 

With  eyes  which  swam,  with  hearts  which  inward  burn, 

To  see  our  ragged  regiments  return. 

Some  may  still  see,  but  now,  alas,  how  few! 

A  wounded  boy,  in  faded  coat  of  blue, 

Who  wearily  trod  beneath  that  summer  sun. 

He  gladly  halted,  leaning  on  his  gun, 

Like  some  antique  ideal  did  he  stand, 

Or  silent  picture  from  Velasquez's  hand. 

But  as  a  friend  with  cheers  called  out  his  name, 

There  leaped  to  his  pale  cheek  a  fiery,  blood-red  flame. 

Duty  was  easy,  but  not  yet  was  Fame! 

Later,  when  work  so  nobly  filled  his  life, 

He  could  not  quite  forget  the  days  of  drum  and  fife 

He  loved  the  soldier's  calling,  and  would  stride 

His  gallant  steed,  which  he  so  well  could  ride; 

And  on  parade,  in  brilliant  harness  mailed, 

Before  his  lofty  port  all  other  warriors  paled. 
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He  never  shunned  his  serious  work  to  do, 

But  kept  ail  trusts  inviolate  and  true. 

His  virtues,  like  his  features,  were  antique; 

Not  his  to  curry  favor  or  to  seek 

Those  gauds  which  men  call  honors;  but  all  knew 

His  hand  was  honest  and  his  heart  was  true. 

A  faithful  citizen  of  modest  speech, 
An  honest  purpose,  which  no  bribes  could  reach. 
His  day  was  all  too  short,  for  needed  here 
Are  men  whose  lives  ennobles,  help  and  cheer. 
Life  found  him  ready,  and  Death  found  him  meek; 
To  reach  his  equal  we  have  far  to  seek. 
Not  glittering  pleasure's  too  seductive  role 
Could  dim  the  innate  hero  in  his  soul. 

Now,  gallant  Twelfth,  bear  your  commander  on. 
His  shield  has  found  him,  and  his  spurs  are  won. 


THE   SHOW. 

E.    IRENAEUS    STEVENSON. 

"Gome  in,  come  in!"  the  showman  cries; 

And  touts  with  clattering,  fleshlese  Jaws. 
"My  panorama  edifies, 

My  portraits  catch  even  Hell's  applause. 
I've  store  of  paintings  praised  Below, 

With  scenes  to  make  Friend  Satan  vain, 
But  none  such  mastery  can  show 
As  these— the  ghastly  art  of  Spain. 

"From  burning  homes,  from  screw  and  rack 
See  Jewish  maids  and  graybeards  flee; 
Wfth  branded  brow  and  livid  back, 
The  pillaged  Moors  attain  the  sea. 
And,  pray,  admire  these  dungeons  grim, 
That  stake,  those  robes  with  tongues  of  flame! 
They  wrought  their  work  as  serving  Him 
A  Torquemada  dared  to  name. 

"Roll  on,  my  show!    Dark  Alva  here, 
My  apt  lieutenant,  sullen  stands — 
Stranger  to  mercy  as  to  fear — 
Apollyon  of  the  Netherlands. 
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And  there,  toward  "helpless  England's  shore, 
The  dread  Armada  glides,  Ill-starred; 

My  harvest  had  been  thousands  more 
Had  Ireland's  reefs  forgot  their  guard! 

"Ho,  for  the  New  World!  Knife  In  hand. 

Their  victims  gasping  at  their  feet, 
See  false  Menendes  and  his  band, 

Their  master-butchery  complete. 
In  tortures  that  a  fiend  might  dread, 

Lo,  shrieking  Incas  gold  upyield, 
And  look!    The  Spanish  Main  runs  red. 

The  Spanish  pirates'  booty-field. 

"Now  note  what  horrors  choice  I  have; 

The  Eastern  Indies'  story  rare. 
The  blazing  hut,  the  ravished  slave 

Define  the  Spaniard's  fostering  care. 
And,  next,  baptized  with  sister-name, 

The  Western  Isles  present  their  ring, 
By  Spanish  crime,  for  Spanish  shame, 

A  record  filled  to  festering! 

"And  last,  I  show  thee,  blackened  Jewel, 

Of  all  the  Antilles  carcanet! 
What!  Didst  thou  fancy  Time's  long  school 

Gould  make  the  Spaniard  human  yet? 
Scourged — prostrate — with  thy  strangled  cry, 

I,  Death,  have  seemed  thy  friend — of  all! 
Despair  not!    In  the  darkening  sky, 

Justice  and  vengeance  wait  to  fall!" 


DEWEY,  DO. 

PATRICK  P.  SHBBHAN. 

Let  us  learn  the  golden  rule, 
In  our  great  American  school, 

Do  'em,  Dewey,  do  'em,  do, 
Do  'em,  hero,  or  they'll  do  you. 

Let  us  now  press  Spain's  hand  ill  a. 
Let  us  teach  them  in  Manila, 

To  respect  our  fine  squad-rilla, 
And  our  brave  hearts  loyal  and  true, 

Do  'em,  Dewey,  do  'em,  do, 
Do  'em,  hero,  or  they'll  do  you. 
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HOBSON  AND  HIS  MEN. 

ADELE  TOWNSEND  STANTON. 

The  Spanish  squadron  sheltered  lay 
In  Santiago's  land-locked  bay, 
The  narrow  entrance  guarded  o'er 
By  leveled  guns  from  either  shore. 

Outside  the  harbor  Sampson's  fleet 
Knew  egress  meant  for  Spain  defeat, 
While  rash  across  the  haven's  Up 
'Twould  be  to  take  a  single  ship. 

Quiescent  thus  the  navies  wait, 
While  Time  stands  at  the  helm  of  Fate 
Past  steering  toward  the  deed  and  man, 
Who  worth  the  deed,  should  ably  plan 

And  execute,  what  future  fame 
Shall  through  the  coming  years  proclaim! 
A  young  lieutenant  earned  consent 
To  try  his  swift-conceived  Intent 

To  choke  the  harbor's  slender  throat 
By  sinking  there,  with  help,  a  boat— 
The  Merrimac— himself  to  stand 
Upon  her  bridge,  his  own  the  hand 

To  fire  torpedoes  strung  beside 
The  collier,  when  an  aid  should  guide 
Her  past  the  forts  to  where  he  knew 
The  spot  to  sink  her;  "and  her  crew?" 

"Life  seems  for  them  so  poor  a  thing 
By  what  its  sacrifice  may  bring!" 
Then  came  the  call  for  volunteers, 
Which  hundreds  answered  to,  with  cheers. 

But  Richmond  Hobson  knew  the  stake 
That  men  who  followed  him  must  make, 
And  chose  but  six;  one  more  dared  hide 
To  risk  life  in  this  fearless  ride. 

Each  in  the  plot  was  told  his  share 
Of  work  to  do;  then  to  prepare, 
Without  delay,  the  Merrimac 
To  sail,  but  never  to  come  back. 
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■  A  LOVING  TEIBUTE  TO  OUR  HEROIC  DEAD. 

!  ADA  KNOWLTON  ST11ATTON. 

'(  The  fragrance  of  the  Maytime  and  the  singing  of  the  birds, 

;;.;  Recall  the  long-lost  voices  with  their  melody  of  words; 

Homes  were  brightened  by  their  presence,  buds  of  love  would  beauteous 
;■«'  bloom; 

And  today  we  seem  to  see  them  each  in  his  accustomed  room. 

.  # 
.    £  Fairest  homes  soon  lost  their  brightness  when  the  lov'd  ones  marched 

j  away, 

£  Mothers,  sisters,  too,  and  sweethearts,  could  do  nothing  else  but  pray; 

j  \  For  a  time,  but  soon  reaction  stir'd  the  fire  where  Freedom  slept; 

V  4f  They  were  heroes  in  life's  battle,  gave  and  prayed  and  worked  and  wept 


i 
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Sorrow  wove  a  veil  of  sadness,  it  was  hung  on  many  a  door; 
They  stepped  forth,  so  brave  and  fearless,  to  return  ah!  nevermore; 
Many  since  have  crossed  the  river  to  on  Heavenly  hills  abide, 
Many  more  are  going  o'er  the  soundless  waters  wide. 

North  and  South  seem  drawing  nearer,  blue  and  gray  united  hold 
Firmly  out  the  starry  banner,  glory  written  on  ev'ry  fold: 
East  and  West,  and  all  united,  sprang  to  arms  at  country's  call — 
Just  as  they  did  who  are  sleeping,  so  we  decorate  them  all. 

Scatter  roses,  white  and  golden,  purple,  crimson,  pink  and  red, 
Violets  and  lilies  longest  love  to  linger  round  the  dead; 
Whispering  some  times  of  angels  softly  watching  thro'  the  night, 
O'er  the  graves  of  fallen  heroes  with  the  moonbeams  robed  in  white. 


*\ 


THE  AMERICAN  SONG. 

M.   J.   SAVAGE. 

What  song  shall  America  sing, 

Toung  heir  of  the  elder  world, 
Whose  knee  ne'er  bent  to  tyrant  king. 

Whose  banner  defeat  ne'er  furled? 
A  song  of  the  brave  and  the  free, 

No  echo  of  antique  rhyme, 
But  a  shout  of  hope  for  the  day  to  be, 

The  light  of  the  coming  time. 

From  the  dark  lowlands  of  the  past, 
Swelling  loud  o'er  the  victim's  cries, 
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The  hero's  shout  sweeps  up  the  blast 
Where  wounded  Freedom  dies. 

The  drum's  dull  beat  and  the  trumpet's  Mart 
From  the  far-off  years  are  heard; 

But  the  paean  of  klngB  is  man's  despair, 
And  the  hope  of  the  worlcj  deferred. 

'Tig  the  song  of  the  free  we  sing; 

Of  the  good  time  not  yet  born, 
Where  each  man  of  himself  is  king, 

Of  a  day  whose  gladsome  morn 
Shall  see  the  earth  beneath  our  feet, 

And  a  fair  sky  overhead; 
When  those  now  sad  shall  find  life  sweet, 

And  none  shall  hunger  for  bread. 

Sing  then  our  American  song! 

'Tis  no  boast  of  triumphs  won 
At  the  price  of  another's  wrong, 

Or  of  foul  deeds  foully  done. 
We  fight  for  the  wide  world's  right, 

To  enlarge  life's  scope  and  plan, 
To  flood  the  earth  with  hope  and  light, 

To  build  the  kingdom  of  Man! 


"NOW  I  LAY  ME." 

BERTHA  SIEFERT. 

Near  the  campflre's  flickering  light, 

In  the  blanket  bed  I  lie, 
Gazing  through  the  shades  of  night 

And  the  twinkling  stars  on  high. 
O'er  me,  spirits  in  the  air 

Silent  vigils  seem  to  keep, 
As  I  breathe  my  childhood's  prayer, 

"Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep." 

Sadly  sings  the  whip-poor-will 

In  the  boughs  of  yonder  tree, 
Laughingly  the  dancing  rill 

Swells  the  midnight  melody. 
Foemen  may  be  lurking  near 

In  the  canyon  dark  and  deep — 
Low  I  breathe  in  Jesus'  ear: 

"I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  keep." 
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'Mid  thoee  stars  one  face  I 

One  the  Savior  turned  away — 
Mother,  who  in  infancy 

Taught  <my  baby  lips  to  pray. 
Her  sweet  spirit  hovers  near, 

In  this  lonely  mountain  brake — 
Take  me  to  her,  Savior  dear, 

"If  I  should  die  before  I  wake." 


Fainter  grows  the  flickering  light, 
As  each  ember  slowly  dies; 
,:,  ^  (Plaintively  the  birds  of  night 

i*  g  *  Pill  the  air  with  saddening  cries. 

V  i  Over  me  they  seem  to  cry: 

"You  may  never  more  awake." 
Now  I  lisp:    "If  I  should  die 
I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  take." 


PROCESSIONAL. 

HERB  SHOEMAKER. 


Lord  God,  while  threat'ning  clouds  hang  low 
And  awesome  shadows  denser  grow, 
Hold  o'er  us  like  Thy  cov-nant  bow. 
In  God  we  trust. 

Though  mercy  call  and  we  obey; 
Though  Justice  'waits  our  power's  sway, 
Lest  we  should  boast,  be  this  our  stay : 
In  God  we  trust. 

Let  not  vainglory  blindly  lead; 
Or  vengeful  pride,  or  pelf  or  greed, 
Obscure  our  martyred  fathers'  creed: 
In  God  we  trust. 

0,  lead  us  on,  in  Wisdom's  might, 
To  purge  Oppression's  with'ring  blight — 
But,  still,  hold  o'er  us,  day  and  night, 
In  God  we  trust. 

0,  help  us;  keep  our  honor  free 
From  all  but  that  which  honors  Thee — 
0,  hear!  and  let  our  honor  be 
In  God  we  trust. 
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MAY  MORNING  IN  MANILA  BAY. 

J.  H.  STEDMAN. 

How  lovely  Is  the  morning  when  the  first  sweet  thoughts  of  s] 
Around  the  joyous  May-pole  the  lads  and  lassies  bring: 
My  May-pole  is  my  topmast,  my  green,  Manila  bay, 
My  ribbons  are  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  this  glorious  first  of  Ma] 

Tou  may  sleep,  August!,  and  the  Spanish  squadron,  too, 
And  I  will  rise  up  early  and  will  steal  a  march  on  you; 
When  lively  guns  salute  you,  you  will  wake  up  for  the  day; 
I'm  king  of  Manila  bay,  boys,  and  the  Spaniard  steals  away. 

Sampson  has  had  his  hair  cut  but  he  is  Sampson  still, 
And  "Schlay"  or  "Schly"  is  cruising  to  slyly  slay  at  will; 
While  Spanish  ships  play  peek-a-bee  with  Cadiz  far  away, 
I'm  king  of  Manila  bay,  boys,  and  Spain  has  had  its  day. 

Down  drops  the  Spanish  ensign,  'tis  time  its  day  were  dead, 
With  its  pestilential  yellow  and  its  cruel,  bloody  red. 
This  Phllopene'8  a  jolly  game  but  the  Spaniard's  dull  at  play; 
I'm  king  of  Manila  bay,  boys,  this  glorious  first  of  May. 

The  Stars  and  Stripes — Old  Glory — floats  in  triumph  on  the  se; 
In  flush  of  dawn  and  noontide  glare  and  in  the  evening  breez* 
Cantharides  their  motto — the  Spanish  fly — to-day, 
I'm  king  of  Manila  bay,  boys,  and  I  have  come  to  stay. 


POEM. 

J.   O.    STEVIC. 


From  the  state  of  Wisconsin 

Soon  I  may  roam 
To  the  battle  field  covered  with  blood, 

Where  the  shot  and  the  shell 

Screaming  loud  as  they  fell 
On  our  heroes  sent  home  to  God. 

The  thoughts  of  the  Maine 

Drives  us  almost  insane, 
When  we  think  of  the  treacherous  Don, 

So  we'll  shoulder  our  gun, 

Take  a  hand  in  the  fun, 
And  not  rest  till  the  Spanish  are  gone. 
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How  dearly  we  love 
The  red,  white  and  blue 

As  it  waves  o'er  the  land  of  the  free, 
So  when  in  the  fray, 
Be  it  soon  as  it  may, 

We'll  fight  as  fought  Dewey  at  sea. 

And  you  who  are  left 
.tfi  To  safe-guard  the  home 

■ 

i-  And  the  dear  ones  still  sheltered  there, 
«l  Let  your  thoughts  be  with  those 

Oj  Who  soon  may  repose 

'!  <<:  'Neath  the  sod  of  Cuba  so  fair. 

j-  r    " 

\    \  For  those  who  are  slain 

And  'neath  the  sod  lain 

In  that  land  so  far,  far  away 
Will  have  no  sweet  showers 
Of  beautiful  flowers 

Strewn  o'er  their  bed  of  cold  day. 


THE  "SPIRIT  OF  1898." 

ALICE   GARLAND   STEELE. 

Go!  for  our  country  calls  thee 

To  battle  far  away; 
Though  fear  for  thee  appalls  me, 

I  would  not  bid  thee  stay. 
We  hear  throughout  our  Nation 

Sad  Cuba's  voice  again; 
It  pleads  "Emancipation!" 

And  shall  it  pleads  in  vain? 

Go!  for  our  flag  is  flying; 

Its  waving  folds  I  see; 
Its  Stars  and  Stripes  are  crying 

The  slogan  of  the  free. 
And  shall  my  heart  then  falter 

When  duty  calls  for  thee, 
To  place  love  on  the  altar 

Of  deathless  liberty! 
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Go!  'tis  oar  honor  calls  thee! 

Go!  and  be  brave,  be  true; 
Whatever  fate  befalls  thee, 

Thy  duty  must  thou  do. 
And  if  thy  life  shall  perish 

On  Cuba's  distant  shore, 
Thy  memory  will  I  cherish 

In  honor  evermore. 

Go!  to  God's  holy  keeping 

I  pray  thee  trust  thy  all; 
My  eyes  are  dim  with  weeping 

At  this  our  country's  call. 
But  go,  nor  heed  my  sorrow, 

And  this  my  comfort  be, 
Through  many  a  sad  to-morrow, 

"He  helps  make  Cuba  free!" 


UNCLE   SAM. 

J.  M.   SHAWHAN. 

Who  is  this  Uncle  Sam,  pa? 

Who  looks  so  lank  and  thin, 
And  has  a  sort  o'  lantern  jaw, 

And  whiskers  on  his  chin. 
He  wears  such  funny  striped  clothes, 

And  looks  so  cute  and  sly, 
And  holds  his  finger  on  his  nose, 

And  winks  his  tother  eye. 

I'll  tell  you  who  he  is,  my  son, 

And  of  his  Royal  Birth. 
He's  related  to  George  Washington, 

The  greatest  man  on  earth. 
He  was  born  of  Yankee  parents, 

Many  years  gone  by, 
In  a  place  called  Philadelphia, 

On  the  Fourth  day  of  July. 

Why,  he's  the  man  you  read  about, 

In  the  papers  every  day, 
Who  knocked  the  Spanish  Navy  out, 

Down  in  Manila  Bay. 
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And  bottled  up  Cervera, 

In  the  Santiago  Jug, 
And  corked  him  up  securely, 

With  his  patent  Hobson  plug. 

Why  is  all  this  cruel  war? 

I  can't  quite  understand, 
And  what  they  kill  each  other  for, 

In  battle  hand  to  hand. 
Why,  that  is  plain  enough,  I'm  sure, 


j  For  anyone  to  see, 


Old  Uncle  Sam  could  not  endure 
The  Spanish  treachery. 

Has  Uncle  Saml  any  wife? 

Well,  no,  not  yet,  my  son, 
But,  I  will  bet  my  old  jaik-knlfe, 

Some  day  he  will  have  one. 
He  has  his  eye  upon  a  maid, 

Across  the  sea,  'tis  said, 
And  all  of  Europe  feels  afraid 

That  Sam  and  her'l  wed. 

America  and  England 

Will  some  day  be  allied, 
And  Uncle  Sam  will  then  demand 

His  fair  and  blooming  bride; 
We'll  hear  no  more  the  dreadful  sound 

Of  war  and  Its  alarm, 
And  Uncle  Sam'l  strut  around, 

With  Victoria  on  his  arm. 


A  NEW  WAE  SONG. 

BEULAH  R.  STEVENS. 

O  rise  up  in  your  glorious  might, 

America,  America! 
Destroy  the  wrong,  defend  the  right, 

America,  America! 
O  see  the  pleading  hand  outheld, 
Behold  the  fetters  tyrants  weld; 
And  shall  thine  aid  be  still  withheld? 

America,  America! 
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Thy  sons  are  loyal,  brave  and  true, 

America,  America! 
They're  burning  now  to  dare  and  do, 

America,  America! 
No  brother  looks  to  thee  in  vain; 
We'll  crush  the  power  of  cruel  Spain; 
'Remembered  be  the  martyred  Maine. 

America,  America! 

Then  give  three  cheers  for  Dewey,  true, 

America,  America! 
And  for  the  grand,  Red,  White  and  Blue, 

America,  America! 
Our  ships  are  victors  on  the  sea, 
And  Cuba  shall  be,  must  be  free! 
All  honor  do  we  give  to  thes, 

America,  America! 


THE  VICTOEY  OF  DEWEY. 

MENZO   SNYDER, 

'Twas  on  May  first  ninety-eight 

That  Dewey  won  the  day, 
And  raised  the  glorious  stars  and  stripes, 

That  o'er-look  Manila  Bay. 
He  met  the  enemy  at  dawn, 

He'd  laid  his  plans  to  fight, 
And  at  the  hour  of  ten  a.  m. 

He  had  'em  out  o'slght. 

Chorus. 

Hurrah!    Hurrah!    for  Dewey; 

'Twas  he  who  won  the  day, 
And  set  the  stars  of  glory 

Waving  o'er  Manila  Bay. 
We'll  honor  him  in  years  to  come 

And  all  brave  men  will  say: 
"HI3  name  is  read  in  history, 

When  he  has  passed  away." 

He  sailed  o'er  their  mines  at  night, 

He  sailed  with  IRtle  fear, 
And  when  the  coming  morning  dawned 

He  had  drawn  very  near. 


4 

*• 

i 


820  Spanish- American  War  Songs. 

The  order  came  to  fire, 
Which  was  answered  in  return, 

The  enemy  saw  the  bursting  flames 
That  told  them  they  must  burn. 

He  fought  as  heroes  must  fight; 

He  fought  that  he  might  win; 
He  thought  of  the  brave  two  hundred 

Victims  of  that  Spanish  sin. 
To  rouse  the  men  in  his  command 

He  did  not  try  in  vain; 
For  this  was  his  command  to  fire: 

"Remember,  boys,  the  Maine." 

He  is  the  first  great  hero 

In  the  conflict  of  the  day. 
And  controls  that  eastern  island 

O'er  which  the  stripes  do  sway; 
He  is  watching  o'er  the  wounded, 

Who  fought  that  he  might  die, 
And  leave  to  them  the  soil, 

The  soil  on  which  they  lie. 

He  had  gone  to  do  a  noble  deed, 

To  fight  for  truth  and  right; 
And  rise  above  the  enemy 

He  confronted  In  the  night. 
Now  Spain  is  in  a  turmoil, 

O'er  that  bay  they'll  no  more  roam, 
For  one  hundred  and  fifty  of  their  men 

Lie  beneath  that  briny  foam. 


WHO   THE   NEXT   'LL  BE. 

EDWARD  SINGER. 

All  the  world's  a-cheerin' 

Hobson  en  his   men; 
Dewey's  brow  is  circled 

With  Fame's  diadem; 
En  there's  others  com  in' 

Plain  ez  plain  kin  be. 
Fame  hain't  yit  decided 

Who  the  next  '11  be. 
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Open  yer  eyes  wider, 

Strain  yer  eyes  a  bit. 
Maybe  Smith's  a-comin', 

Maybe  Brown  '11  git 
Chance  to  show  his  raisin' 

On  the  land  er  sea; 
Fame  hain't  yit  decided 

Who  the  next  11  be. 

But  she's  gittin'  ready — 

In  a  mighty  tone, 
Soon  she'll  be  a^yellin' 

Thro'  a  megaphone, 
'Nother  hero's  bornln' — 

Name  In  history — 
Fame  hain't  yit  decided 

Who  the  next  '11  be. 


AMERICANS! 

W.  WARREN  SEELBT. 

Poor  Cuba  suffering  lies, 
Go  help  her  ere  she  dies! 

Humanity. 
See  false  pretense,  the  rush 
With  murderous  deeds  that  crush 
Till  tyrants  e'en  would  hush — 

Humanity! 

Our  sailors  martyred!  sleep 
Within  the  Maine,  and  deep 

In  sad  repose. 
The  mighty  ship  is  lost 
All  that!  and  with  Its  cost 
We  miss,  but  sorrow  most 

The  brave,  we  lose. 

Fair  Cuba  now  is  heard, 
All  hearts  for  her  are  stirred! 

She  should  be  free. 
The  foes  of  right  defy 
If  need,  with  battle  cry! 
And  dare  to  do,  or  die. 

She  shall  be  free. 
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Stern  duty!  Peace  now  bars 
•:  Unfurl  the  flag  of  stare! 

To  arms!   To  arms! 
.  2  That  gallant  sons  may  come, 

I  FYom  every  patriotic  home, 

•  1  With  waving  flag  they'll  come! 

To  arms!   To  arms! 


! 
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Almighty  God!  our  trust, 
Give  wisdom,  keep  us  just! 
L*  The  nation  prays. 


H 


It  draws  the  sword  for  right! 
Lead  Thou  us  through  the  fight, 
And  shield  us  by  Thy  might! 
For  victors'  days. 


THE   FLAG. 

M.    W.    STRYKER. 


Roll  a  river  wide  and  strong, 

Like  the  tides  a-swinging, 
Lift  the  joyful  floods  of  song, 

Set  the  mountains  ringing. 
Run  the  lovely  banner  high, — 

Crimson  morning  glory  !— 
Field  as  blue  as  yonder  sky, 

Every  star  a  story. 

Let  the  people,  heart  and  lip, 

Hail  the  gleaming  splendor! 
Let  the  guns  from  shore  and  ship 

Acclamation  render! 
All  ye  oceans,  clap  your  hands! 

Echo  plains  and  highlands, 
Speed  the  voice  thro'  all  the  lands 

To  the  Orient  islands. 

Darling  flag  of  liberty! 

Law  and  love  revealing, 
All  the  downcast  turn  to  thee, 

For  thy  help  appealing. 
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In  the  front  for  human  right 

Flash  thy  stars  of  morning, 
All  that  hates  and  hides  the  light 

Flies  before  thy  warning. 

By  the  colors  of  the  day, 

By  the  breasts  that  wear  them, 
To  the  living  God  we  pray 

For  the  brave  that  bear  them! 
Run  the  rippling  banner  high; 

Peace  or  war  the  weather, 
Cheers  or  tears,  we'll  live  or  die 

Under  it  together. 


OUK  COUNTERS  FLAG. 

M.    L.    T.    SEEFENS. 

There  is  many  a  beauteous  banner 
Unfurl'd  o'er  land  and  sea, 

But  the  one  that  stands  for  Freedom 
Is  the  dearest  one  to  me: 

The  flag  that  led  our  Fathers, 

In  the  strife  of  long  ago, 
To  strike  for  home  and  country 

Their  first  and  mightiest  blow; 

The  flag  that  gave  them  courage, 
On  many  a  doubtful  field, 

To  fight  for  right  and  justice, 
And  bade  them  never  yield 

Till,  free  from  their  oppressors, 
They  should  rejoicing  stand, 

The  grateful,  proud  possessors 
Of  this  most  cherished  land; 

That  flag  that  Lincoln  honored 
When  with  his  noble  pen 

He  wrote  th'  immortal  edict 
That  made  the  slaves  free  men — 

Then  grew  its  stars  e'en  brighter 
In  our  enchanted  view, 
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Until  they  seemed  to  glisten 
Like  those  In  heav'n's  own  blue; 

The  flag  that  cheered  our  soldiers 
Thro*  paths  of  fire  and  blood, 

TUd  th'  blue  and  th'  gray  undted 
In  the  bonds  of  brotherhood; 

And  to-day,  beneath  one  banner, 

They  fight  for  liberty, 
For  the  helpless  and  down-trodden 

In  the  land  across  the  sea, 

With  their  own  wrongs  all  forgiven 
(If  remember'd,  e'en,  they  be), 

They  go  forth  to  win  for  others 
The  blessings  of  the  free — 


And  I  know  that  the  "God  of  Battles" 
Will  gird  them  with  His  strength, 

And  will  lead  them  on  to  vict'ry, 
And  a  righteous  peace  at  length. 


Now  three  cheers  for  our  glorious  banner! 

The  pride  of  each  loyal  heart; 
And  three  more  for  the  gallant  soldiers 

Who  have  borne  so  well  their  part! 

Three  cheers  for  the  Nation's  colors, 
The  "Bonnie  Red,  White  and  Blue!" 

And  three  more  for  the  men  who  bear  them! 
To  their  leading  ever  true. 

Three  cheers  for  the  flag  now  waving 

The  humble  school  house  o'er! 
May  the  children  learn  to  love  it 

As  they  never  have  before; 

May  they  ev'ry  morn  salute  it 

With  bowed,  uncoverM  head, 
For  It  stands  for  a  costly  freedom, 

That  was  bought  by  the  blood  of  the  dead. 

PART  n. 

Let  them  pledge  most  firm  allegiance 
To  the  Flag— forevermore; 
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To  the  good  of  the  Republic 
And  its  hosts  from  shore  to  shore. 

To  a  Nation  undivided, 

In  Its  weal,  or  In  its  woe; 
To  the  sacred  name  of  Justice, 

Which  all  men  alike  should  know. 

To  a  liberty  untrammeled— 

Save  by  laws  of  truth  and  right; 
To  a  liberty  e'er  guarded 

By  the  State's  own  hand  of  might. 

To  the  call  of  God  and  Country 

Let  each  heart  and  hand  respond 
In  one  universal  language, 

Take  the  oath,  and  seal  the  bond. 


HOW  HE  DID  IT. 

D.  T.  SLAUSON. 

How  he  Dewey?    Yah!  yah!  yah! 

Bes'  joke  ob  de  season, 
Heerd  'em  tellln'  at  de  sto' 

News  dat's  mighty  pleasln' 
All  de  folks  at  'Nila  town, 

Ober  'cross  de  watahs, 
When  de  Yankee  boats  cum  down, 

Scampered  to  dar  quatahs! 

But  it  wa'nt  no  kin'  o'  use 

An'  dey  mount  a'  knew  it, 
'Kase  de  ole  man  had  de  job 

An*  he  gwlne  ter  Deweyt! 
An'  he  Deweyt  sllck'n  clean — 

Kep'  de  guns  a  howlin, 
Til  de  berry  debil  seemed 

Roun'  dat  harbor  prowlin'. 

Jes'  kep'  pound  in'  at  dem  boats 
Nebber  thought  ob  stoppin" 

Til  dar  decks  war  all  cabe  in 
An'  dar  sides  war  loppin. 
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Den  his  'specs  he  paid  de  po't-1- 
Golly!  how  he  crack  'em! — 

Blowln'  holes  right  froo  de  walls 
Ebery  time  he  whack  'em! 

'Jectlle  aftah  'jectlle  went 
From  dem  war-ships  flyin', 

'Til  de  'fences  on  de  sho' 
War  in  ruins  lyin' 

Den  de  Commodore  he  Jump 
Right  out  on    de  landin' 


<j "  An'  hist  up  oie  glory  flag 

l  W^ha'  de  walls  war  standln'! 

* 

So  he  Deweyt  slick'n  clean — 
Bes'  joke  ob  de  season! 

Heerd  'em  tellin'  at  de  sto' 
News  data  mighty  pleasin'! — 

All    de  folks  at  *Nila  town, 
*  Ober  'cross  de  watahs, 

When  de  Yankee  boats  cum  down. 
Scampered  to  dar  quarters! 


WAR  SONG. 

ELEANOR  STUART. 

God  of  our  fathers'  wars, 
Under  Thy  Stripes  and  Stars 
We  men  of  swords  and  scars 

Cry  out  to  Thee! 
Tho'  famine  walk  abroad, 
Fever  and  thirst  and  fraud, 
Fearless  of  fire  and  sword, 

Soldiers  be  we. 

Those  in  the  famished  lands 
Held  out  their  helpless  hands 
Calling  our  fighting  bands, 

Cuba,  to  thee! 
And  if  we're  called  to  die 
For  freedom  willingly, 
Gladly  to  death  we'll  fly. 

Soldiers  are  we. 
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Comrades  lie  dead  and  cold 
As  those  In  wars  of  old. 
Our  flags  anew  unfold 

Over  the  free. 
In  freedom's  brightest  lays, 
Singers,  ye  sing  their  praise; 
Her  laurels  are  their  bays, 

Dead  thov  they  be. 


THE  XT.  S. 

GEORGE  S.  SHAW. 

Invincible  in  war! 

Triumphant  In  peace! 
No  monarchical  power 

On  us  holds  a  lease. 

A  nation  of  freemen! 

Patriotic  and  true! 
Who'll  ne'er  strike  their  colors, 

Our  red,  white  and  blue. 

We'll  brook  no  insult, 

By  any  other  nation! 
We  fear  not  a  country 

In  this  great  creation. 

To  full  many  this  is 

Their  adopted  land, 
And  for  its  protection 

They'll  lend  ready  hand. 

While,  thro'  din  of  battle 
And  shrieks  of  the  dying, 

We  are  bound  to  come  out 
With  the  Stars  and  Stripes  flying. 

Aye,  we  fear  ye  not! 

Ye  monarchical  powers! 
This  country  is  and 

Will  always  be  ours. 

So,  melt  down  your  cannon, 

And  fashion  plowshares, 
And  attend,  I  beg  you, 

To  your  own  affairs. 
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THE   BANNER  GLORIOUS. 

JULIA  SANSUM. 

Freedom  once  her  banner  glorious 

To  a  race  of  heroes  gave: 
Well  she  knew  its  starry  splendor 
,J .  From  dishonor  they  would  save. 

Never  In  a  cause  unworthy 
'Neath  its  folds  her  patriots  bled; 
.}}  Every  foe  that  stood  before  it 

?  1  From  the  conflict  trembling  fled. 

!  ^ 
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For  a  hundred  years  It  floated 

Proudly  o'er  a  nation  free; 
Now  its  heaven-born  hues  are  drooping 

Round  the  flag-staff  mournfully. 

For  a  daatary  foe  in  darkness 
On  it  placed  a  crimson  stain, 

And  Columbia's  tears  are  falling 
For  the  sailors  of  the  Maine. 

Mingled  with  her  lamentation 
Comes  a  cry  that  echoes  long, 

Through  the  world  with  horror  thrilling 
At  the  tale  of  Cuba's  wrong. 

Hundreds,  thousands,  groaning,  dying 

In  the  fever-stricken  town, 
Gaunt  starvation,  homes  in  ashes, 

Call  God's  awful  vengeance  down. 

He  who  thundered  from  Mount  Sinai 

To  the  people  on  the  plain 
Speaks  again  to  thee,  Columbia! 

Bids  thee  stay  the  hand  of  Spain. 

Stay  that  hand  with  crime  polluted, 
Strewing  murder  at  thy  door; 

Oh!  It  soils  thy  robe,  Columbia, 
And  defiles  thy  spotless  shore. 

On  the  wind  there  comes  a  murmur. 

Louder,  louder,  like  the  sound 
Of  old  ocean's  angry  surges, 

Leaping  from  their  depta  profound. 
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"Pis  the  voice  of  millions  ringing 
'Gainst  the  treachery  of  Spain. 

God  of  Heaven!  unto  Columbia 
Thou  hast  shown  a  duty  plain. 

In  its  path  she  will  not  falter 

Whatso'er  the  cost  may  he, 
Till  the  glorious  sun  Is  shining 

Brightly  over  Cuba  free. 

Upward  look,  O  Queen  of  Ocean! 

Cuba,  see  thy  star  arise, 
Glowing  with  a  mellow  splendor 

'Neath  the  dome  of  tropic  skies. 

Not  for  plunder,  not  for  conquest, 

With  its  blood-stained  laurels  wreathed. 

But  for  freemen  balked  of  freedom, 
Be  Columbia's  eword  unsheathed. 

God  of  Hosts!  if  forth  to  battle 
Thou  shouldst  bid  her  armies  go, 

They  must  triumph,  for  with  justice 
Are  they  armed  against  the  foe. 

Freedom  once  her  banner  glorious 

To  a  race  of  heroes  gave: 
Well  she  knew  its  starry  splendor 

From  dishonor  they  would  save. 


THE  SAILOR'S  FAREWELL. 

O.  DE  SANSON. 

We'll  sail  away  by  morning, 

At  the  day's  first  dawn  of  light, 
When  the  guns  are  loudly  booming 

And  we're  strlpp'd  to  win  the  fight. 
So  cheer  up,  my  own  sweet  dove, 

Let  not  grief  thy  beauty  stain; 
As  a  proof  of  faithful  love, 

Wear  this  gem  and  golden  chain. 
Then  farewell  to  home  and  wife, 

I  go  where  my  duty  guides; 
'Tis  a  proud  and  gallant  life, 

The  mate  of  a  sailor's  bride. 
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THE  RED,  WHITE  AND  BLUE. 

SILAS  STOWBLL. 

A  Yankee  flotilla 

Bombarded  Manila, 
Way  off  on  the  Philippine  Sea. 
And  there  will  be  thunder 

Till  Spain  knuckles  under 
And  downtrodden  Cuba  is  free. 

For  Sampson  and  Miles 

Will  succor  the  isles 
That  send  up  their  cry  wild  and  frantic. 

The  murderous  foe 

Must  surely  let  go 
His  grip  in  the  western  Atlantic. 

Our  glorious  banner 

Shall  wave  o'er  Havana, 
The  symbol  of  righteous  command. 

Though  'twill  kindle  the  fire 

Of  the  bull  fighters'  ire, 
It  will  rescue  the  fair  Cuban  land. 


THE   REAL  REBEL  YELL. 

WILSON  HUNT  STITES. 

I'm  old  and  gray  and  grlzzeled, 

I've  past  my  lusty  prime; 
My  face  Is  roughly  chiseled 

By  the  iron  hand  of  time; 
But  my  arms  are  strong  and  ready, 

My  eyes  are  good  and  true. 
And  my  hand  is  just  as  steady 

As  when  I  fought  the  blue. 

My  scattered  locks  are  grayer, 

But  my  will  is  just  the  same. 
I'm  just  as  good  a  "stayer," 

Amdd  the  battle's  flame, 
As  when  at  Chickamauga, 

Amongst  that  grand  array, 
I  charged  with  Longstreet's  legions 

Clad  in  a  garb  of  gray. 
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I  am  not  fond  of  boasting, 

But  I  am  out  again 
To  help  give  Spain  a  roasting 

Along  with  younger  men; 
And  you  may  tell  McKlnley 

And  tell  him  now  for  me, 
Here's  one  old  rebel  ready 

To  help  make  Cuba  free. 

And  tell  the  men  who  fought  me 

With  Sherman,  through  the  South, 
I'll  go  with  them  to  battle 

To  face  the  cannon's  mouth; 
I'll  go  with  them  to  battle 

Beneath  our  starry  flag, 
To  wipe  from  off  the  western  world 

The  yellow  Spanish  rag. 

Though  I  am  old  and  battered, 

My  heart's  as  good  as  new; 
My  comrades,  they  are  scattered, 

Their  numbers  now  are  few; 
But  in  the  battle's  biasing 

Amid  the  shot  and  shell, 
You'll  hear  us  Johnnies  raising 

The  real  rebel  yell. 


YANKEE   VOLUNTEERS. 

MICHAEL  J.  SHAY. 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  Grim  war  is  on! 

It  won't  be  long  before 
Our  volunteers,  so  brave  and  strong, 

Will  land  on  Cuba's  shore; 
For  freedom's  cause  they'll  light  away 

Till  liberty  appears 
On  Cuban  soil,  so  clear  the  way 

For  Yankee  volunteers. 

They'll  shoulder  guns  and  march  away 

At  Uncle  Sam's  command, 
And  side  by  side,  the  blue  and  gray 

Will  march  behind  the  band; 
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And  when  they'll  make  the  Spanish  fly 

Give  them  three  hearty  cheers, 
For  they're  the  boys  who  ne'er  say  die. 

Brave  Yankee  volunteers. 

By  cruel  Spanish  treachery 

Our  heroes  they  were  slain, 
And  so  the  battle  cry  will  be, 

"Remember,  boys,  the  Maine!" 
Poor  Cuba,  they  will  set  you  free, 

So  wipe  away  your  tears; 
There's  none  can  fight  more  valiantly 

Than  Yankee  volunteers. 

From  North  and  South,  from  East  and  West, 

They  hail  from  ev'ry  State; 
Our  Yankee  soldiers  are  the  best, 

And  always  up  to  date; 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  they'll  proudly  fly 

O'er   Cuba's  isle,  'midst  cheers; 
The  Maine's  brave  heroes  up  on  high 

Will  bless  our  volunteers. 


TO  THE  BATTLE,  COLUMBIA. 

E.    K.   STONE. 

To  the  battle,  Columbia!     The  enemy  comes 
In  martial  array  to  the  beat  of  his  drums 
With  floating  flotilla,  from  far  distant  shore, 
Intent  on  expounding  the  cannon's  grim  roar. 

To  the  battle,  Columbia!    By  sea  and  by  land 
We'll  meet  our  insulters  and  take  a  firm  stand; 
With  guns  ever  true  and  with  standard  displayed 
We'll  uphold  the  foundations  our  forefathers  laid. 

To  the  battle,  Columbia!    What  shall  we  oppose 
To  the  cunning  and  shrewdness  of  treacherous  foes? 
The  God  of  our  fathers;  in  Him  be  our  might, 
His  strong  arm  upholdeth  the  cause  of  the  right 

To  the  battle,  Columbia!    And  ne'er  be  it  said 
That  in  Liberty's  cause  we're  indifferent  or  dread. 
We  will  fight  till  the  banner  of  freedom  shall  wave 
O'er  the  fair  isle  of  Cuba,  the  home  of  the  brave. 
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BRITAIN  AND  AMERICA. 

T.  SPARKS. 

Proud  daughter  of  the  sunset  west, 
Thy  mighty  mother,  o'er  the  sea, 

Unmindful  of  estrangement  past, 
Stretches  a  greeting  hand  to  thee. 

Deep  in  the  dust,  forgotten  be 
The  feuds  which  stained  the  hateful  past; 

And  now  the  gazing  nations  see 
That  thou  and  she  are  one  at  last 

That  each  at  length  has  wiser  grown, 
As  the  enlightening  years  went  by; 

And  discords,  which  in  blood  were  sown, 
Now  dead,  with  those  who  sowed  them,  lie. 

Bnough!     Thou  art  her  kindred  yet, 
Her  Anglo-Saxon  blood  is  thine; 

And  in  thy  veins,  as  hers,  have  met 
The  virtues  which  that  blood  combine. 

Bnough!     Thy  cause  is  Freedom's  cause, 
Thy  sword  for  Freedom  bared,  alone, 

And  English  lips,  with  loud  applause. 
Hail  deeds  which  well  may  match  their  own. 

Let  carping  fools,  who  think  them  wise, 
Prate  on  of  fancied  "wrong"  and  "right;" 

Others,  as  well  as  they,  have  eyes, 
And  know  as  well  wherefore  ye  fight 

See,  despots,  too,  across  the  sea, 
Frown  on  each  sword-encircled  throne, 

But  what  their  smile  or  frown  to  thee, 
With  Britain's  arm  linked  to  thine  own? 

One  kindred  blood,  one  mother  tongue, 
One  altar  where  ye  both  adore. 

One  kindred  flag  above  ye  flung, 
And  Freedom's  cause — what  want  ye  more! 

But  this — to  march  on,  hand  in  hand, 
With  steps  which  dare  to  court  the  light; 

And  man  and  heaven  will  bless  the  lands 
Which  stand  for  Liberty  and  Right 
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WAR  POETRY. 

JOHN   STANLEY. 

I  want  to  be  a  soldier, 

I  want  to  use  a  gun ; 
I  want  to  slaughter  Spaniards 

From  dawn  to  set  of  sun. 

I  want  to  smite  them  downward — 
To  smite  them  hip  and  thigh — 

And  never  leave  off  smiting 
Till  they  all  smitten  lie! 

I  want  to  fight  for  Cuba, 
And  fight  for  Uncle  Sam, 

And  anyone  who  doesn't 
Ain't  worth  a  tinker's — blank! 

I  want  to  be  a  soldier, 

I  want  to  use  a  gun; 
I  want  to  slaughter  Spaniards 

Till  there's  left  nary  one! 


MARCHING  THROUGH  CUBA. 

MABEL  STIVERS. 

Since  '96  the  Cubans  fought  for  liberty  in  vain, 
And  all  the  world  was  shocked  by  the  bloody  deeds  of  Spain; 
But  Uncle  Sam  kept  "hands  off"  until  they  blew  up  the  Maine, 
Then  he  planned  to  march  right  through  Cuba. 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  We'll  set  the  Cubans  free! 
Hurrah!  Hurrah!  We'll  make  the  Spaniards  see, 
That  Uncle  Sam's  not  fool  in'  when  he  says  to  "let  them  be," 
And  we'll  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

The  message  sent  to  Spain  by  Uncle  Sam  was  full  of  grit; 
He  told  her  to  take  all  her  troops  and  out  of  Cuba  "git" 
But  Blanco  in  his  arrogance  responded  only  "Nit!" 
So  we'll  go  marching  through  Cuba. 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  We'll  set  the  Cubans  free! 
Hurrah!  Hurrah!  And  Spain — where  will  she  be? 
We'll  send  Blanco  and  Weyler  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea, 
When  we  go  marching  through  Cuba! 
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Till  "James,"  she  said,  between  her  sobs, 
"Run,  bring  some  wood,  I'm  tired  o*  cobs! 


i 
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Say  what  you  will,  since  Time  began, 
When  God  made  flesh  and  called  it  Man, 

The  same  has  ne'er  escaped  his  lot, 
(A  worm  may  turn,  but  he  may  not) 

* 

*  Then  blest  the  man,  and  smart  is  he 

Whose  yoke  is  worn  in  wreathery. 

; .  •  Who  knows  the  good  Lord  has  not  meant 

To  use  the  likes  of  him  for  ornament, — 


Who,  like  a  gosling,  upward  blinks 
Apparent  thanks,  whate'er  he  drinks. 


BALLADS  OF  THE  SPANISH  WAR 

CARLYLrE   SMITH. 

"I  was  with  Hearst,"  the  young  man  said, 
"All  throught  the  Spanish  war;" 
Whereat  the  farmer  straightway  cried: 
'Young  feller,  say  no  more!" 


««' 


And  took  him  by  his  little  neck 

And  jammed  him  in  a  pail, 
And  yanked  him  into  the  barn 

And  spanked  him  with  a  flail. 

Then  tossed  him  in  the  water-butt, 
And  soused  him  in  the  pond; 

And  covered  him  with  liquid  tar, 
And  feathers  dark  and  blonde. 

And  then  he  rode  him  on  a  rail, 
Despite  his  shriek  and  roar" — 
"That's  how  we  treat  the  guards  of  Hearst, 
Who  fought  the  Spanish  war! 

"And  if  you'll  send  your  gen'ral  up, 
With  all  his  troopers  grim, 
Why,  tell  him  that  we'll  gladly  try 
To  do  the  same  to  him." 
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"YANKEE"  AND  "DIXIE." 

WM.   J.   STANTON. 

They've  named  a  cruiser  "Yankee,"  we  read  the  news  today, 
And  the  boys  from  Boston  harbor  are  put  in  charge,  they  say. 
It  thrills  our  hearts  with  gladness;  we  drink  with  joy  the  toast, 
To  "Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,"  when  the  Yankee  guards  the  coast. 

They've  named  a  cruiser  "Yankee";  if  to  her  name  she's  true, 
She's  going  to  be  the  joy  and  pride  of  the  boys  who  wear  the  blue. 
Now  let  the  Spaniards  dare  to  come,  not  one  small  fear  have  we 
Of  all  their  bloody  cruisers,  with  the  "Yankee"  on  the  sea. 

They've  named  a  cruiser  "Dixie,"  but  they've  named  one  "Yankee,"  I 
For  the  boys  who  wore  the  gray  and  the  boys  who  wore  the  blue. 
For  "Way  Down  South  in  Dixie"  is  national  today, 
And  "Yankee  Doodle  Dandy"  is  national  alway. 

Then  three  cheers  and  a  tiger  will  sound  through  all  the  land, 
When  the  north  and  south  go  marching  for  freedom,  hand  in  hand. 
For  the  boys  who  wore  the  gray,  and  the  boys  who  wore  the  blue. 
For  the  fighting  cruiser  "Yankee"  and  for  the  "Dixie,"  too. 


THE  MAIN  CAUSE. 

OSCAR    B.    SMITH. 

No  place  for  revenge  in  a  great  righteous  war; 

To  rescue  the  dying  we  fight. 
Send  proof  o'er  the  seas  to  nations  afar 

That  our  cause  is  eternally  right. 

The  weak  and  dependent  are  starving  for  bread! 

Shall  Christians  permit  such  a  crime? 
Yet  not  through  revenge  let  the  needy  be  fed, 

But  through  charity,  nobly  sublime. 

Remember  the  Maine?    Yes,  and  punish  the  deed 

As  Justice  demands  of  to-day! 
But  not  in  wild  fury — Oh,  brothers,  take  heed. 

The  Master  saith,  "I  will  repay! 


»» 


Remember  the  Maine,  ay,  remember  her  men 
Had  a  mission  on  earth  to  perform; 

Nobly  they  braved  all  life's  dangers  and  then 
Nobly  they  died  for  reform. 
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Our  brave  sailor  lads  had  all  sunk  to  rest, 

With  thoughts  of  loved  homes  their  pillows  they  pressed; 
But  treachery  dark  filled  the  hearts  of  Spain — 

For  their  cowardly  blow,  "Remember  the  Maine." 

For  the  murdered  ones  in  their  last  long  sleep, 
Where  only  the  waves  their  lone  vigils  keep, 

Till  in  blood  and  fire  ye  wash  out  the  stain, 
Forever  and  aye,  "Remember  the  Maine." 

For  Insults  given  our  beautiful  flag, 
As  they  trailed  in  the  dust  the  "dishonored  rag/' 

Till  we  drive  from  her  shores  blood-guilty  Spain 
And  Cuba  Is  free,  "Remember  the  Maine." 
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INTEECESSIONAL. 
Mccreary  sykes. 

Godkin  the  Righteous,  known  of  old, 
Priest  of  the  nation's  moral  health; 

Within  whose  Post  we  dally  read 
The  gospel  of  the  rights  of  wealth; 

Great  Evening  Post,  be  with  us  yet, 

Lest  we  forget;  lest  we  forget. 

The  Tribune  drolls;  the  Sun  is  vile; 

The  Journal  and  the  World  are  lies; 
Alone  thy  Post  speaks  forth  the  truth — 

Not  humble,  but  divinely  wise. 
Omniscent  Pest,  don't  leave  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget;  lest  we  forget 

Far  East  our  navy  swats  the  foe; 

Manila  falls  beneath  our  fire; 
We're  tempted,  Larry,  to  exult — 

But  chide  us  with  thy  caustic  ire. 
Great  Evening  Post,  reprove  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget;  lest  we  forget. 

If,  proud  of  Dewey,  we  cheer  his  name, 

And  count  the  ships  the  Spaniards  lost- 
Such  boastings  as  our  fathers  used — 
Benighted  folks  without  the  Post; 
Godkin,  be  quick;  remind  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget;  lest  we  forget. 
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For  Yankee  heart  that  puts  her  trust 
In  twenty-inch  guns  and  armor  plate, 

And  recognizeth  not  that  all — 
Save  Godkin — are  degenerate; 

For  licking  Spain  and  wicked  brag; 

Godkin,  forgive  they  country's  flag. 


CHEER  UP,  CUBAN. 

LUCY  T.  SUMERLIN. 

Come,  ye  gray  coats  and  the  blue, 

Buckle  on  your  armor  new, 
March  in  solid  phalanx  on  to  southern  strands; 

As  Yankees,  we  are  one 

And  as  Yankees  we  are  done 
Waiting  for  the  Spaniards  to  withdraw  their  clans. 

Chorus: 

Tramp,  tramp,  tramp  the  boys  are  marching; 
Cheer  up,  Cubans,  they  will  come, 

With  our  ships  upon  the  sea 

And  our  men  to  march  with  thee 
We'll  secure  to  you  your  freedom  and  your  home. 

Twenty  million  men  or  more 

Can  be  drawn  from  shore  to  shore 
All  the  Yankees  full  of  spite,  brave  and  true 

Would  then  join  the  mighty  host 

For  which  Yankees  well  may  boast 
'Neath  the  stars  and  stripes,  our  own  red,  white  and  b 

All  the  brave  boys  on  the  Maine 

Who  by  treachery  were  slain, 
And  the  battleship  we  prided  much  is  gone; 

Mothers,  wives  and  babies  too, 

Cry  for  help  to  Yankees  true, 
From  a  land  where  cruel  Spain  has  reigned  so  long. 

Shall  the  voices  from  the  grave 

And  the  men  beneath  the  wave 
Call  for  vengeance  from  this  nation  all  in  vain? 

We  shall  prove  our  claim  is  worth 

When  we  bring  down  to  the  earth 
All  the  tyrants  and  the  cruel  sons  of  Spain. 
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THE  SANTIAGO  FIGHT. 

WILLIE  O.   TOMKINS. 
(Aged    11.) 

There  was  a  great  fight 

When  Spain's  flag  went  from  sight, 

Near  Santiago  Bay. 

Hurray,  Hurray,  Hurray. 

The  Gloucester  sunk  torpedo  boats  two, 
With  a  shell  that  hit  quite  true, 
It  was  a  yacht  I  fear, 
But  it  captured  Cervera. 

The  Vizcaya,  which  came  to  New  York, 
Went  down  not  far  from  port, 
So  I  think  we  can  truly  say: 
"It  was  a  splendid  victory." 


OUR  RECRUITS  FOR  THE  CRUISER  BUFFALO. 

GEORGE  A.   THOMAS. 

Let  us  honor  our  heroes,  now  bound  to  the  sea, 

In  the  flush  of  their  patriot  fire, 
From  the  tyrant's  oppression  a  fair  land  to  free, 

And  her  sons,  who  to  freedom  aspire.  ^ .. 

At  the  trumpet's  shrill  call  they  forsake  home  and  love,  ** 

Sworn,  if  need  be  to  fall,  their  devotion  to  prove  " 

To  the  banner  they  proudly  admire. 

While  afar,  o'er  the  depths  of  the  billowy  sea,  ^ 

At  their  duty's  stern  summons  they  roam, 
May  the  name  of  their  mighty  leviathan  be  *  ^ 

To  their  hearts  a  reminder  of  home! 

For  the  pencil  of  fame  must  soon  blazon  her  scroll 

**£* 

With  their  city's  proud  name,  where  our  cruiser  shall  roll, 
And  her  thunder  shake  Heaven's  blue  dome. 

On  her  pennant,  in  letters  of  flame,  "Buffalo," 

From  our  own  to  the  world's  farthest  coasts, 
Will  strike  fear  to  the  heart  of  the  menacing  foe,  " 

With  a  warning  to  tyranny's  hosts.  > 

Like  an  amulet,  worn  on  each  proud-swelling  breast,  >n* 

And  a  loved  trophy,  borne  over  ocean's  rough  crest 

Will  it  silence  the  despot's  loud  boasts. 
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An  orphan  maid,  with  all  my  soul 

I  trust  my  Government 
No  doubter  of  hie  truth  I  am. 
Who  counts  his  sparrow's  fail; 
r    :1  Do  as  thou  wilt,  dear  Uncle  Sam! 

f     j  That  does  the  test  for  all. 

':»  According  to  my  strength  I  give, 

To  show  the  land  is  strong; 
Its  patriots  died  that  we  who  live 

Might  have  our  plenty  long. 
No  pet  brigade  I  wish  to  name, 
t"  Its  deeds  my  own  pretence; 

} ,  'Tis  at  the  public  cause  I  aim 

*1  And  woman's  influence. 
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Far  as  our  virgin  squadrons  fight. 

Our  camps  the  islands  wake, 
If  In  the  lonely  watch  of  night 

Some  heart  unloved  would  break, 
However  poor  in  goods  or  fame, 

Ere  yet  his  zeal  has  cooled, 
He  may  his  countrywoman  name 

And  think  of  Helen  Gould. 


THE  PEARL  OF  THE  ANTILLES. 

MALCOLM    STUART   TAYLOR. 

What  time  the  island  jewels  had  their  birth, 

Then  Nature,  prodigal  of  wealth,  did  place 

Upon  the  South  sea's  bosom,  fitting  space, 
A  pearl  of  beauty,  priceless  in  its  worth, 
To  shine  and  light  the  ocean's  dreary  dearth, 

But  prized  not  by  Its  owners*  tyrant  race. 

They  marred,  by  treatment  harsh,  its  heaven-born  grace 
Until  it  seemed  a  blot  upon  the  earth. 

Now,  moved  by  impulse  prompt,    humane,  benign, 
A  neighbor-nation,  at  such  wrong  irate, 

Would  wrest  the  jewel  from  its  shameful  state. 

And  cast  the  desecrators  forth  like  swine. 
Soon  wHl  down-trodden  Cuba  shine  at  ease, 
The  gem  of  isles,  Pearl  of  the  Antilles. 


.1 
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Remember  the  starving  Cubans 
Whom  Weyler's  iron  hand 

Has  brought  to  reconcentratkm. 
Think  of  their  wasted  land. 


..  Think  of  their  sugar  plantations 

\     '■  Once  rich  and  brown  and  green 

rh  Where  were  happy  homes  and  firesides 

'1  Now  is  naught  but  ruin  seen. 
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How  sad  that  wasted  island, 
How  bare  its  smoking  farms, 

Where  once  were  wealth  and  happiness. 
Ruined  by  Spanish  arms. 

*Twa8  the  Spaniards,  centuries  ago, 
Who  sailed  the  "Spanish  Main," 

And  scores  of  harmless  natives 
Were  treacherously  slain. 


.  i  In  Peru,  the  land  of  the  Incas, 

Pizarro  and  his  band, 
Spread  murder  and  destruction 
!  Throughout  their  pleasant  land. 


And  Cortez  we  see  in  Mexico 
Tramping  the  natives  down, 

His  greed  for  gold  has  given  him 
Most  infamous  renown. 

Ah!  cruel,  cruel  Spaniard, 

In  every  age  we  see 
Thy  treachery  unto  the  weak, 

Thy  heartless  tyranny. 


■  i 


HERE'S  TO  YOU,  PAT  MALLON. 

EDWARD    L.    TOWNSEND. 

Paddy  Mallon!    Paddy  Mailon!    Lad,  I  knew  that  it  was  you! 

When  they  said  it  was  a  "Mallia"  I  was  betting  'twas  not  true. 

Sure  a  Mallon  took  that  trick. 

For  no  Malta,  is  a  Mick— 

Oh,  the  Irish  are  as  happy  as  the  cutthroat  Dons  are  sick! 


•   I 
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THE  STREAM  O'  FREEDOM. 

AMZI   TIBBAL8. 

Don't  dam  the  stream  o'  Freedom  in  this  Western  hemisphere! 
li  comes  roll  in'  down  the  ages  till  by  this  it's  gettin'  dear 
Thet  the  tide  thet's  sweeprtn'  on'ard,  red  with  many  a  martyrs'  blood* 
Can't  be  stopped,  an'  them  thet  tries  it  'ull  perish  in  the  flood. 

Don't  dam  the  stream  o'  Freedom — it's  bound  ter  make  Its  way 
Where  the  foot  of  God  shall  turn  it,  usherin*  in  a  brighter  day, 
TU1  the  desert  place  shall   flourish  an'  blossom  as  the  rose, 
An'  the  land  of  desolation  spring  to  verdure  where  it  flows. 

Don't  dam  the  stream  o'  Freedom — yer  might  ez  well  set  out 
To  stop  the  rain  from  fall  in'  by  propheeyin'  drout; 
Ter  can't  put  out  the  sunshine  by  blindin'  yer  own  eyes, 
An'  es  fer  keepin'  summer  back,  don't  try  it  if  yer  wise. 

Don't  dam  the  stream  o'  Freedom  in  this  Western  hemisphere! 
It  ain't  no  ole- world  rivulet  thet's  thawed  out  wunst  a  year; 
It's  a  tidal  wave  of  promise  thet  the  angels  push  along, 
Bearin's  life  upon  its  bosom,  bearin'  doom  to  ancient  wrong. 


j_ 


THE  HEROES  OF  THE  MERRIMAC. 

LUCY   TOWNSEND. 

Bright  shine  the  deeds  of  our  country's  great  heroes, 

The  tale  of  their  daring  will  never  grow  old; 
Their  glorious  names  we  will  cherish  forever, 

Engraved  on  our  mem'ries  in  letters  of  gold. 
And  a  new  star  has  risen,  we  greet  a  new  hero, 

For  never  did  history's  pages  unroll 
A  story  of  exploit  more  gallant  than  Hobson's, 

Who  guided  the  doomed  Merrimac  to  her  goal. 

Cervera  was  penned  with  his  fleet  in  the  harbor, 

To  blockade  the  entrance  was  Sampson's  desire; 
And  Hobson  comes  forward,  the  brave  young  lieutenant. 

His  brown  eyes  a-glowing  with  patriot  fire. 
A  plan  he  has  outlined,  one  fraught  with  great  danger; 

•He  eagerly,  earnestly,  urges  his  course; 
To  take  a  ship  into  the  channel  and  sink  it, 

Thus  blocking  securely  Cervera's  great  force. 


t 
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Tour  name  we  never  shall  forget 
Its  honor  we  will  maintain, 

Ere  we  come  back  may  you  be  known 
In  the  very  heart  of  Spain. 


When  your  honor  we  have  upheld 
And  given  you  worldwide  fame; 
-:)  You  will  be  proud  of  the  noble  Third 

«  And  its  work  in  this  campaign. 


■  w 
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$  Should  one  ever  quite  neglect 

To  win  laurels  for  this  place 
May  he  disown  the  honored  Third 
And  save  it  his  disgrace. 

And  now  proud  city,  soon  destined 
-\  The  world's  metropolis  to  be, 

*J  We  say  farewell  until  our  work 

Has  helped  make  Cuba  free. 


JACTA  ALEA  EST. 

EUGENIO  Dfe  TEIXEIRA 

The  die  is  cast!    Now  proudly 

Sails  forth  the  squadron  grand, 
Bent  on  an  errand  worthy 

Of  freedom's  storied  land. 
High  on  the  masthead  flutters 

The  flag  whose  colors  blest, 
To  wondrous  deeds  of  valor 

Inflame  the  patriot's  breast. 

The  longed  for  signal,  "Onward!" 

Hails  now  with  joyful  thrill 
A  giant  nation,  conscious 

Of  duty  to  fulfil; 
While  those  brave  tars  the  watchword 

Take  up  with  hearts  aglow, 
In  righteous  battle  eager 

To  meet  the  murd'rous  foe. 

God  speed  those  knights  of  freedom, 
Whose  mighty  blows  are  hurl'd 

Against  the  hosts  of  darkness 
Yet  lingering  on  our  world! 


;   i 
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Money  though  he  has  to  burn, 
With  dudes  he  ne'er  was  clannish, 

And  now  he  wants  to  take  a  tarn 
With  Lee  and  lick  the  Spanish. 


"?\ 


BLOOD'S   THICKER  THAN  WATER. 

HARRIET  VERNON. 

John  Bull's  a  sound  and  solid  man,  and  so  is  Brother  Jonathan, 
Whate'er  the  strain  will  firm  remain  their  friendship  fast  and  fond; 

Despite  some  thousand  miles  of  sea  must  blood  than  water  thicker  be — 
That's  why  the  broad  Atlantic's  ever  called  the  "Herrin*  Pond." 

Chorus: 

For  blood  is  thicker  than  water, 
Eh,  John  Bull? 

Blood  makes  dift'rences  shorter- 
Say,  John  Bull? 

Not  far  remote  when  in  one  boat 
May  we  together  pull, 

Then  lick  the  world  could  Uncle  Sam 
And  old  John  Bull. 

Sometimes,  no  doubt,  they  both  fall  out,  and  then  hard  names  are 
thrown  about, 

They  go  it  strong,  but  ne'er  for  long  can  they  unfriendly  be. 
Old  Uncle  Sam  and  Cousin  Jack  for  Freedom's  cause  stand  back  to  back. 

Let  tyrants  quake  while  they  two  clasp  their  hands  across  the  sea. 

Chorus: 

To  crush  some  tyrant's  cruel  sway  the  world  may  find  some  future,  day 
The  Union  Jack  and  Stars  and  Stripes  are  side  by  side  unfurled, 

Though  countless  foes  might  then  unite  to  teach  the  creed  of  "Mlghc, 
not  Right." 
The  foe  must  fall  that  meets  in  fight  "The  English  Speaking  World.** 

Chorus: 

• 

To  the  British  tars  come  stirring  thoughts  of  Alexandria's  biasing  forts, 
The  Condor  and  Charles  Beresford  with  pride  we  think  of  yet, 

When  rivals  fleets,  patroling  near,  showed  half  a  mind  to  Interfere, 
An  Adm'ral  of  Stars  and  Stripes  spoke  words  we'll  ne'er  forget 

Chorus: 
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THE  WAR  SONG  OF  THE  DAY. 

GEORGE   L.   VAN   DUSEN. 

Come  boys,  come  boys,  to  your  country's  call, 
Come  boys,  come  boys,  come  one  and  all, 
We'll  free  poor  Cuba  from  her  bonds, 
We'll  lick  the  mean  and  cowardly  Dons, 
Come  boys,  come  boys,  come  on  today, 
The  Spaniards  soon  with  blood  will  pay 
For  our  gallant  Maine. 

Come,  we  will  set  poor  Cuba  free, 
Come,  let  us  win  her  liberty, 
Remember  your  country,  boys,  strong  and  true, 
Remember  your  colors,  the  red,  white  and  blue. 
The  Spaniards  soon  with  blood  will  pay, 
For  our  gallant  Maine. 

The  Spaniards  then  will  run  away 
And  soon,  indeed,  with  blood  will  pay 

For  our  gallant  Maine. 
Come  Uncle  Sam,  come  on  once  more, 
Columbia's  eagle  soon  will  soar, 

O'er  Cuba  and  our  gallant  Maine. 

Come  boys,  come  boys,  come  on  today, 

Go  at  them  good,  that  is  the  way; 

The  Spaniards  soon  with  blood  will  pay, 

For  our  gallant  Maine. 
Down  with  Spain,  down  with  Spain, 
For  Cuba  and  our  gallant  Maine. 


"LE  REVE." 

W.    L.    VISSCHER. 


Sleep,  ah!  sleep,  ye  brave,  and  listen 

In  your  dreams  to  battle's  hum; 
See  the  foeman's  armor  glisten; 

Hear  the  bugle  note  and  drum; 
Heads  that  rest  on  unslung  knapsacks, 

'Neath  your  blanket  and  the  night, 
Close  beside  the  bristling  gun  stacks, 

Dream  of  morrow  and  the  fight 
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From  the  cottage  homes  or  manors, 

Whence  ye  came,  a  nation's  pride, 

Prayers  are  rising  for  your  banners, 

And  that  weal  may  them  betide. 
'Twixt  the  hearthstone  and  the  bivouac, 
%  Love  is  whispering  words  of  cheer; 

j    k  Twixt  the  pillow  and  the  knapsack, 

''.':  Love,  in  dreams,  brings  lovers  near. 

■> 

i  , "'    '.  When  those  heads  are  white  with  glory* 

•  And  the  shadows  from  the  west 

Lengthen,  as  you  tell  your  story, 

In  the  veteran's  ward  of  rest, 
May  no  Id  grate  word  of  sneering 
Reach  one  heart  of  all  the  brave, 
■  •  "i  But  may  honor,  praise  and  cheering, 

*-''-H  Guard  old  valor  to  the  grave. 


i 


CUBA. 

ADELAIDE    H.    VACHE. 

'-.•    <  Cuba,  thou  fairest  island  of  the  sea, 

Our  hearts  go  out  in  sympathy  to  thee; 

To  thee,  oppressed  by  Spanish  tyranny, 

Despoiled  by  ruthless  hand. 

Once  happy  homes,  and  merry  hearts, 

Weep  o'er  a  blood-stained  land. 

The  winds  that  o'er  this  desolation  sighs, 

Echo  the  widows'  moans,  the  orphans'  cries; 

And  want  and  famine  mark  with  grim  despair 

The  beauteous  isle  God  made  so  fair. 

*;  The  eagle,  soaring  to  its  lofty  crest, 

Saw  the  child  dying,  at  the  mother's  breast 
But  tyranny  is  all  the  proud  heart  knows — 
No  love,  no  sympathy,  for  others  woes. 
It  heard  the  cry,  saw  the  falling  tear, 
Its  screams  awoke  the  Western  Hemisphere; 
And  from  its  nest  above  the  sobbing  sea 
Echoes  the  cry  of  liberty. 

.y  Fight  on,  brave  hearts, 

The  Spanish  yoke  is  not  thine  long  to  wear 
For  proudly  on  the  breeze  is  borne 
Sweet  freedom's  thrilling  air. 
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A  nation  wakes  to  right  a  monstrous  wrong, 

The  bugle  calls  the  mighty  host  to  arms. 

And  onward,  at  the  call  of  liberty, 

The  army  moves  across  the  mighty  sea. 

Then  Cuba,  thy  sore,  bleeding  heart, 

Will  rise  to  smile  again.  • 

Thy  fields,  now  stained  with  patriots'  blood, 

Rear  up  her  golden  grain. 

The  homes  that  now  in  ruins  lie 

Will  raise  again  their  head, 

And  monuments  will  mark  the  spot 

Where  sleep  the  noble  dead. 

For  dawning  o'er  thy  lovely  isle 

Is  freedom's  glorious  light, 

And  brilliant  in  thy  Southern  sky 

The  single  star  gleams  bright. 

The  sentinel  God  set  to  watch 

And  guide  the  cause  of  right, 

The  ocean  on  its  breast  will  bear 

The  tidings  to  the  world, 

That  o'er  brave  Cuba's  noble  sons 

Is  freedom's  flag  unfurled. 


WHILE  WE  WERE  ON  OUR  WAY  TO  CUBA. 

JAMES  WESLEY  VAN  WIL.TSIR. 

Bring  the  good  old  bugle  boys,  that's  been  away  so  long, 
Bring  it  while  we  sing  another  patriotic  song; 
Sing  it  for  the  Cubans  now  who  long  have  suffered  wrong. 
While  we  go  conquering  to  Cuba. 

Chorus: 

Hurrah!    Hurrah!  we  bring  the  jubilee; 
Hurrah!  Hurrah!  the  flag  that  sets  you  free, 
So  we  sang  the  chorus  from  New  York  across  the  sea, 
While  we  go  conquering  to  Cuba. 

Yes,  and  there  are  Cuban  men  who  weep  with  joyful  tear, 
When  they  hear  the  Yankee  boys  are  going  to  interfere, 
Then  they  feel  like  fighting,  too,  and  that  with  hearty  cheer, 
While  we  were  conquering  Cuba. 


\ 
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Said  one  old  Cuban  to  his  chum,  "I'm  glad  the  Yankees  came. 
If  they  had  neglected  us  it  would  have  been  a  shame, 
But  you  see  they've  interfered  and  we  will  do  the  same, 
While  they  are  conquering  Havana." 

How  the  wicked  Spaniards  even  started  to  their  feet 
•        When  they  saw  the  Yankees  coming  with  their  iron  fleet; 

Then  they  must  have  surely  known  that  we  should  them  defeat, 
While  we  were  conquering  in  Cuba. 


THE  BRAVEST  OF  THE  BRAVE. 

WILLIAM  J.  WAiRD. 

Of  all  the  deeds  of  bravery  recorded  in  all  time — 

Of  the  brave  three  hundred  Spartans  who,  with  courage,  made  sublime 

The  contest  'twixt  their  little  band  and  Xerxes'  hostile  hordes; 

Of  single-handed  combats  fought  with  double-handed  swords; 

Of  the  early  Christian  martyrs  (face  to  face  wfth  hungry  beasts) 

Who,  to  uphold  their  religion,  made  themselves  the  source  of  feasts; 

Of  our  patriotic  fathers,  after  gaining  liberty, 

Fought  and  bled,  with  thoughts  unselfish,  that  their  children  might  be  free  ; 

Of  the  splendid  shows  of  courage  oft  displayed  by  boys  in  blue — 

In  the  war  of  the  Rebellion  and  the  Mexican  war,  too— 

Yet,  I  say,  of  all  this  courage,  there  is  none  up  to  this  day 

Such  as  was  displayed  by  Yankee  tars  in  Santiago  bay. 

They  knew  that  death  awaited  them,  yet  not  a  heart  there  quailed. 

For  glory  their  reward  should  be,  tho'  the  expedition  failed. 

There,  on  the  collier  Merrimac,  brave  Hobson  in  command, 

They  steamed  past  Morro  castle's  guns,  not  half  a  mile  from  land. 

In  the  centre  of  the  narrow  strait  they  anchored  to  the  rocks — 

They  blocked  the  narrow  passage  up  and  trapped   the  Spanish  fox. 

They  adjusted  the  electric  wires,  to  the  torpedoes  made  them  fast, 

They  hastened  down  the  gangway  plank  and  got  aboard  their  raft; 

A  little  distance  off  they  rolled,  the  electric  buttons  pressed, 

And  the  Merrimac  exploded,  for  the  torpedoes  did  the  rest 

The  heroes  of  this  brilliant  deed  in  Morro  castle  sleep; 

Still,  although  they  are  prisoners,  they  have  no  cause  to  weep, 

For  with  some  Spanish  captives  here  they  soon  will  be  exchanged, 

And  before  the  eyes  of  nations  their  names  will  be  arraigned; 

When  called  before  their  captain,  they'll  receive,  as  compensation, 

The  congress-voted  medals  and  the  due  thanks  of  the  nation. 

Of  all  the  deeds  of  bravery  recorded  in  ail  time, 

This  is  perhaps  the  greatest,  the  most  daring,  most  sublime. 


Spanish-American  War  Songs.  911 

FREEDOM  FOREVER. 

I*   C  WBDOBFUTH. 

Colombia,  land  of  freedom,  to  thee  our  hearts  are  true, 
We  love  thy  starry  banner,  the  red,  the  white,  the  blue, 
On  land  or  sea  unconquered,  the  banner  of  the  free, 
Shining  for  all  the  world  the  star  of  liberty. 
When  honor  calls  to  conflict  and  sounds  the  battle  cry, 
For  freedom  thy  sturdy  sons  will  bravely  fight  and  die! 
From  sea  to  sea  united,  the  gray  beside  the  blue, 
Standing  together  now,  with  loyal  hearts  and  true. 

Refrain: 

Freedom  forever! 
Our  starry  flag  shall  ever  be  unconquered! 

Freedom  forever! 
Our  hearts  are  strong  to  fight  for  dear  old  glory! 
Freedom  forever! 
On  land  or  sea  our  arms  shall  guard  thine  honor! 
Freedom  forever! 

Columbia,  the  freeman's  home. 

■ 

Columbia,  Queen  of  Nations,  the  fairest  of  the  earth, 
Reserved  through  countless  ages  to  witness  Freedom's  birth, 
From  every  land  and  kingdom  you  welcome  the  oppressed, 
Seeking  for  liberty  beneath  thy  flag  they  rest. 
Thine  honor  still  untarnished,  thy  spirit  strong  and  free, 
For  justice  thy  motto  is,  for  all  who  look  to  thee. 
Tho'  Nations  shall  assail  thee,  thy  standard  still  shall  be, 
Ever  and  evermore,  the  Star  of  Liberty. 


THE   AMERICAN    EAGLE. 

BEN  C.  WIL.KINS. 

Brave  bird  of  our  Nation, 

Age  dims  not  thine  eye- 
Dost  thou  hear  from  afar 

The  starved  Cuban's  cry? 
Thy  feathers  are  ruffled, 

Thy  wings  widely  spread, 
Thou  shalt  swiftly  avenge 

The  Maine  and  its  dead. 


'   * 
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Ah,  I  love  thee,  old  bird, 

Par  thy  stern,  fearless  eye, 
I  love  thy  wild  shriek 

And  thy  fierce  battle  cry; 
We  will  answer  thy  call 

From  mountain  and  plain, 
And  spurn  from  thy  threshold 

The  cursed  flag  of  Spain. 

And  when  peace  shall  reign, 

In  this  land  of  the  blest, 
I  will  smooth  down  the  feathers 

On  thy  battle-scarred  breast; 
I  will  wash  the  blood  stains 

From  thy  talons  and  wings, 
i)  And  crown  thee  the  victor, 

And  King  of  all  Kings. 


r 
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HOBSON'S  CHOICE. 

AMOS  R.  WELLS. 

Darkness  and  the  midnight  sea. 
Blackest  heart  of  jeopardy; 
Forts  that  flame  an  angry  death, 
And  the  surer  doom  beneath; 
Risk  of  life's  long  happiness 
And  the  safe's  world's  sure  success; 
Bellow  from  the  mouth  of  hell, 
Heaven — or  a  Spanish  cell; 
This,  and  more — he  knew  it  well — 
This  was  Hobson's  choice. 

Tes,  and  more,  unstinted,  more: 
Honor  waiting  on  the  shore, 
Honor  even  from  the  foe, 
And  where'er  the  word  shall  go, 
And  a  wreath  within  the  hand 
Of  his  grateful  fatherland; 
Lauding  lips  and  shining  eyes, 
Men's  hurrahs  that  rend  the  skies, 
Yes,  the  fame  that  never  dies — 
This  was  Hobson's  choice. 
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Now  no  mors  that  ancient  phrase 
Chattering  down  from  Charles's  day 
"Hobeon's  choice"  of  "that  or  none"; 
He  had  two,  and  chose  the  one: 
Safety,  danger;  deck  or  wave; 
Life  or  death;  the  sun,  the  grave. 
Let  the  phrase  new  meaning  wear 
Now,  henceforth,  and  everywhere; 
Gallant  choice  to  do  and  dare 
Shall  be  "Hobson's  choice." 


THE    CALL. 

GEORGE  V.  WEBSTER,  JR. 

Let  not  our  banner  fall, 
Good  men  and  free! 
Ye,  who  are  strong  at  heart, 
Let  not  your  courage  part; 
Heed  but  the  nation's  call 
Sounded  to  thee. 

Fear  not  to  do  and  die, 
Good  men  and  free! 
Shun  not  an  honored  grave; 
'Twill  but  a  nation  save, 
This  be  our  battle  cry, 
"Cuba  for  thee!" 


THEY  AEE  MARCHING  BY. 

NED  D.  WEBBER. 

To  the  drum's  pulsating  beat 

They  are  marching  by, 
Some  with  halting,  heavy  feet 

And  with  dimming  eye. 
Empty  sleeves  that  mutely  tell 
They  were  in  the  battle  hell, 
Battle  scarred  and  grizzled  some, 
To  the  rythm  of  the  drum 

They  are  marching  by. 
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*  =  Bowing  where  the  honored  dead 

In  the  churchyard  lie, 
Where  the  flowers  thickly  spread 
Breathe  a  nation's  sigh — 
J '-    'i  Where  no  more  the  reveille 

-?!   .1  Calls  them  forth  to  blood  and  strife 


They  are  mustered  by  the  Sea, 
Tenting  by  the  Stream  of  Life. 


Formed  again,  their  duty  done, 
To  the  soul  inspiring  drum 

They  are  marching  by. 
'•  j  While  the  streets  with  flags  ablaze 

Speak  eternal  loving  praise. 
That  the  Flag  might  float  on  high 
They  were  glad  to  do  and  die — 
Ere  the  snow  again  is  spread 
Some  brave  heart  and  snowy  head 

In  the  grave  will  lie. 
Let  us  now  our  honors  pay 
To  the  Brave,  for,  day  by  day, 

They  are  marching  by. 


REMEMBER  THE  BOYS  AT  THE  FI 

HARVEY  WENDELL. 


We'll  not  forget  our  soldier-boys 

In  camp  or  battle-field, 
For  in  this  hour  of  peril's  night 

They  form  their  country's  shield; 
They  form  their  country's  shield,  and  e 

They  wield  their  arms  with  might; 
Like  warriors  known  to  sacred  lore, 

"Wax  valiant  in  the  fight." 

t     s  Whether  In  camp  or  on  the  march, 

j  Or  crossing  distant  seas, 

Their  lives  are  lives  of  sacrifice, 
l  :  Not  of  inglorious  ease; 

; ...  •  Till  victory  on  their  banners  perch 

-!.*":'  Their  sacred  troth  they  plight — 

Ease,  comfort,  luxury  foresworn — 
To  country,  duty,  right. 
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Our  sailors,  too — God  bless  them  all! 

Our  zealous,  gallant  tars; 
Our  Deweys,  Sampsons,  Hobsons,  Schleys, 

Floating  the  stripes  and  stars 
To  light  up  dark  Philippine  isles, 

Antilles  coasts  to  cheer, 
T  assure  the  Cuban  patriot 

Redemption  draweth  near. 

These  are  our  boys,  gone  from  our  homes, 

And  this  their  worthy  task; 
For  us  to  watch  their  every  move, 

Is  it  too  much  to  ask 
That  we  remember,  as  we  pray, 

The  soldier's  pressing  needs, 
And  find  the  answer  to  our  prayers 

In  kindly,  generous  deeds? 

Light  up  the  camp!    Cheer  up  the  heart! 

The  homesick  soldier  bless 
By  sending  letters,  papers,  and 

Dessert  to  spice  the  mess; 
Between  the  soldier-boy  and  home 

No  power  should  be  able 
To  intercept  love's  messages 

Or  cut  the  magic  cable. 


THE  CUBAN  BOYS'  FOUETH. 

CAROLINE   WETHBRELL 

They  had  no  Fourth  in  Cuba, 

The  little  stranger  boys, 
But  now  that  they  were  Yankees 

They  yearned  for  lots  of  noise. 

They  started  after  breakfast, 
With  crackers  large  and  red, 

The  boys  were  not  discouraged, 
Though  Tony  scratched  his  head. 

They  had  a  lot  of  racers, 

A  score  of  snakes  at  least, 
Torpedoes,  cannons,  pistols, 

And  wheels  that  frothed  like  yeast. 


I 
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Young  Leon,  lively  patriot, 
Was  shattered  in  the  fray, 

And  after  his  first  rocket 
Was  sadly  led  away. 

There  was  no  lad  among  them 
Unwounded  went  to  bed. 
"We'll  have  a  Fourth  in  Cuba!" 
Each  sleepy  Cuban  said. 


THE  MERRIMAC  AND  THE  EIGHT. 

GEORGE  WALLACE. 

Forward  the  Merrimac! 
Keep  on  your  crooked  track; 
:  -  Go  whence  you'll  ne'er  come  back; 

'"•{    :  Bear  the  immortal  eight. 

Pass  the  first  Spanish  line; 
*  Laugh  at  the  hidden  mine; 

Courage  almost  divine, 

Worthy  of  all  earth's  great! 

'}  Stormed  at — though  wide  they  fell,   - 

Saluted  by  shot  and  shell; 
Bravely  you  sailed,  and  well, 

On  to  your  fate. 
Up  Santiago  bay, 
Keep  on  your  perilous  way; 
There  sink,  Spain's  fleet  to  stay — 

There  lie  in  state. 

Built  not  for  warfare  bold; 
'  Hast  humbly  warships  coaled; 

As  high  the  billows  rolled, 

Didst  carry  coal  as  freight, 
Now  carry  starry  flag; 
Now  be  Cervera's  swag; 
Now,  collier,  do  not  lag! 

You  carry  heroes  eight. 

Death  to  your  bosom  Xold; 
-  Torpedoes  in  your  hold — 

Never  more  proudly  coaled, 
Let  men  commemorate! 
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Now  narrow  channel  reach; 
Now  Spain  a  lesson  teach; 
Now  hear  torpedo's  speech; 
Now  sink  to  glorious  fate. 

Now  down  the  ages  roll, 
Now  spread  from  pole  to  pole 
The  story,  and  extol 

The  collier  and  the  eight. 
This  tale  wherever  told 
Teaches  that  heroes  bold 
Are  reared  in  freedom's  fold — 

That  freedom  makes  men  great 


BOTH  SIDES  OF  THE  UKE. 

OORA  STUAiRT  WHEELER. 

The  sound  of  drums  and  of  fife's  shrill  cry 

Float  in  with  the  breath  of  the  soft  May  breeae; 
Watching  the  bright  groups  hurrying  by 

In  the  sunlight,  breaking  through  branching  trees, 
These  college  maidens  march  two  by  two— 

I  can  catch  the  gleam  of  their  garment  light — 
While  above  them  droops  the  red  and  blue 

Of  the  half-mast  flag,  with  its  colors  bright 

This  to  the  young  is  a  festal  day, 

Just  shadowed,  perhaps,  by  a  minor  strain 
In  the  gathering  tears  that  will  have  way, 

From  some  black-robed  woman's  bitterest  pain. 
Why  should  I  go  with  the  crowds  who  fling 

O'er  the  sleepers  their  blossoming  sweets? 
For  how  could  I  make  a  public  thing 

Of  the  cry  which  each  hour  my  soul  repeats? 

How  could  I  weep  for  the  boys  in  blue 

While  shedding  no  tear  for  the  boys  in  gray? 
I,  who  have  fought  every  battle  through, 

With  my  heart  watching  both  sides  all  the  way! 
For  Philip  was  here,  my  husband  true, 

And  my  brother,  Ned,  was  across  the  line; 
It  seems  that  my  heart- was  torn  in  two, 

Since  both  were  precious  and  both  were  mine. 


918  Spanish- American   War  Songs. 

Oh!  brave  hearts  these,  in  that  last  deep  sleep. 

From  which  no  bugle  shall  wake  to  strife. 
Memorial  day  I  ever  keep, 

While  my  heart  beats  on  with  its  loyal  life. 
You  were  my  country!    I  mourn  for  you! 

Tour  colors  I  wear  in  my  life  alway, 
In  Philip's  young  eyes  I  find  the  blue, 

And  here,  in  my  tresses,  I  wear  the  gray. 


BAGLEY  AND  FOUK  AT  CARDENAS. 

ROBERT   BURNS  WILSON. 

Five  thousand  for  the  five, 
That  is  the  call— that's  the  price  they'll  pay 
For  the  brave  boys  lost  at  Cardenas  Bay. 

Five  thousand  for  the  five, 
The  braw  Carolina  lad  was  there, 
Too  eager  for  fight;  too  willing  to  dare, 
He  was  there  in  the  midst  of  the  fray; 
And  he  won  his  place  in  the  warriors'  heaven, 
Bagley,  "full  back"  of  the  old  eleven. 

Oh,  many  a  score  he  made 
While  the  gridiron  rang  with  the  deep,  hoarse  cries* 

Till  the  echoes  came  back  from  Annapolis  bay, 
And  he  was  the  pride  of  a  thousand  eyes, 
He  that  is  dead  today; 

By  God,  it  was  good  for  the  soul, 
To  see  the  rout;  to  hear  the  shout; 
When  Bagley  "scored  a  goal.' 
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But  it's  over;  the  green,  gridiron  game, 
Though  rough  and  fierce,  was  mild  and  tame 
Compared  with  the  crashing  and  roarding  hell 
Of  the  withering  battle  where  Bagley  fell 

But  Bagley  was  still  the  same, 
Careful  and  cool  in  the  midst  of  alarm, 
As  though,  with  the  "pigskin"  under  his  arm 
He  fought  for  the  last  touchdown;  alas, 
'Tls  the  iron  deck,  not  the  soft,  green  grass, 
And,  now,  in  a  losing  game  he  played; 

But  his  is  the  hero's  soul. 
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TO  JOIN  THE  ORDER  OF  ARMAGEDDON. 

ADAIR   WEL.OKER. 

It  is  done. 
Would  you  join  yourselves  to  air; 
With  a  more  than  cheered-on  courage; 
— could  you  dare? 
Could  you,  who've  dared  both  shell  and  shot  (helped  on  by  men's 

applause), 
Dare  turn  and  tell  those  urging  you  that,  If  they,  for  their  cause 
Take  life,  for  prizes  or  domain  that  they  and  you  in  vain 
Will  arrive  to  show  a  difference  between  yourselves  and  Cain? 
Would  you  see  an  angel  standing  in  the  sun? 

It  is  done. 
Would  you  join  yourselves  to  air; 
With  a  more  than  cheered-on  courage; 
—could  you  dare? 
Could  you,  who've  built  your  pedestal  of  goods,  that  mankind  give, 
Step  from  your  perch  of  fame,  or  wealth,  and  with  the  lowliest  live? 
Dare  you,  who  write  what  pleases  men,  for  which  they  barter  cheers 
Write  for  them  truth  (which  is  not  sold),  and  whose  reward  is  jeers? 
Would  you  see  an  angel  standing  in  the  sun? 

It  is  done. 
Would  you  join  yourselves  to  air; 
With  a  more  than  cheered-on  courage; 
— could  you  dare? 
Could  you,  who,  sped  by  cheers  of  men,  for  gew-gaws  as  your  pay. 

Would  go  to  certain  seeming  death,  or  march  upon  a  mine, 
Do  what  will  make  rewarders  flee;  applauders  shun  your  way — 
Do  guiltless  things,  whose  guerdon  is,  as  if  all  guilt  were  thine? 
Would  you  see  an  angel  standing  in  the  sun? 

It  is  done. 
Would  you  join  yourselves  to  air; 
With  a  more  than  cheered-on  courage; 
— could  you  dare? 
Dare  you  forego,  as  master  now,  your  idol;   your  reward; 
Forego  all  countries  but  one  here  and  have  but  truth  for  Lord? 
Forego  all  quibbling  in  your  soul,  and  speak  things  as  they  are; 
Tour  country  one;  this  whole  round  world — where,  harm  one,  all 
hurt  are? 
Would  you  see  an  angel  standing  in  the  sun? 
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THE  MAINE. 

M.    M.    WOODWARD. 

Flags  at  half-mast,  bells  are  tolling; 

Listen  to  their  sad  refrain. 
What's  the  message  they  are  sounding. 

Heard  all  o'er  the  land  and  main? 

'Ti8  of  homes  which  have  been  saddened, 
Hearts  which  are  crushed  with  grief  and  pain, 

By  the  loss  of  dear  and  loved  ones, 
Who  went  down  upon  the  Maine. 

In  our  thoughts  we  see  the  picture 
As  she  lay  at  ease,  our  Maine — 

Anchored  in  Havana  harbor 
Of  fair  Cuba,  owned  by  Spain. 

Quiet  rests  she,  in  her  grandeur 

Seeking  like  a  thing  of  life. 
On  her  deck  the  faithful  watch  word 

Paced  and  thought  of  home  and  wife. 

In  their  births,  securely  feeling, 
Slept  the  vigorous,  trusted  men, 

Who  had  pledged  their  word  and  honor 
Rights  and  country  to  defend. 

From  her  mast  head,  proudly  waving, 

See  our  nation's  dear  old  flag! 
May  its  folds,  with  glory  teeming, 

Never  in  dishonor  drag. 

Over  all  her  firm  commander 
With  his  officers  tried  and  true; 

He  the  "last  to  leave"  the  good  ship: 
There  was  nothing  more  to  do. 

Did  they  die  in  strife  of  battle, 
All  those  brave,  courageous  men; 

Where  the  cannon  belched  forth  thunder, 
'Bursting  shells  seemed  ne'er  to  end? 

No!    They  fell  by  hands  of  cowards. 
Treacherous,  dastardly  act  of  Spain. 

May  we  keep  in  faithful  memory 
Those  who  died  upon  the  Maine. 
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"IN  THE  DAYS  OF  SIXTY-ONE." 

DAN  WENRICK. 
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How  well  I  still  remember  the  days  of  sixty-one, 

When  men  were  on  the  corners  just  aching  for  a  gun; 

You'd  think  they  couldn't  wait,  from  the  way  they  worked  their  mouth, 

Till  Abraham  would  call  them  out  to  battle  with  the  south. 

They'd  stand  around  on  corners,  and  whittle  with  a  knife, 

And  all*  the  time  be  talking  about  the  coming  strife; 

They  said  that  Lincoln  was  too  slow,  he  wouldn't  do  for  them, 

If  they  were  only  president,  they'd  call  out  all  the  men. 

When  Lincoln's  orders  came  at  last  for  men  for  ninety  days, 

Those  very  fellows  were  not  seen  out  on  the  public  ways; 

None  of  them  were  in  the  war,  unless  they  drafted  one, 

The  sheriffs  had  to  hunt  them  up,  and  make  them  take  a  gun. 

You'll  see  it  just  the  same  today;  the  cowards  will  complain, 

About  the  way  McKinley  does,  since  blowing  up  the  Maine." 


WILLIAM  ANTHONY,  HERO. 

HENRY   STANLEY   WARD. 

'Neath  the  gloomy  old  walls  of  Morro, 
Lay  the  peaceful  and  powerful  Maine; 

On  board  all  was  cheer 

To  none  was  there  fear 
Of  the   treacherous   natives  of   Spain. 
Silent,  indeed,  was  the  harbor, 
Havana  was  at  our  command, 

Of  havoc  no  thought, 

Nor  the  harm  to  ba  wrought 
By  the  cowardly  villains  on  land. 

Pacing  the  deck  of  the  warship 
Was  Anthony,  Yankee  marine, 

And  as  he  walked,  he 

No  danger  could  see, 
For  naught  was  there  to  be  seen. 
Sentinel  duty  performing, 
He  walked  through  the  calm,  peaceful  night. 

At  length  came  a  flash, 

Then  followed  a  crash, 
And  awful,  indeed,  was  the  sight! 
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Rose  the  shrieks  and  the  groans  of  the  dying. 
Lay  the  mangled  forms  of  the  dead; 

Still  the  man  paced  the  deck, 

His  vessel  a  wreck, 
And  followed  where  stern  duty  led. 
The  sight  of  the  grim  floating  bodies, 
The  terror,  itself,  of  the  scene, 

And  the  absence  of  day 

Pilled  all  with  dismay- 
All  but  that  Yankee  marine. 

Out  of  his  cabin  rushed  SigBbee, 
Alarmed  at  the  deafening  roar — 

He  rushed  upon  deck, 

In  the  midst  of  the  wreck — 
A  deck  that  was  reddened  with  gore. 
"Sir,  your  ship  is  blown  up,  and  is  sinking,'* 
The  Yankee  saluted  and  said, 

To  Sigsbee,  amazed, 

As  'round  him  he  gazed 
On  the  forms  of  the  dying  and  dead. 

Was  Anthony  really  a  hero? 
"He  most  certainly  was,"  we  reply. 

To  the  man  who  will  stay, 

The  call 8  of  duty  obey, 
In  danger,  this  name  we  apply. 
'Tl8  hard  to  face  duty  in  danger, 
With  quiet  and  resolute  mien, 

But  whatever  you  do, 

To  your  duty  be  true, 
And  remember  the  Yankee  marine. 


ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND. 

ARTHUR  WARD. 

The  sun  has  set,  from  street  to  street, 
Within  the  pacing  sentry's  beat, 
Again  the  song  of  the  field  goes  'round; 
"Tenting  tonight,  on  the  old  camp  ground! 

Where  are  the  lads  of  sixty-one, 
Who  paid  the  price  of  battles  won? 
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The  roll  is  long  and  the  answers  few, 
But  North  and  South  they  are  leal  and  true. 

And  now  no  picket  lines  divide, 
The  Blue  and  Gray  tent  side  by  side, 
They  keep  together  their  bivouac  bright, 
And  old  songs  float  on  the  breeze  tonight. 

The  Yankee  cheer  and  Rebel  yell, 
The  battle  cry  of  Freedom  tell, 
Shoulder  to  shoulder,  in  line  they  tramp, 
And  'neath  Old  Glory  they  make  their  camp. 

The  song  the  boys  sang  long  ago 
Breathes  in  a  chorus  soft  and  low, 
Tender  the  notes  of  the  echoed  sound, 
"Tenting  tonight,  on  the  old  camp  ground!" 


AMERICA  AND  SPAIN. 

ALICIA  T.  WALLACE. 

Rise,  America,  to  battle! 

Oh,  rise  from  east  to  west; 
Let  anger  fill  thy  mighty  heart, 

And  fight  for  the  oppressed! 

Dost  hear  that  voice  of  anguish, 
That  cry  for  help  from  thee? 

'Tig  the  cry  of  those  -who  perish 
'Neath  Spanish  tyranny. 

Here  in  Bngland  we  can  hear  them. 
Those  accents  mad  with  woe — 

The  measure  of  a  thousand  wrongs 
At  last  shall  overflow. 

To  arms,  ye  soldiers  of  the  West! 

Tour  strength  and  valor  give; 
Oh,  be  indignant  for  the  slain — 

Glorious  for  those  who  live! 

I  hear  a  murmur  hoarse  and  deep, 

It  comes  across  the  flood, 
From  wasted  vales  of  Cuba's  isl 

It  is  the  voice  of  blood! 
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The  blood  of  that  most  gentle  race, 
Who  lived  in  peace  and  mirth, 

UntH  the  treach'rous  Spaniard  came 
And  swept  them  from  the  earth. 

Their  free  and  smiling  souls  were  bowed 

Beneath  an  iron  sway, 
And  like  shy  blossoms  of  the  wood 

They  withered  all  away. 

The  God  most  high  has  seen  these  sins. 
These  centuries  of  crime, 

And  though  He  waits,  'tis  but  to  choose 
His  own  best  judgment  time. 

And  now  at  last  He's  chosen  thee, 

America,  to  smite 
The  nation  that  so  long  has  been 

The  enemy  of  right 

Then  on  to  certain  victory, 
Great  nation  of  the  west! 

Let  anger  fill  thy  mighty  heart, 
And  fight  for  the  oppressed! 


SONNET. 

HARRIS  WALCOTT. 


The  night  is  black,  and  toward  Manila  bay 

Brave  Dewey's  squadron,  'midst  the  hidden  mines 

Creeps,  slowly,  well  within  the  Spanish  lines. 

All  stand  by  guns  and  steam  on  toward  the  fray. 

At  length  the  welcome  order  "Fire!"  lie  given. 

Our  four  great  war-ships,  with  their  guns  weli  trained. 

Send  forth  a  perfect  hell  of  fire,  well-aimed. 

For  four  full  hours  the  Spanish  ships  are  riven. 

The  forts  were  silenced  by  our  shot  and  shell. 

A  dozen  Spanish  gunboats  burned  or  filled; 

Two  hundred  Spaniards  lay  dead  where  they  fell. 

But  not  one  Yankee  seaman  had  been  killed. 

All  hail  to  thee,  commander,  bold  and  brave, 

Who  thus  risked  life  a  down-trod  race  to  save. 
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UNCLE  SAM,  CUBA'S  PATRON  SAINT. 

BDA  WESTON. 

Tig  said  that  in  our  Western  States 

Where  rattlesnakes  are  thick, 
The  problem  with  the  settler  is 

To  clear  them  out  right  quick. 

The  way  they  do  it  is  to  turn 

A  drove  of  pigs  out  loose, 
And  all  the  snakes  they  do  not  eat 

Will  have  to  soon  vamose. 

The  Spaniards  call  us  Yankees  pigs; 

So  we  give  them  a  name 
And  call  them  rattlesnakes,  a  term 

Which  well  does  fit  their  fame. 

For  treachery  and  slaughter  seem 

Their  character  to  show, 
But  when  the  pigs  and  snakes  do  meet, 

The  snakes  will  have  to  go. 

The  Spanish  snakes  in  Cuba's  isle 

Must  all  be  driven  out, 
As  legends  say  in  Ireland 

Saint  Patrick  did  them  rout 

Hail!  Uncle  Sam,  the  patron  saint 

Of  Cuba's  island  free, 
Where  red  and  white  and  blue  shall  wave 

Henceforth  for  liberty. 


If  ARCHIX'  TO  THE  FRONT. 

J.  C.  WALSH. 

It's  ringin'  and  it's  tootin',  and  it's  "give  'em  three  times  three!" 
It's  streamers  wavin'  everywhere,  and  flags  a-floatln'  free; 
It's  schools  let  out  to  see  us  march — it's  all  o'  that  for  you, 
But  for  us  it's  hot  and  bloody  war  and  honors  mighty  few. 

It's  "brave  boys!"  and  "bully  boys!"  and  "Gee!  but  ain't  they  great!" 
It's  "let  'em  have  it  hot,  boys!"  and  "give  it  to  'em  straight!" 
It's  "watch  us  sock  it  to  'em!"— yes  it's  all  o'  that  for  you, 
But  for  us  it's  knives  a-cuttin'  us  and  bullets  tearin'  through. 
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It's  good-by  boys,  God  bless  you!"  and  it's  "don't  forget  the  Maine!" 
It's  "'rah  for  Cuba  Libre!"  and  it's  "a-a-h!  to  hell  with  Spain!" 
It's  "feed  the  starvin*  Cubans,  boys," — It's  all  o'  that  for  you. 
But  for  us  it's  balls  and  powder  and  yellow  fever,  too. 

It's  "here's  the  m'litia  escort,"  and  it's  "ain't  that  music  gay?" 
It's  "room,  there  for  the  reg'lars,"  and  it's  "Lord!  his  face  is  grey!" 
It's  "see  you  to  the  train,  boys," — it's  all  o'  that  for  you, 
But  for  us  it's  leavin'  homes  and  wives  and  kids  and  sweethearts  true. 

It's  "Marchin'  through  Georgia,"  and  it's  "Johnny,  get  your  gun," 
It's  "Rally  'round  the  flag,  boys,"  and  "We've  got  'em  on  the  run," 
It's  "The  girl  I  left  behind  me,"— it's  all  o'  that  for  you, 
But  marchin'  to  the  jaws  o'  death  is  what  we've  got  to  do. 

It's  us  that's  goin'  forward  to  earn  our  pork  and  beans; 

It's  us  that  goin'  dogged,  too,  'cause  that's  what  solderin'  means, 

If  we  leave  our  bones  in  Cuba,  as  some  of  us  will  do, 

Oh,  don't  forget  they're  callin*  out,  they're  callin'  out  to  you. 


THE  BOYS  IN  BLUE. 

E.  A.  WINGARD. 

Where  the  white  tents  pitched  and  guarded 

Shimmer  in  the  sunset  glare, 
And  the  tramp  of  marching  squadrons 

Mingles  with  the  bugle's  blare, 
Where  the  flush  of  coming  battles 

Paints  the  sky  with  crimson  hue, 
Fondly;  proudly  rests  our  vision 

On  the  boys  who  wear  the  blue. 

Once  we  met  the  men  who  wore  it 

With  a  storm  of  leaden  rain 
And  we  smote  them  in  our  fury 

As  the  reaper  smites  the  grain. 
Then  for  years,  long  years  of  conflict, 

With  a  courage  tried  and  true, 
Bid  we  stem  the  charge  and  onset 

Of  the  mighty  hosts  in  blue. 

But  our  ranks  each  day  grew  thinner, 

Slowly  did  they  melt  away, 
Till  beside  our  conquered  banners 

Did  we  place  our  tattered  grey. 


Spanish- American  War  Songs.  W7 

God  so  willed  It — strength  and  union 

From  our  loss  have  sprung  anew, 
And  today  we  look  with  kindness 

On  the  boys  who  wear  the  blue. 

War  has  come  with  shout  of  battle, 

And  with  flash  of  gleaming  steel, 
With  the  rifle's  deadly  rattle, 

With  the  cannon's  booming  peal — 
In  our  camps  a  band  of  heroes, 

On  our  decks  a  gallant  crew, 
Southern  boys  are  marching,  drilling, 

Proudly  wearing  now  the  blue. 

Southern  boys  and  gallant  seamen, 

First  to  die  in  battle's  fray, 
Ensign  Bagley  of  the  Winslow, 
.  Hero  of  Cardenas  bay; 
Let  his  name  be  told  in  story, 

Deathless  fame  his  rightful  due, 
Southern  boy  and  gallant  seaman, 

Fighting,  dying  in  the  blue. 

With  the  Stars  and  Stripes  above  them, 

Glory's  guide,  or  Honor's  shroud, 
While  our  boys  in  blue  go  marching 

Let  us  cheer  them  long  aud  loud. 
And  from  homes  and  hearts  unnumbered 

Prayers  shall  rise,  both  deep  and  true, 
To  the  mighty  God  of  battles 

For  the  boys  who  wear  the  blue. 


ONE  SOLDIER  DEAD. 

JEAN  PAUL  WAYNE. 

A  fair  young  mother  calmly  read 
While  one  hand  rocked  the  cradle  bed 
Wherein  her  first-born  slept  away 
The  twilight  of  a  summer  day. 
She  carelessly  the  paper  turned 
Till  "Latest  War  News"  she  discerned; 
"Our  loss  was  small,"  dispatches  said — 
"A  skirmish,  and  one  soldier  dead.' 
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They  troubled  not  to  give  his  name, 
Or  e'en  the  troop  from  whence  he  came; 
For  who,  rejoicing  in  success, 
Cares  if  there  be  one  private  less? 
Only  a  soldier  lying  there, 
With  blood  upon  his  sunny  hair, 
With  no  kind  friend  to  raise  his  head 
Or  treasure  the  last  words  he  said. 

Oh,  happy  mother,  do  you  know 
That  not  so  many  years  ago 
That  soldier  was  a  baby,  too, 
With  ftuce  as  sweet  and  eyes  so  blue 
As  those  within  yon  cradle  there? 
And  knew  a  mother's  tender  care, 
(Who  now  must  sit  alone  and  weep 
Because  he  wakes  not  from  his  sleep? 

And  other  thousands  also  said: 

"Only  a  private  soldier  dead," 
Without  a  passing  thought  that  he 

Might  one  of  nature's  nobles  be, 

Or  that  the  words  that  line  contained 

Would  wreck  a  life  that  yet  remained. 

His  mother  waits  for  him  in  vain, 

For  he,  her  only  child,  is  slain. 


THE  FLEET  AT  SANTIAGO. 

J.  W.  WHITEFIEDD. 

We've  found  that  Spanish  fleet  at  last, 

Tis  said,  at  Santiago; 
If  so,  we'll  give  them  lead  to  eat 

In  place  of  rice  and  sago. 

And  there  we'll  make  them  stay  awhile. 

Until  they  drop  their  boasting; 
Or  if  they  try  to  run  away 

We'll   give   them   quite   a    roasting! 
At  Porto  Rico,  it  was  said, 

That  fleet  had  gone  for  shelter, 
But  when  our  ships  were  nearly  there 

They  scattered  helter  skelter! 
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So  Sampson  had  no  chance  to  fight, 

Though  he  was  always  trying, 
For  if  ke  got  quite  near  at  night, 

Tomorrow  they  were  flying. 

But  now  their  ships  are  found  at  last, 

In  spite  of  all  their  dodgings, 
We've  got  them  where  we'll  hold  them  fast 

Until  we  spoil  their  lodgings. 

Our  soldiers  now  may  safely  land 

On  Cuba's  soil,  and  marching 
To  proud  Havana,  give  the  Dons 

A  washing,  and  a  starching! 

Well,  there  will  always  come  an  end 

To  every  rope — the  longest, 
And  Spanish  ships  you  may  depend 

Will  soon  find  ours  the  strongest 

And  when  they  do  they'll  think  the  day 

Of  judgment  is  beginning 
For  Spain  will  surely  get  her  pay 

For  all  her  cruel  sinning! 


THE  SONS  OF  FORMER  FOES. 

DAVID  WITHERINGTON. 

Where  our  army  was  encamping 

Two  young  soldiers  met  one  day. 
One  wore  a  uniform  of  blue, 

The  other  one  of  gray. 
As  they  clasped  each  other  by  the  hand, 

From  their  comrades  there  arose 
A  cheer  for  those  two  soldiers 

Were  the  sons  of  former  foes. 

The  sons  of  former  foes,  but  now 

They  were  brother  soldiers  true, 
With  one  banner  floating  o'er  them, 

'Twas  the  Red,  the  White  and  Blue. 
'Neath  its  starry  folds  they  gathered, 

And  their  mingled  voices  rose 
In  the  old  Star  Spangled  Banner; 

They  were  sons  of  former  foes. 


jl 
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i 
{  They  had  gathered  by  the  thousands 

When  they  heard  their  chieftain's  call; 
To  defend  their  country's  honor. 

Was  the  thought  of  one  and  all. 
They  were  kinsmen  of  a  country 

Where  the  noblest  manhood  grows, 
Now  with  heart  and  hand  united, 
Though  the  sons  of  former  foes. 
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What  matter  though  their  fathers 
Met  as  foemen  long  ago? 
.  j  They  have  blotted  from  their  memory 

All  those  fearful  years  of  woe. 
As  they  wait  for  marching  orders 

One  thought  fills  each  manly  breast: 
To  bring  honor  to  Old  Glory 
*  They  will  do  their  very  best. 

•■  God  guard  our  noble  soldiers; 

And  forever  may  they  be 
The  defenders  of  the  Union, 
|  Our  dear  land  of  liberty. 

/  #  May  our  flag  still  wave  in  glory. 

And  with  hearts  both  brave  and  true. 
May  they  stand  for  home  and  country 
A  united  gray  and  blue. 


REMEMBER  THE  MAINE. 

W.   J.   WHITNEY  WARD. 

When  the  loud  cry  of  Cuba  seemed 

The  delegated  voice  of  God. 
On  freedom's  soil  a  beacon  beamed; 

Twas  his  complete  avenging  rod. 

And  far  from  us  such  thoughts  shall  be 
That  breathe  of  vengeance,  harder  task; 

But  ours  to  bear  across  the  sea 
The  flag  that  struggling  freemen  ask. 

We  heard  the  stifled,  piteous  groan 
That  told  of  woman's  famished  cry. 

And  caught  the  infant's  low.  soft  moan 
Which  heralded  his  time  to  die. 
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As  vendure  springs  above  the  tomb, 

We  gaze  in  sadness  on  the  Maine, 
With  naught  of  vengeance;  like  its  bloom 

Our  souls  pursue  a  nobler  aim. 

Around  the  Maine's  remembered  grave 
A  crimson  cloud  still  spreads  and  glows. 

Like  "Wormwood's  Star,"  above  the  brave, 
It  must  return  from  whence  it  rose! 

And  freedom,  such  as  God  bestows, 

Is  bounded  not  by  tyrant  laws. 
No;  like  the  sun  it  ever  glows 

Above  all  earth  in  its  just  cause. 

The  idol  of  a  soldier's  soul 

Is  freedom's  bright,  immortal  birth. 
It  rose  in  heaven,  o'er  guilt's  control, 

And,  like  it,  ne'er  can  set  on  earth. 

Then  rest,  brave  Maine,  in  calm  repose, 
Though  slow,  the  time  will  onward  creep 

When  those,  who  were  thy  murderous  foes 
Must  bless  thee  from  their  place  of  sleep! 


A  LESSOR  FROM  HISTORY. 

MAXWELL    WILLIAMS. 

When  France  was  smitten  through  her  eagle  crest 

The  victor  stood  above  her,  lying  low, 
And,  with  an  armed  heel  upon  her  breast, 

Tore  land  and  treasure  from  the  vanquished  foe; 
And  Germany  now  groans  beneath  her  arms, 

The  sword  is  never  absent  from  her  side, 
She  sleeps  in  steel,  and  dreams  of  night  alarms, 

And  battles  roaring  on  her  frontiers  wide. 
Ah!  force  not  then  a  conquered  race  too  far; 

Tarnish  not  victory  with  plunder's  stain; 
Leave  not  your  land  and  endless  threat  of  war; 

A  menace  to  your  children  still,  in  Spain — 
Arming,  conspiring,  brooding  on  the  past, 
And — all  prepared — striking  in  hate  at  last. 
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PATKIOTIC  VERSES. 

WAT  WARREN. 

From  far  beyond  the  hills  I  come 
To  greet  you  on  this  gala  day — 

I  hear  the  rolling  of  the  drums- 
Clay  Leonard  and  Clay  Coffman  play. 

I  see  you  marching  up  the  street; 
I  hear  your  lusty  cheer  on  cheer; 

I  see  old  comrades  fondly  greet 
|  Each  other,  and  I  seem  to  hear 

i  The  stories  which  they  now  relate, 

Of  those  brave  days  when  Grant  and  Lee 

With  all  their  hosts  of  blue  and  gray, 
Each  other  fought  so  valiantly. 
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Thank  God!  at  last  we  meet  as  one, 
Beneath  "Old  Glory's"  radiant  glow. 

Thank  God!  the  victory  has  been  won 
O'er  prejudice,  and  that  the  blow 

Of  one  united  country  falls 
Upon  proud  Monro's  castle  walls! 

The  great,  far-seeing  Lord  of  Hosts 
1  Raised  up  a  son  with  nerves  of  steel, 

/  To  fight  our  battles  on  the  coasts 

Of  haughty,  arrogant  Castile. 
1  Brave  Dewey!    Let  the  Nations  bow 

In  homage  to  that  glorious  name — 
Let  hist'ry's  pages  blazon  how, 
From  out  that  hell  of  fire  he  came 
I  Unhurt,  unscathed,  without  a  scar — ■ 

Without  the  loss  of  even  one — 
Nor  quit  the  fight  upon  the  deep 
Till  he  had  silenced  every  gun! 


i  Now  let  us  sing  with  joyful  hearts 

That  grand  old  song,  forever  new — 
With  willing  throats,  let's  raise  the  notes 

Of  the  glorious  "Red,  White  and  Blue!" 
And  as  the  chorus  southward  swells, 

And  falls  on  Don's  distracted  ear, 
He'll  quickly  cease  his  braggart  yells 

And  grovel  low  in  abject  fear! 
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THE  PATKIOT'S  OHAKGE. 

EUGENE  WARE. 

•       •       •       Sons  of  mine,  be  your  station  proud  or  frugal 

When  your  country  calls  her  children  and  you  hear  the  blast  of  bugle, 

Don't  you  stop  to  think  of  Kansas  or  "the  quota  of  your  county/' 

Don't  you  go  to  asking  questions,  don't  you  wait  for  pay  or  bounty, 

But  you  volunteer  at  once,  and  go  where  orders  take  you 

And  obey  them  to  the  letter,  though  they  make  you  or  they  break  you. 

Hunt  the  flag  and  then  stay  with  it,  be  you  wealthy  or  plebean — 
Let  the  women  scrape  the  lint,  sing  the  dirge  and  chant  the  pean. 
Though  the  magazines  and  journals  teem  with  anti-war  persuasion, 
And  the  stay-at-homes  and  cowards,  gladly  take  the  like  occasion 
Don't  you  ever  dream  of  asking  is  the  war  a  right  or  wrong  one; 
Tou  are  in  it  and  your  duty  is  to  make  the  fight  a  strong  one, 
And  you  stay  till  it  is  over,  be  the  war  a  short  or  long  one. 

Make  amends  when  war  is  over,  then  the  power  with  you  is  lying, 
Then  if  wrong  do  ample  justice,  but  the  flag,  boys,  keep  it  flying; 
If  that  flag  goes  down  in  ruin,  then  will  time  without  a  warning 
Turn  the  dial  back  to  midnight,  and  the  world  must  wait  till  morning. 


DON'T  FOEGET  THE  MAINE. 

CHARLES  H.  WHITE. 

In  days  of  yore,  when  hearts  were  bold, 

And  passions  were  not  hidden; 
When  men  would  fight  for  home  and  right 

Against  each  foe,  unbidden; 
To  punish  baseness  there  would  then 

No  hesitation  be, 
Such  as  we've  lately  witnessed 

Over  Spanish  treachery! 

Don't  forget  the  Maine,  boys 

There  she  lies  today, 
On  the  slimy  bottom 

Of  Havana  bay; 
Lies  upon  the  mucky  soil 

Ne'er  to  float  again! 
Whate'er  else  you  do,  boys, 

Don't  forget  the  Maine! 
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n  There  was  a  time  when  blood  would  flow 

Without  a  moment's  warning, 
With  less  excuse  than  that  which  we 

Are  yet  but  idly  scorning; 
For  "public  spirit's"  but  a  name 
■  To  cover  up  the  tricks 

Played  by  our  modern  "statesmen/ 
In  the  game  of  "politics! 
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Don't  forget  the  Maine,  boys, 

Nor  her  gallant  crew! 
Each  of  them  who  died,  boys, 

Died  for  each  of  you! 
Punish  now  the  guilty  ones 

For  the  crime  of  Cain! 
Let  this  be  your  battle-cry: 

"Don't  forget  the  Maine! 
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Had  we  fought  in  time  for  Cuba, 
She  would  now  be  free; 

Nor  would  our  Maine  have  perished 
By  deed  of  treachery. 

Prepare  for  war  in  time  of  peace 
•  Was  not  our  motto,  sane, 

Until  old  Weyler's  cut-throat  horde 
Blew  up  the  good  boat  Maine; 

Don't  forget  the  Maine,  boys! 
Her  wreck  appeals  to  you, 
Duty  stares  you  in  the  face; 
;  Be  sure  that  it  you  do. 

Cut  them  right,  slash  them  left — 

Let  missiles  fall  like  rain! 
Treat  the  Spaniards  so  that  they 
i  Will  not  forget  the  Maine! 

"Old  Glory"  floats  her  stars  and  stripes 
|  O'er  land  that's  rich  and  great; 

I  Her  warriors  bold,  like  those  of  old, 

j  All  cruel  nations  hate; 

|  Their  path  is  clear  to  honor  now, 

Against  the  demon  Spain; 
For  they  are  eager  to  avenge 
-  The  heroes  of  the  Maine! 
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Don't  forget  the  Maine,  boys; 

The  martyr  of  the  sea! 
Pay  the  score  of  blood,  boys; 

Set  brave  Cuba  free! 
Let  the  slaughter  be  complete; 

Every  vantage  gain; 
Prove  it  to  the  Spaniards  that 

Tou  don't  forget  the  Maine! 


THE  BKAVE  HOME  GUAED. 

NYXJONO  WATERMANYO. 

Oh,  take  good  aim,  ye  soldier  boys, 

And  shoot  'em  through  the  breast; 
Sight  good  and  true,  ye  navy  lads, 

And  blow  'em  galley-west. 
It's  joy  to  mow  'em  down  and  think 

A  mother's  heart  will  break, 
For  civilization's  all  a  joke, 

And  brotherhood's  a  fake. 

The  Spanish  people  are  asking  God 

To  save  their  threatened  land, 
But  a  Yankee  prayer  is  a  ten-inch  gun 

That  is  easy  to  understand. 
And  the  Lord  will  help  us  to  plant  new  stars 

In  Freedom's  diadem, 
For  there's  seventy  millions,  and  more,  of  us, 

And  but  seventeen  millions  of  them. 

This  patriotic  soul  of  mine 

Might  be  somewhat  distressed, 
If  here  and  now  the  Spanish  aimed 

Their  cannon  at  my  breast 
But  they're  far  away,  so  I  yell  fer  war 

And  make  a  fearful  noise, 
And  the  troops  go  marching  off  to  death 

As  I  shout,  "God  bless  you,  boys! 


i  »> 


Since  we're  so  strong  and  they're  so  weak 

We're  bound  to  win  or  bust 
That  Spanish  rag  they  call  a  flag, 

We'll  trample  in  the  dust! 
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]1  And  since  we're  sure  to  do  'em  up. 

That  proves  we're  in  the  right, 
For  Justice  always  marches  with 
The  side  that  wins  the  fight 

* 

N         So  blow  their  bodies  full  of  lead 
And  sink  their  ships  at  sea, 
The  more  you  kill  the  more  'twill  fill 

Our  loyal  land  with  glee. 
And  while  your  bullets,  breathing  death, 
p  Shall  cut  and  tear  and  maim, 

j;  We'll  pray  the  mighty  god  of  war 

To  give  you  perfect  aim. 


3 


i. 


'h\ 


A 


• 


i 

\ 

I 


AMERICA'S  REPLY  TO  ALFRED  AUSTEN*. 

H.  A  WISE  WOOD. 


"C  Greetings  Britain!    Glad  the  welcome 

We  extend  your  noble  song. 
Let  the  tale  be  now  forgotten, 
Of  our  early  childhood's  wrong. 

>  Meet  our  hands  across  yon  ocean, 

1  Firm  in  grasp  of  Kinsman's  love, 

Back  to  back,  then  let  us  struggle, 

'Neath  our  banners  twined  above. 

i 

Knit  we  gladly  broken  heartstrings, 
Severed  many  years  ago, 

For  the  land  which  was  our  mother 
Hold  we  dearer  than  you  know. 

Shamrock,  Thistle,  Rose,  and  Feather! 

From  the  Eagle's  pinion  swift, 
May  they  lie  in  close  alliance, 

Spreading  ever  Freedom's  gift 

Should  the  Teuton,  Slav  or  Latin 
Ask  what  means  our  joined  hands, 

Say  the  Unit,  Anglo-Saxon, 
Holds  again  two  mighty  lands. 

Such  a  race  shall  grow  amongst  us, 
Men  of  iron,  men  of  thought. 

None  will  dare  oppose  the  power 
Which  in  union  both  have  sought 
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THE  HOPE  OF  CUBA. 

PAUL  WEST. 

I  am  waiting,  oh,  my  savior,  though  the  days  seem  longer  now; 
I  creep  upon  the  barren  hill  and  peer  above  its  brow, 
And  though  mine  eyes  grow  dimmer  yet,  a  faint  light  still  I  see, 
And  I  know  that  you  are  coming,  sweet  America,  to  me. 

At  morn  I  crawl  across  the  sand  and  listen  to  the  tale 
The  mad  waves  thunder  to  the  beach,  my  spirits  to  regale. 
I  hear  how  fell  the  Spaniard  in  Manila's  blood-flown  bay, 
But  I  know  I'm  not  forgotten — it  will  come  my  turn  some  day! 

I  listen  to  the  fevered  winds  that  moan  among  the  trees, 

I  catch  the  meaning  of  their  words,  the  language  of  the  breeze. 

They  tell  of  Porto  Rico,  and  of  your  victory  there, 

But  I  know  I'm  not  forgotten,  and  I  laugh  at  my  despair! 

Yes,  I'm  waiting,  oh,  my  savior,  through  the  night  and  through  the  day; 
I've  suffered,  still  can  suffer,  and  I  chafe  not  at  delay; 
For  you  promised  you  would  save  me,  and  I  wait  with  throbbing  ear 
For  the  day  you'll  come  and  take  me,  saying,  "Cuba,  I  am  here!" 


NOTICE  TO  TKAITOKS! 

CHARLES  WADSWORTH,   JR. 

Now  when  our  soldiers  are  facing  the  battle, 

Boom  of  the  cannon  and  shriek  of  the  shell; 
Now  when  the  guns  of  the  enemy  rattle, 

Sounding  for  many  death's  oncoming  knell; 
Now  when  the  crisis  is  rushing  to  meet  us; 

Now  when  has  vanished  the  last  chance  of  peace; 
Now  when  our  foes  close  their  ranks  to  defeat  us; 

Isn't  it  time  for  our  critics  to  cease? 

Now  when  Spain's  soldiers  have  pledged  their  devotion, 

Drawn  their  sabres,  and  shotted  their  guns, 
Sworn  to  destroy  all  our  fleets  from  the  ocean, 

Ravage  our  cities  and  slaughter  our  sons; 
Now  when,  half  frenzied  with  hate,  she  advances, 

Vowing  to  flght  till  our  standard  shall  drop, 
Isn't  it  time  our  disloyal  Miss  Nancies, 

Mugwumps  and  critics  and  traitors  should  stop? 


i; 


'J  988  Spanish- American  War  Songs. 


*  • 


if 

V 


J 


Now  when  from  thousands  of  homes  in  our  nation, 

Homes  of  the  mountain,  the  prairie,  the  town; 
Goodly  young  men  with  a  high  consecration, 

Lift  up  the  flag  that  its  foes  would  tear  down; 
Now  that  the  hearts  of  wives,  sisters  and  mothers, 

Giving  the  gift  while  the  scalding  tears  drop, 
Send  for  their  country  sons,  husbands  and  brothers, 

Isn't  it  time  for  these  critics  to  stop? 


Now  when  the  maimed  and  the  wounded  are  moaning, 
j.  Pierced  with  the  bullet  and  torn  by  the  shell, 

f;  Brave  men  and  loyal  in  agony  groaning, 

Who  were  defending  their  flag  when  they  fell, 
Broken  and  blinded,  and  bleeding,  and  dying, 

Giving  their  blood  for  their  land  drop  by  drop, 
O'er  the  sad  cots  where  these  heroes  are  lying, 
'.'!  Isn't  it  time  for  the  critics  to  stop? 


J}  Shame  on  these  critics!     Self-righteous  and  sour, 

Foes  to  their  nation,  defenders  of  Spain, 
Falling  their  land  in  her  critical  hour, 

Flouting  her  peril,  and  mocking  her  pain! 
O'er  the  fresh  graves  of  her  sons  patriotic, 
^  Spending  their  lives  human  freedom  to  prop. 

"Silence!"  she  cries,  "all  ye  critics  neurotic, 
Mugwumps  and  traitors,  it's  time  now  to  stop!" 


OUK  FLAG. 

J  FLORENCE   ST.   JOHN  WARDWELL. 

■[  A  piece  of  muslin,  nine  by  six, 

i;  That  costs  a  dime  or  two; 

)  Why  should  the  blood  of  brave  men  mix 

[  With  dust,  for  such  as  you? 

Why  should  they  press,  and  bleed,  and  die 

For  such  a  tatter'd  rag? 
Oh!  shout  the  answer  to  the  sky, 
Because  it  is  our  Flag! 

It  represents  to  all  the  world 
?  A  nation  proud  and  free, 

!  Whose  glorious  banner  floats  unfurl'd 

:■  On  mountain,  shore  and  sea! 
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The  high  idea  that  stands  behind 

That  torn  and  tatter'd  rag, 
Floats  with  it  on  the  wild,  free  wind 

Because  it  is  our  Flag! 

The  vision  that  to  men  appears 

To  lead  them  to  a  height, 
The  angel,  who  a  halo  wears, 

And  l^hts  the  blackest  night; 
The  noblest  thoughts  of  noble  men, 

These  hide  within  this  rag. 
We'd  die  for  it,  aye,  ten  times  ten, 

Because  it  is  our  Flag! 

Then  wave  it,  wave  it,  all  ye  sons 

Of  Freedom's  happy  land, 
To  honor,  glory,  favor'd  ones, 

Climb  clasping  it  in  hand; 
Aye!  even  to  glorious  death,  stride  on, 

And  hug  that  tatter'd  rag! 
A  name  immortal  we  have  won, 

Because  it  is  our  Flag! 


SAILORS  CROWNED. 

HENRY  WALKER. 

Heroes  are  of  heroic  stun* — 
Look  up  and  on  beyond  the  stars — 

Halt  not  at  Much  or  Well-enough —  » 

Hold  not  behind  Time's  bolts  and  bars. 

All  things  are  possible  to  them — 
Of  boundless  hope  and  endless  faith — 

And  not  a  single  doubt  can  stem 
JTheir  matchless  confidence  but  death. 

The  old  world's  track  is  common-place — 

'Tls  meat  and  bread  and  bread  and  meat — 
As  heroes  run  a  heedless  race 

With  sordid  care  beneath  their  feet. 
Let  toiler,  idler,  soul-of-greed, 

Servant  and  master  gladden  when 
They  read  of  some  day's  splendid  deed 

And  call  their  heroes— Countrymen! 
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SHOULDER-KNOTS  OF  BLUE. 

MARGARET  HAMILTON  WELCH. 

We  are  coming,  Denver  sisters, 
We  are  flying  o'er  the  plains, 
We  are  speeding  to  the  Rockies 
{  On  many  special  trains. 

There  are  young  and  ol^  among  us, 
We  are  maids  and  matrons,  too, 
j'{  And  on  every  blessed  woman 

'!  Is  a  shoulder-knot  of  blue. 
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We  have  left  our  homes  behind  us, 

Kissed  our  husbands  and  our  beaux, 
Sent  the  children  to  the  country, 

Packed  up  all  our  nicest  clothes. 
Now  we're  dreaming  of  the  canyons, 

Pike's  peak,  the  Loop,  and  you — 
3  We're  a  large  and  eager  army, 

Wearing  shoulder-knots  of  blue. 

We've  our  speeches  neatly  lettered 

(Extra  copies  for  the  press); 
They're  the  off  hand  kind,  though 

Written,  to  insure  the  best  success. 
We  are  whirling  past  the  cities, 

We  are  rushing  through  the  view — 
You  will  know  us  when  you  see  us 

By  our  shoulder-knots  of  blue. 

41  

S  WAR. 

j  PORCEYTHE  WILSON. 

j  "Now  whichsoever  stand  or  fall, 

As  God  is  great,  and  man  is  small, 
The  truth  shall  triumph  over  all; 
Forever  and  forevermore,  the  truth  shall  triumph  over  all! 

"I  see  the  champion  sword-strokes  flash; 
I  see  them  fall  and  hear  them  clash; 
I  hear  the  murderous  engines  crash; 
I  see  a  brother  stop  to  loose  a  foeman  brother's  bloody  sash. 
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"I  see  the  torn  and  mangled  corpse, 
The  dead  and  dying  heap  in  scores. 
The  headless  rider  by  his  horse, 
The  wounded  captive  bayonet  ted  through  and  through  without  remorse. 

"I  hear  the  dying  sufferer  cry, 
With  his  crushed  face  turned  to  the  sky; 
I  see  him  crawl  in  agony 
To  the  foul  pool,  and  bow  his  head  into  the  bloody  slime,  and  die. 

"I  hear  the  curses  and  the  thanks; 
I  see  the  mad  charge  on  the  flanks, 
The  rents,  the  gaps,  the  broken  ranks, 
The  vanquished  squadrons  driven  headlong  down  the  river's  bridgeless  banks. 

"I  see  the  death  gripe  on  the  plain, 
The  grappling  monsters  on  the  main, 
The  tens  of  thousands  that  are  slain, 
And  all  the  speechless  suffering  and  agony  of  heart  and  brain. 

"I  see  the  dark  and  bloody  spots, 
The  crowded  rooms  and  crowded  cots, 
The  bleaching  bones,  the  battle  blots, 
And  writ  on  many  a  nameless  grave,  a  legend  of  forget-me-nots." 


IMPEKIALISM. 

WILLIAM  F.  WOOD. 


The  lesser  souls  of  baser  men 
May  seek  for  conquest  now,  but  when 
The  great  Republic's  voice  is  hurled 
In  thunder  tones  around  the  world, 
The  startled  nations  then  shall  see 
From  greed  of  conquest  we  are  free; 
And  that  where  Freedom's  banner  flies, 
Its  star-gemmed  azure  'neath  the  skies, 
There  liberty  and  peace  shall  reign, 
And  tyrants  seek  a  home  in  vain. 

Imperial  Rome,  in  purple  pride, 
That  crimsoned  Tiber's  yellow  tide 
With  blood  of  many  nations'  slain, 
Sought  earth's  dominion  but  in  vain; 


I. 


942  Spanish- American  War  Songs. 

t  $  And  why  should  we,  a  nobler  race, 

i  Step  in  old  Rome's  forbidden  place? 

Reclaim  her  shackles  from  the  dust, 
Where  in  deserted  graves  they  rust? 
And  be  as  were  her  brutal  men, 
Who  made  the  world  a  horror  then. 


} 


With  noble  words  and  nobler  deeds, 
Behold  how  Gomez  grandly  leads 
The  heroes  of  his  native  land 
To  war  on  tyrants;  hand  in  hand, 
They  charge  against  the  cruel  foe 
And  Freedom  leads  them  where  they  go — 
The  glorious  banner  of  the  free, 
Their  guide  and  guard  to  liberty. 

How  baser  than  the  basest  born 
A  nation's  plighted  faith  to  scorn 
To  offer  freedom  to  the  slave, 
And  give  the  quiet  of  the  grave; 
To  cast  the  tyrant's  chains  away, 
Only  that  we  may  turn  and  slay — 
Great  Lord  of  hosts,  if  we  forget! 
That  we  are  but  thy  servants  yet, 
Let  thy  fierce  anger,  in  its  might, 
Consume  us  with  thy  burning  light — 
Better  to  perish  in  thy  fires 
Than  live  a  sordid  race  of  liars. 


THE  LETTER  THAT  CAME  TO-DAY. 

LENA  G.  WAGNER. 

Throughout  our  world  is  our  flag  unfurled, 

For  a  nation's  heart  is  stirred; 
Its  throb  beats  in  with  the  cannon's  din, 

And  the  trill  of  the  mocking  bird. 
Though  the  land  be  young  in  the  youth  of  spring, 

And  fair  in  the  flush  of  May, 
My  heart  was  clasped  in  an  icy  grasp 

By  the  letter  that  came  today. 

"My  country  calls,  and  I  go,"  he  wrote, 

"And  deem  it  a  sweet  command, 
To  place  my  all— just  a  single  life — 

On  the  shrine  of  my  nation's  land. 
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Such  a  call  may  came  not  again  in  life 

To  enlist  in  the  cause  of  right, 
For  all  may  praise  and  many  may  love, 

But  only  the  few  may  fight." 

Tho'  the  field  of  war  be  a  treacherous  sward, 

And  its  guerdon  a  cruel  fate, 
He  will  march  away  in  the  Governor's  Guard 

Of  our  royal  Lone  Star  state. 

The  burning  tears  blot  out  the  years, 

And  I  see  him — a  prattling  child — 
Whom  love  had  led  to  the  curtained  bed 

Where  our  dying  mother  smiled. 
"God  will  bless  my  beautiful  babe/'  she  said 

"And  His  summons  are  always  wise." 
Her  dear  eyes  closed  in  a  soft  repose, 

And  she  awakened  in  Paradise. 

As  a  beacon  light  thro'  the  darkest  night 

Her  memory  came  to  bless; 
For  few  may  know  how  the  north  winds  blow 

Thro*  the  lives  of  the  motherless. 
And  now,  in  the  tide  of  his  strength  and  pride, 

Our  soldier  will  march  away, 
And  we  garner  a  sheaf  of  bitterest  grief 

From  the  letter  that  came  today. 

Oh,  God,  we  pray  for  a  calmer  day, 

When  the  murmur  of  strife  shall  cease! 
Send  Thou  a  dove  from  Thine  ark  of  love, 

With  an  olive  branch  of  peace. 
Oh,  take  command  with  righteous  hand 

Of  our  brave  soldier  men, 
On  land  or  sea  their  guidance  be, 

And  Thine  the  praise.  Amen! 

In  the  gloom  and  despair  we  women  must  bear, 

As  ever,  life's  bitterest  part — 
No  soldier  may  fall  by  bayonet  or  ball, 

But  breaketh  some  woman's  heart. 
On  bended  knees  in  times  like  these 

Shall  we  plead  with  a  mystic  fate. 
That  it  deals  not  hard  with  the  Governor's  Guard 

Of  our  royal  Lone  Star  state. 
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OUR  NATION'S  FLAG. 

HELEN  M.  WALTON. 

Unfurl  the  flag,  for  which  men  died 
And  valiant  heroes  bled, 

And  float  its  folds  both  far  and  wide 
Above  the  countless  dead. 


Throw  out  the  flag,  O  comrades  true, 

To  reach  from  shore  to  shore, 
And  let  the  red,  the  white,  the  blue, 
\  Float  on  forever  more. 


Lift  up  the  flag  that  all  may  gaze 
On  stripes  and  glittering  stars, 

And  let  it  touch  the  purple  haze 
Rising  o'er  prison  bars. 

4  The  flag  of  flags  for  space  and  time, 

i  When  blessed  peace  shall  be, 

>  And  every  land  and  every  clime 

Shall  join  the  jubilee. 


Oh,  precious  flag  that  floats  above 
r  The  country's  battleship, 

7  Oft  lights  the  busy  carrier  dove 

When  on  her  weary  trip. 

i  Oh,  land  of  freedom  and  of  light; 

Oh,  time  of  endless  years, 
Oh,  precious  flag  that  greets  our  sight 
And  dries  our  falling  tears. 


A  TOAST. 

CHARLES   W.   WOOD. 


Here's  to  the  flag,  with  its  Stripes  and  Its  Stare, 
j.  Triumphantly  borne  through  all  of  our  wars; 

■  Here's  to  the  heroes  who  fought  in  defence 

Of  the  nation  of  nations  this  flag  represents. 
Here's  to  the  warriors  who  went  to  the  grave 
Defending  the  flag  on  the  field  and  the  wave; 
'Neath  its  bright  folds  raise  your  glasses  with  me 
And  drink  to  our  country — the  Land  of  the  Free! 
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HYMN  FOR  CUBA. 

MRS.    JAMES.    H.    WALKER. 

O  God — who  from  thy  throne  on  high 

"Dost  mark  the  sparrow's  fall." 
Whose  ear  doth  catch  the  burdened  sigh 

When  faint  hearts  dare  not  call, 

In  the  fair  isle  without  our  door — 

Washed  by  thy  boundless  sea — 
Men  pray  thy  mercy  and  thy  power 

To  help  make  Cuba  free. 

Oh!  count  these  tears,  from  eyes  that  weep — 

Remember,  Lord,  the  slain — 
The  sailors,  lying  in  the  deep  — 

Forget  not  thou  the  Maine. 

Protect  our  ships  upon  the  sea; 

From  storms  and  tempest's  blast; 
"Hold  in  the  hollow  of  thy  hand" 

"Poor  Jack"  before  the  mast. 

Give  to  our  arms  efficient  power 

To  aid  these  souls  distressed, 
And  hasten  on  the  blessed  hour 

When  arms  shall  be  at  rest. 

At  rest — because  the  strife  is  done — 

This  struggle  to  be  free — 
The  battle's  fought — the  victory  won 

For  Cuba's  liberty. 


OLD  GLORY  IS  FLYING  IN  CUBA. 

D.    C.   WOODCOCK. 

Old  Glory  is  flying  in  Cuba; 
The  Red,  White  and  Blue  is  ashore! 
How  proudly  'tis  whipping  the  azure 
Where  Spain's  yellow  rag  flew  of  yore! 
A  cheer  for  the  heroes  who  bore  it, 
A  tear  for  the  heroes  who  fell; 
Their  names  are  a  part  of  the  story 
Of  glory  our  children  shall  tell. 


■  t 
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Down  in  the  Caribbean  ocean 
The  voice  of  a  prophet  is  heard; 
It  speaks  from  the  mouth  of  our  cannon, 
And  this  is  its  wonderful  word: 
*|  "O  islands  of  tropical  splendor, 

O  gem  of  the  fair  southern  sea, 
Above  you  the  flag  of  the  freeman 
Is  waving — and  you  shall  be  free." 


Then  cheer  for  the  Army  and  Navy; 
Aye!  cheer  for  our  gallant  marine, 
Who  stood  like  a  rock  in  the  desert 
Undaunted,  unconquered,  serene; 

Who  shrank  not  when  hot  hall  was  falling 
And  death  lurked  in  bush,  brake  and  stone — 
The  vanguard  who  planted  those  colors 
*;3  On  earth  which  their  valor  had  won. 


i  THE  SOLDIEKS'  FAREWELL. 

H.  N.  B.  WOOD. 

4?  Good  bye,  sweet  home,  with  all  your  Joys, 

51  We  are  ofT  to  the  war,  we  soldier  boys; 

'Twas  duty  called,  her  voice  was  clear, 
With  prompt  reply,  we  answered  here! 
!  And  ere  the  welcome  sound  had  died 

Our  ranks  were  formed  and  away  we  hied. 

For  silent  tear,  or  voice  of  grief, 
2  Or  parting  word,  the  time  was  brief, 

.  As  beating  drums  and  whistles  loud, 

Called  out  a  mighty  surging  crowd. 
**  At  midnight  hour  in  drizzling  rain, 

*  To  see  us  start  on  the  outward  train. 


We'll  ne'er  forget  that  grand  farewell 
Tou  gave  us,  when  the  warning  bell, 


*  Waked  waiting  wheels  with  whirling  life, 

To  bear  us  on  to  fields  of  strife; 
Nor  the  deafening  shout  that  rose  on  high, 
As  we  kissed  our  girls  one  sweet  good  bye. 

Our  cause  is  just,  our  arms  are  strong, 
Our  hearts  beat  time  to  freedom's  song, 


Spanish- American  War  Songs.  9*7 

We'll  do  our  best  to  win  this  fight, 
To  cheer  all  hearts  that  love  the  right, 
And  break  the  yoke  that  long  has  bound 
The  captive's  neck  with  festering  wound. 

It  matters  not  what  fortune  brings 
To  faith  in  right  we'll  ever  cling, 
And  should  we  fall  upon  the  field, 
To  Him  who  gave,  our  soul  we'll  yield, 
And  sweetly  sleep  beneath  the  sod, 
Till  we  shall  wake  to  meet  our  God. 

0,  brothers,  sisters,  mothers  dear, 
Breathe  no  vain  sigh,  and  shed  no  tear, 
For  the  boys  in  blue,  to  their  country  true, 
Will  bear  the  cross  till  the  war  is  through, 
And  fight  like  men  till  o'er  the  sea 
Glad  news  shall  fly  that  Cuba's  free. 

Then  singing  songs  of  joyful  strain, 
We'll  mount  the  ships  that  plow  the  main, 
And  homeward  turn  our  wistful  eyes, 
With  anxious  wish  for  prosperous  skies, 
To  waft  us  safe  to  those  we  love — 
God  speed  the  day  from  heaven  above. 


BALLAD  OF  'TEDDY'S  TERRORS." 

STEPHEN  F.  WHITMAN. 

There  was  a  lovely  regiment  whose  men  wus  strong  and  stout, 

Fer  some  they  had  diplomas  and  fer  some  wus  warrants  out, 

And  Wood  he  was  their  colonel  bold,  an*  Teddy  was  his  mate, 

And  they  called  'em  "Teddy's  Lambkins,"  fer  their  gentleness  was  great. 

Now  a  good  old  man  named  Shatter  says  to  Teddy  and  to  Wood: 
"There's  a  joint  called  Santiago  where  we  ain't  well  understood, 
So  take  yer  lamblike  regiment,  and  if  you  are  polite 
I  think  yer  gentle  little  ways'll  set  the  matter  right' 


»» 


So  when  Teddy's  boys  got  movin'  and  the  sun  was  on  the  fry, 
And  the  atmosphere  was  coaxln'  them  to  lay  right  down  and  die, 
Some  gents  from  Santiago  who  wus  mad  'cause  they  wus  there 
Lay  down  behind  some  bushes  to  put  bullets  through  their  hair. 
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Now  Teddy's  happy  Sunday  school  wus  movin'  on  its  way 
A-seekin'  in  its  peaceful  style  some  Dagos  fer  to  slay; 
And  the  gents  from  Santiago,  with  aversion  in  their  heart, 
'i\ '  Wus  hldin'  at  the  crossroads  fer  to  blow  'em  all  apart. 


4 


i 


There's  a  Spanish  comic  paper  that  has  give  us  sundry  digs — 
A-callin'  of  us  cowards  an'  dishonest  Yankee  pigs; 
And  I  guess  these  folks  had  read  it,  and  had  thought  'twould  be  immense 
Jest  to  paralyze  them  lambkins  they  wus  runnin'  up  agains'. 

So  when  our  boys  had  pretty  near  arrived  where  they  wus  at, 
And  the  time  it  was  propitious  fer  to  start  that  there  combat. 
They  let  'er  fly,  a-thinkin'  they  would  make  a  dreadful  tear, 
An'  then  rubber-necked  to  see  if  any  Yankees  wus  still  there. 

Now  you  can  well  Imagine  wot  a  dreadful  start  they  had 
To  see  'em  still  a-standin'  there  and  lookin'  bold  and  bad, 
Fer  when  this  gentle  regiment  had  heard  the  bullets  fly 
They  had  a  vi'lent  hankerin'  to  make  them  Spaniards  die. 

So  Teddy,  he  came  runnin'  with  his  glasses  on  his  nose, 
And  when  the  Spanish  saw  his  teeth  you  may  believe  they  froze; 
,'••  And  Wood  was  there  'long  with  'im,  with  his  cheese  knife  in  his  hand, 

*  While  at  their  heels  came  yellln'  all  that  peaceful,  gentle  band. 

They  fought  them  bloody  Spaniards  at  their  own  familiar  game, 
l  And  the  gents  from  Santiago  didn't  like  it  quite  the  same — 

Fer  you  plug  yer  next-door  neighbor  with  a  rifle  ball  or  two 
An'  he  don't  feel  so  robustus  as  when  he's  a-pluggin*  you. 

So  when  the  shells  wus  hoppin',  while  the  breech-blocks  clicked  and 

*4  smoked, 

\':  An'  the  powder  wouldn't  blow  away  until  a  feller  choked, 

J1  That  regiment  of  Yankee  pigs  was  gunnin'  through  the  bush, 

t  An'  raisin'  merry  hell  with  that  there  Santiago  push. 


i 


Then  Teddy  seen  'em  runnin',  and  he  give  a  monstrous  bawl, 
And  grabbed  a  red-hot  rifle  where  a  guy  had  let  it  fall, 
And  flxin'  of  his  spectacles  more  firmly  on  his  face, 


t 

He  started  to  assassinate  them  all  around  the  place. 

So  through  the  scrubby  underbrush  from  bay'n't  plant  to  tree, 
r  Where  the  thorns  would  rip  a  feller's  pants,  a  shockin'  sight  to  see, 

l  He  led  his  boys  a-dancin'  on,  a-shoutin'  left  and  right, 

And  not  missin'  many  Spanish  knobs  that  showed  'em selves  in  sight 
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And  when  them  Santiago  gents  wus  finished  to  their  cost, 
Then  Teddy's  boys,  they  took  a  look  and  found  that  they  wus  lost. 
And  as  their  crewel  enemies  was  freed  from  earthly  pain 
They  all  sat  down  to  wait  fer  friends  to  lead  'em  back  again. 

MORAL. 

That's  the  tale  of  Teddy's  Terrors  and  the  valiant  deed  they  done. 
But  all  tales,  they  should  have  morals,  so  o'  course  this  tale  has  one. 
So  paste  this  idea  in  yer  cage,  wotever  else  you  do, 
Fer  perhaps  you'll  thank  me  fer  it  yet  before  yer  game  is  through: 
The  soldier  boy  that  wears  the  blue  is  gentlelike  and  meek, 
But  I  doubt  he'll  mind  the  Bible  if  you  soak  him  on  the  cheek; 
An'  should  you  git  him  riled  a  bit,  you  want  to  have  a  care, 
Fer  if  he  ever  stars  to  fight  he'll  finish — Gawd  knows  where! 


AMERICAN  BATTLE  HYMN. 

W.  H.  WILLIAMS. 

Not 'with  boastings  all  vain-glorious, 

But  with  purpose  firm  and  staid, 
Armed  for  country  and  for  freedom, 

Bow  we  low  to  beg  Thine  aid. 
Throught  the  flame  and  smoke  of  battle, 

Bursting  from  each  monster  gun, 
Screaming  shell  and  muskets'  rattle, 

God  of  Battles,  lead  us  on. 

Long  we  bore  the  taunts  of  foemen, 

Long  we  stood  with  grounded  lance, 
Till  the  cry  of  murdered  brothers 

Waked  us  from  our  death-like  trance. 
Throught  the  flame  and  smoke  of  battle, 

Bursting  from  each  monster  gun, 
Mindful  of  our  murdered  comrades, 

God  of  Battles,  lead  us  on. 

Strike  we  not  for  hope  of  booty, 

Not  for  Fame's  delusive  dream, 
Bleeding  Cuba  points  our  duty, 

Where  Spain's  blood-gorged  sabres  gleam. 
Through  the  flame  and  smoke  of  battle, 

Bursting  from  each  monster  gun, 
For  the  love  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 

God  of  Battles,  lead  us  on. 


I 
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COURAGE. 

MARY   BRENT  WHITESIDE. 

By  the  slowly  dying  embers, 
With  his  chin  upon  his  hand, 

Henry  sat  and  dreamed  and  pondered, 
And  a  wondrous  conquest  planned. 


Fate  was  all  to  unpropitious; 
\  There  was  war  not  far  away, 

t  And  the  lad's  one  great  ambition, 

Was  to  mingle  in  the  fray. 


How  he  longed  to  ride  to  battle, 
On  the  handsomest  of  steeds, 

While  the  Spanish  fled  in  terror. 
At  the  daring  of  his  deeds! 

Some  one  called  him;  Henry  shivered 

As  he  started  off  to  bed; 
"It's  all  dark  upstairs,"  he  murmered 
J'  "And  I'm  awful  scared,"  he  said. 

'    *  INTERVENTION. 

STEWART  H.  WHITEHILL. 

'  "Remember  the  Maine!"    "Remember  the  Maine!" 

A  saying  I  beg  you  permit  me  explain: 
Revenge  may  be  sweet,  but  cannot  be  right, 

.,  And  never  is  ground  for  a  national  fight 

.3  True,  more  than  twelve  score  went  down  in  the  deep, 

:i  And  for  these  brave  men  a  nation  should  weep; 

t;  Amen,  and  Amen!  forget  not  the  dead, 

?  By  treachery's  hand  in  a  watery  bed. 

J  What  though  it  were  done  by  treachery  foul, 

.t  Does  that  make  it  right  for  vengeance  to  howl? 

As  a  rule  of  true  life,  remember  this  line, 
Jehovah  hath  said  that  "Vengeance  is  Mine." 

Far  better  that  we  remember  the  poor, 
The  starving,  oppressed,  on  Cuba's  sad  shore; 
f  Far  better  that  we  should  carry  them  bread 

i  Than  simply  to  war  to  avenge  the  dead. 
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0,  shall  we  not  hear  the  crying  appeal 
Of  suffering  souls  'neath  tyranny's  heel? 
Our  cause  is  acknowledged  Christ-like  and  true; 
0,  help  us,  dear  Lord,  our  duty  to  do. 

Let's  see  to  it  quick  that  these  hungry  are  fed, 
And  delay  not  until  the  starving  are  dead; 
To  carry  them  bread,  and  to  carry  them  light, 
Is  humanity's  cause,  and  America's  right. 

Then  think  of  the  Maine  that  justice  be  done, 
That  slaves  be  set  free  and  liberty  won; 
And  never  forget  the  fate  of  the  Maine, 
Torpedoed  and  sunk  by  treason  of  Spain. 

Relieving  it  right,  commanded,  and  just, 
Let  us  furnish  relief  whatever  the  cost; 
To  thus  Intervene  on  Cuba's  dark  sod, 
Is  creed  of  Monroe  and  doctrine  of  God. 


CUBA  LIBKE. 

WM.  FFED  WHITE. 


There's  a  gleam  on  the  ocean,  far  out  on  the  sea 
Red  flames  are  consuming  the  homes  of  the  free, 
And  shrieks  of  the  victims  of  giant  despair 
Ring  horridly  out  through  the  star-lit  night  air, 

Cuba  Libre! 

Oh!  brave  sons  of  Columbus,  who  stood  by  your  queen 
On  that  land,  that  was  fair  as  fairy-land  dream; 
When  you  waked  to  your  shame  and  sorrow  and  woe, 
Betrayed  and  enslaved  by  the  treacherous  foe: 

Cuba  Libre! 

All  forsaken!  Alone!   While  the  world  stands  aghast 
At  the  ruin  and  slaughter!  Foul  holocaust 
Of  innocent  youth,  fair  maiden  and  mother, 
Her  babe  and  her  husband,  her  brother  and  lover, 

Cuba  Libre! 

What  wonder  you  ring  out  that  wild  crying  for  help? 
As  a  lion  would  roar,  despoiled  of  her  whelp. 
Your  homesteads  are  blazing — 'mid  carnage  and  shame, 
To  fatten  the  greed  of  that  treacherous  Spain, 

Cuba  Libre! 
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Arise  in  thy  glory*  for  thine  hour  it  is  come; 
I  The  freemen's  republic  will  welcome  you  home; 

Tou  hear  of  her  glory,  brave  land  of  the  free, 
'Tis  the  voice  of  thy  Savior  that  says  unto  thee: 

Cuba  Libre! 
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Awake  thee!   Arouse  thee!   Praise  God  for  the  sight 
Of  the  flag,  that  in  glory  illumines  thy  night 
Stand  and  steadfast  and  steady!  Now!  boldly  proclaim 
Thou  are  freemen;  God's  freemen;  Remember  the  Maine, 

Cuba  Libre! 

'Tis  for  God  you  are  'fighting,  'gainst  criminal  lust, 
Tis  for  freedom  to  worship,  to  labor,  to  trust, 
To  win  from  the  soil  the  treasure  He  giveth; 
Peace  to  the  earth;  for  thy  Savior  liveth. 

Cuba  Libre! 


'TIS  JOHN  C.  FREMONT  LEADS  THE  WAY. 

GRANVILLE    P.    WILSON. 

[3  When  freedom  marched  Columbia  o'er, 

,4  And  forests  hailed  the  light  of  day; 

What  man  was  he  who  went  before, 
And  blazed  the  path  from  shore  to  shore? 
.  'Twas  John  C.  Fremont  led  the  way. 

When  slavery  from  its  dark  abode 

Swore  in  our  glorious  land  to  stay; 
Who  in  the  van  of  combat  rode 
Jj  To  free  Columbia  of  its  load? 

'Twas  John  C.  Fremont  led  the  way. 


When  Israel,  mocked  by  heathen  hosts, 
J  Sought  one,  their  mighty  chief  to  slay; 

What  lad  was  he  who  claimed  the  post, 
And  set  at  naught  the  heathen's  host? 
'Twas  Jesse's  son  who  led  the  way. 


Thus,  when  in  hopeless  grief  and  woe, 

And  chains,  the  great  Antilles  lay, 
Who  first  was  he  to  face  the  foe, 
To  bid  them  "let  the  people  go?" 
'Twas  Jesse's  son  who  led  the  way. 
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•When  in  its  latest  western  lair 

The  demon  slavery  holds  sway, 
And  freedom's  cohorts  seek  it  there, 
'Tie  still  the  great  Pathfinder's  heirs, 
Tis  John  C.  Fremont  leads  the  way. 


A  POEM. 

MRS.    L.    CLARKSON  WHITELOCK. 

Alas,  for  Spain  the  down-fallen,  the  fated  among  nations, 
Lying  prone  in  the  mire  of  her  people's  blood  and  tears! 

Not  all  her  sons'  might  and  valor,  pour'd  forth  in  hot  libations, 
Can  cleanse  from  her  soul  the  slime  and  rot  of  misgoverned  years; 

Not  all  her  Queen's  courage  availeth  to  stem  the  avenging  flood 

That  overwhelms  her — Famine,  Defeat,  and  Tears  and  Blood. 

Alas,  for  Spain  the  despot,  that  once  was  all-victorious, 
Clinging,  proud  and  grim  and  brave,  to  a  desolate  throne; 

Facing  in  silence  a  cowardly  world  that  named  her  "glorious;" 
Gripping  the  helm  of  a  shipwreck'd  empire,  shattered,  undone; 

Watching  with  terrible  patience  the  swift  up-rolling  storm 

Of  an  irresistible  foe — a  vast,  invincible  swarm! 

Alas,  for  Spain  the  doomed,  the  oppress'd  who  was  long  the  oppressor, 
When  our  deadly  monster  guns  extinguish  her  feeble  forts; 

When  our  armies  march,  ever  stronger,  while  hers  grows  less  and  lesser, 
And  our  great  ships  crowd  and  crush  and  stifle  her  brave  retorts! 

Let  us  temper  the  scream  of  our  victories  and  fly  our  triumphs  half-mast, 

For  the  anguish  of  weakness  vanquished  and  the  torture  of  glory  past. 

Is  it  grand  when  our  far-spread  battle-front  sweeps  easily  over  the  field, 
Compelling  humiliation  to  a  weary  and  worn-out  foe? 

When  our  powerful  warships  close  upon  a  fleet  that  must  sink  or  yield, 
And  our  hand,  that  was  raised  for  Humanity,  for  Gain  strikes  the  baser 
blow? 

We  pour  out  gold  unexhausted;  our  hearts  and  homes  are  not  bled; 

In  the  wrath  of  loss,  in  a  desperate  cause,  Spain's  tears  and  blood  are  shed. 

Alas,  for  Spain — unconquered,  though  baffled,  spent,  forsaken! 

Defiant,  she  meets  our  giant  strength  with  her  dying  force; 
Intrepid,  she  fronts  our  million  blaring  trumpets,  unshaken, 

Her  forehead  battered  and  bloody,  but  never  bowed  with  remorse. 
The  waters  of  adversity  are  closing  over  her  head. 
Let  us  weep  for  her  hopeless  struggle;  let  us  pray  for  her  hapless  dead. 


f 
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|        FOR  THE  AMERICAN  DEAD  NEAR  SANTIAGO. 

H.  L.  WHITE. 

f 

AH  honor  and  praise  and  garlands  and  bays 

For  the  soldiers  all  our  own, 
Who  have  done  their  parts,  and  with  brave  true  hearts 
Jj  The  dangers  and  hardships  borne; 

1  But  what  of  those  who  at  the  daylight's  close, 

And  the  fierce-fought  battle  was  o'er; 
Lay  rigid  and  stark  in  the  dew  and  dark — 
To  rally  and  charge  no  more? 

:-  All  praise  and  glory  and — tell  the  story 

Through  the  long  years  yet  to  be; 
How  our  forces  won  when  the  fight  was  done 
And  conquered  on  land  and  sea; 
>/  But  what  of  the  men  who'll  never  again 

. :(  Hear  the  bugle  call  to  war, 

^  j  And  a  love  whose  graves  the  palm  tree  waves 

*  In  a  foreign  land  far? 


£ 
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THE  BRAVEST  SAILOR  OF  ALL. 

ELLA  WHEELER  WILCOX. 

.  I  know  a  naval  officer,  the  bravest  fighting  man; 

He  wears  a  jaunty  sailor  suit,  his  cap  says  "Puritan." 

And  all  day  long  he  sails  a  ship  between  our  land  and  Spain, 

And  he  avenges,  every  hour,  the  martyrs  of  the  Maine. 

?  His  warship  is  six  inches  square,  a  washtub  serves  for  ocean; 

-  But  never  yet,  on  any  coast,  was  seen  such  dire  commotion. 

■■  With  one  skilled  move  his  boat  is  sent  from  Cuba  to  mldsea. 

9  And  just  as  quickly  back  it  comes  to  set  Havana  free. 


He  fights  with  Dewey!  plants  his  flag  upon  each  island's  shore, 
Then  off  with  Sampson's  fleet  he  goes  to  shed  the  Spanish  gore. 
He  comes  to  guard  New  England's  coast,  but  ere  his  anchor  fails 
He  hurries  off  in  frightful  speed,  to  shell  Manila's  walls. 

The  Philippines  so  frequently  have  yielded  to  his  power, 
There's  very  little  left  of  them,  I'm  certain,  at  this  hour; 
And  when  at  last  he  falls  asleep,  it  is  to  wake  again 
And  hasten  into  troubled  seas  and  go  and  conquer  Spain. 
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IN  PRAISE  OF  WAR. 

BECKLES    WILLSON. 

I  hear  a  throat  from  attic  high 
Proclaim  this  later  valiant  theme; 
"To  live  is  nobler  than  to  die." 

It  does  not  laud  of  gun  and  pike, 

It  is  not  zest  for  battle-axe, 
That  makes  all  virile  men  dislike 

This  cry — this  caitiff  cant  of  Pax. 

Why  should  the  race  be  to  the  slow? 

Wherefore,  the  weak  enjoy  the  prize 
Fools  upon  brother-fools  bestow 

The  laurels  wrested  from  the  wise? 

To  hear  the  milk-veined  patriot  pipe 

One  would  believe  a  world  of  vice, 
Of  hatred,  lust  and  greed  were  ripe 

To  merge  it  into  Paradise. 

War  is  of  life — existence  War; 

Without  it  we  should  warp  and  rust, 
And,  as  the  other  earth-worms  are, 

Grope  daily  dully  in  the  dust. 

• 

God,  Life  and  Inspiration  tell 

That  War  is  physic  of  the  soul; 
Enduring  Peace  would  prove  a  hell; 

That  war  alone  can  make  us  whole. 

Through  War  or  Peace's  triumphs  won; 

Of  what  consists  the  ruddy  flood, 
Which  bears  the  ships  of  progress  on, 

If  it  be  not  of  human  blood? 

Still,  it  is  true,  who  stands  aside 

With  babbling  lip  and  cringing  hand 
Must  hold  him  ready  to  divide 

With  better  men  his  goods  and  land. 

Let  them  preach  Peace— this  puling  sect 

Our  ancient  creed  is  current  still, 
And  iron  shard,  by  mercy  checked, 

Incarnate  wrong  to  cure,  must  kill. 


-I 
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A  day  may  come  when  Peace  shall  be. 
When  blood  shall  cease  to  surge  and  mar; 

Yet  take  the  truth  I  fling  to  thee: 
To-day  what  liveth  lives  by  War! 


i 


THE  RISING  OF  THE  STATES. 

F.    B.    WILBBR. 

Spaniards,  listen  to  the  moaning 
Of  our  heroes  of  the  Maine! 
Did  you  think  that  mud  could  drown  it? 
Did  you  think  that  Time  could  still  it? 
Though  their  moans  do  not  affect  you, 
They  shall  sunder  Cuba's  shackles! 

Do  you  hear  the  cry  of  anger 
Rising  from  the  Nation's  millions? 
Do  you  hear  the  rush  of  thousands 
As  the  troops  in  war  battalions 
\  Rush  away  to  join  the  fray? 

Uprising  ail  the  Sons  of  Freedom; 
From  each  State  and  Territory 
Comes  their  fearful,  swelling  cry, 
For  they  wfll  avenge  these  mockery, 
And  their  foully  murdered  brothers. 

From  Kentucky  they  are  pouring — 
Men,  who  love  to  fight  for  freedom; 
Men,  who  burn  to  face  the  foeman; 
Men,  whose  conscience  whisper  to  them, 
"Strike!   For  Country  and  the  Maine." 

Tennessee  and  Alabama — 
Yes,  Virginia  and  her  Fitzhugh, 
All  the  gallant,  grand  old  Southland, 
Will  be  cutting  wide  a  path  through 
Gaudy  ranks  of  Spanish  cowards. 


Maine,  Vermont  and  Massachusetts, 
And  the  sister  States  around,  see! 
Send  their  eager  sons  to  Cuba, 
Crying,  "Vengeance!  Freedom  for  thee, 
Pearl  of  the  Antilles!" 
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From  the  Lake  of  Gitche  Gumee; 
From  old  Michigan  and  Huron; 
From  their  headlands  and  their  bayous, 
Comes  the  throng  with  their  war  mall  on, 
On  their  way  to  glut  their  vengeance. 

Hark!  The  Rockies  are  in  motion, 
Men  are  pouring  from  the  passes, 
And  they  rush  across  the  prairies 
In  such  dark  and  angry  masses 
That  the  earth  beneath  them  trembles. 

Yes,  the  Texan  Rangers  hear  them — 
Men  who  freed  themselves  by  fighting— 
And  they  grasp  their  deadly  rifles 
With  a  cheer  at  thought  of  meeting 
With  the  craven  foe  in  Cuba. 

Hiawatha's  spirit  lingers 
Round  the  upper  Mississippi, 
For  'tis  seen  in  eager  thousands 
Rushing  south  in  fierce  array, 
Just  to  strike  a  blow  for  Justice. 

From  Katahdin's  snowy  summit 
To  dark  Shasta's  fiery  crater, 
Is  a  storm  of  war  a-brewing 
That  shall  soon  make  Spain  to  totter 
From  her  rock  across  the  sea. 

From  the  Mackinac's  cold  waters, 
To  the  Gulf  that  fondles  Cuba 
With  its  blue  and  tepid  wavelets, 
Swells  the  cry  "On  to  Havana!" 
"By  the  God  of  our  forefathers 
We  will  raze  El  Morro's  walls!" 

Heard  ye  ever  such  a  thunder — 

E'en  when  Warren's  men  were  falling 

On  the  earthworks  upon  Bunker's, 

Or  when  Havelock's  Scats  were  toiling 

On  their  way  to  Lucknow's  succor? 

Oh,  'tis  grand  to  see  them  gathering 

From  the  North,  East,  West  and  Southland! 

Not  one  cowers  at  the  danger; 
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V  But  they  rush,  a  swelling  band, 

For  their  Country's  weal  and  Cuba's. 

Give  us  Fitzhugh  for  our  leader, 
For  we  know  there  is  no  braver, 
And  we'll  follow  him  to  Hell,  sir, 
!j  With  the  foe  ahead  in  flight,  sir, 

-\  Choosing  Cerberus  to  us,  sir! 


F* 


S  DESTRUCTION  OF  THE  MAINE. 

*  WM.  M.  WATTS. 

'Twas  a  calm  and  peaceful  night,  and  the  stars  were  shining  bright. 
While  the  weary  sailors  lay  in  deep  repose, 
~j  When  a  dreadful  earthquake-roar  through  the  quiet  quarters  tore, 

"■[  And  the  waters  in  a  fearful  column  rose! 

"?  From  their  peaceful,  sleeping  breath  to  a  sudden,  awful  death, 

Twelve  score  and  more  of  our  brave  men  were  hurled — 
And  the  ruin  of  the  Maine  was  the  crime  of  coward  Spain! 
Now  of  it  she  stands  convicted  by  the  world. 

ft  The  Punishment. 

Like  a  bolt  from  heaven's  blue  on  the  lazy  Spanish  crew 

,  Brave  Dewey  struck  the  blow  which  Justice  paid! 

From  the  great  Pacific  world  Spain  was  then  forever  hurled, 

And  Manila  saw  her  sun  pass  in  the  shade 

Of  its  terrible  eclipse,  on  the  shore  as  on  the  ships! 

For  free  Cuba  is  the  price  which  Spain  shall  pay! 

.*  Ay,  and  more!  Her  civil  strife  threatens  now  her  very  life — 

■}  Both  defeat  and  suicide  claim  now  their  prey. 

.1- 

■  A  Word  tp  Spain. 

\  If  ye  had  not  first  unfurled  greed  and  hate  in  this  new  world, 

*  If  ye  had  not  murdered  kings  in  coldest  blood; 

jr  If  ye  had  not  used  your  power  to  despoil  and  to  devour, 

f  Ye  would  not  be  now  o'ershadowed  by  fire  and  flood. 

It  is  either  kill  or  cure,  in  the  pain  ye  now  endure! 

Ye  may  yet  arise,  a  nation,  if  ye  will ; 
Educate,  'twill  make  you  see!     Learn  the  truth,  'twill  make  you  free! 

War,  the  knife,  may  show  the  Great  Physician's  skill. 
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A  TOAST  TO  THE  BATTLESHIP  "KENTUCKY." 

ALBERT  B.  WILSON. 

Here's  to  our  gallant  sailor  lads 

Who  sank  upon  the  Maliie 
Thro'  the  treachery  and  cowardice 

Of  that  barbarous  country  Spain, 
But  Uncle  Sam  has  launched  a  boat 

I'm  sure  'twill  prove  more  lucky; 
There's  not  a  Spanish  tub  afloat 

Can  puncture  our  Kentucky. 


THE  BATTLESHIP  MAINE. 

MAY  WORRELL. 

'Twas  on  an  evening  bright  and  fair 

Not  very  long  ago, 
A  battleship  so  staunch  and  bold; 

None  was  her  equal  there. 

Within  the  harbor  all  was  quiet 
'Cept  for  the  swallow's  chirping  sound; 

The  waters  calm  as  they  could  be, 
Quietly  rippled  the  shore  around. 

The  bold  ship  Maine  in  anchor  lay 
Around  Havana's  deep   wide  bay; 

When  a  report,  with  deafening  roar, 
Shook  the  whole  Havana  shore. 

That  was  all,  and  yet, 

In  that  short  time 
A  nation's  pride,  a  nation's  friend 

Was  sinking  fast  beneath  the  tide. 

Farewell,  oh  ship, 

Thy  work  is  done; 
No  more  on  thy  bold  bow  will  set 

The  sunbeam  of  the  rising  sun. 

Thou  wer't  as  gallant  a  ship,  bo  brave, 
As  ever  sailed  a  tidal  wave; 

Farewell,  oh  ship,  for  evermore, 
Thy  noble  career  is  sadly  o'er. 
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THE  POLTROON  AND  PATRIOT. 

EDWARD  WALBHE. 

Where  is  the  cause  of  this  war  and  this  fighting? 

Says  the  poltroon  who  seeks  but  his  own  little  sphere; 
Where  is  the  wrong  which  our  country  Is  righting? 

Let  Spain  hold  her  own,  we've  enough  to  do  here. 

Let  her  starve  and  crush  down  to  the  earth  her  fair  daughter, 
Poor  Cuba,  whose  fields  with  abundance  should  teem; 

Let  her  torture,  coerce, .bring  rapine  and  slaughter, 
But  why  trouble  us;  in  peace  let  us  dream. 

Thus  speaks  the  coward,  whose  soul  is  a  stranger 

To  the  noble  emotion  or  feeling  of  shame; 
Whose  heart  quakes  with  fear  at  an  inkling  of  danger, 

Whose  standard  is  measured  by  dollars,  not  fame. 

Thank  God  that  false  teaching  will  ne'er  be  engrafted 
In  the  heart  of  our  nation  that  all  freemen  adore, 

Columbia's  words  to  poor  Cuba  is  wafted, 
Arise,  my  fair  daughter,  thy  misery  is  o'er. 

List  to  the  words  of  our  star-halo'd  mother, 
In  the  cause  of  the  weak  and  oppressed  we  are  here; 

Death  is  divine  when  we  die  for  a  brother, 
And  life  is  a  curse  if  we  dry  not  his  tear. 


OUR  SOLDIERS. 

JESSIE   WISEMAN. 


) 

'(,  Where  the  summer  sun  is  raging, 

Where  the  yellow  plague  devours. 
Where  the  hosts  of  war  are  waging. 
Stand  the  young  and  brave  of  ours. 

*  O'er  their  bayonets'  warning  shimmer 

Waves  the  banner  that  they  bear. 
And  from  out  its  folds  the  glimmer 
Of  a  new  hopes  floods  the  air. 

Soldiers!  ere  your  days  are  older 
n  •  Fixed  your  lustrous  eyes  may  be 

^  As  the  orbs  that,  though  they  moulder, 

Flash  a  spark  from  out  the  sea! 
;. 
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O,  ye  boys  in  blue  united, 

As  ye  meet  the  Spanish  foe 
Ye  shall  seal  the  covenant  plighted 

By  your  fathers,  blind  with  woe. 

See!  the  worn  old  sword  lies  rusted! 

Grasp  with  fresh  resolve  the  new! 
Young  and  brave!     Our  land  has  trusted 

All  her  dearest  hopes  to  you! 

To  your  martial  drum-beat  measure 

Beat  our  hearts  that  with  you  tread 
O'er  the  island's  buried  treasure, 

O'er  the  starved  and  murdered  dead. 

When  the  leaden  tempest  rattles 

Thou,  in  whom  we  trust,  above! 
Great  commander!     God  of  battles! 

Guard  the  young  and  brave  we  love! 


10  TRIUMPHN! 

MAY   WHIPPLE. 


America  rise,  'tis  thy  moment  of  Glory, 
To  the  breezes  of  Heaven  are  thy  banners  unfurled. 

Thou  has  brought  forth  a  son  whose  wonderful  story 
Of  bravery  rings  throughout  the  whole  world. 

Bring  palms  and  wreathed  bays  to  this  knight  of  the  ocean, 
Let  the  North  and  the  South  with  melody  blend 

Their  glad  songs  of  joy  that  war  and  commotion 
God  helping  Dewey,  he  soon  will  end. 


A  CALL  FOR  VOLUNTEERS. 

MYRA   WIREN. 

Marksmen  are  wanted;  the  target  is  Spain; 
While  fighting  for  Cuba,  remember  the  Maine. 
Tyranny's  face  must  be  turned  from  our  shore 
If  the  flag  is  unsullied  our  grandfathers  bore. 
You  who  have  fireside  and  kindred  and  wife, 
Defend  Freedom's  cause  if  it  be  with  your  life. 
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>■  Truth,  justice  and  mercy  assuredly  are 

h  Where  Schley.  Sampson  and  Dewey  are  leaders  in  war. 

Bring  out  the  cowboys  and  rattle  the  drums; 
*  Two  hundred  thousand  American  sons; 

God  must  be  with  us  in  this,  our  great  war! 

'Neath  the  flag  that  three  armies  to  victory  bore. 

*  England  shakes  hands  with  us  over  the  sea, 

*  Championing  Cuba's  desire  to  be  free. 

The  Union  Jack  and  the  Stripes  and  Stars 
Are  joined  in  the  greatest  of  civilized  wars. 

*  The  fallen  in  war  are  future  defenders; 
■«  A  service  eternal  each  volunteer  renders; 

Defenders  of  home,  of  country,  of  thought, 
Their  lives  with  the  musket  or  bayonet  bought. 
Then  on  with  the  Stars  and  Stripes;  put  on  the  blue! 
In  life  and  in  death  to  our  country  be  true. 


r 


f 
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I'LL  STAND  AND  SHOOT  FKOM  TAW. 

JOSHUA  C.   WRIGHT. 

)  I  know  that  public  sentiment  is  growing  very  rife, 

Tou  can  hear  the  way  the  people  talk,  you  can  hear  the  drum  and  life; 

But  I'll  tell  you  how  I  feel  about  this  going  off  to  war, 

I'd  a  little  rather  stay  right  here  and  stand  and  shoot  from  taw. 

i  Brass  buttons,  plumes  and  soldier  clothes  are  very  fine,  I  know. 

But  when  they  march  you  off  to  fight,  no  telling  where  you'll  go; 
I've  "done  and  seen"  our  own  folks  fight  a-during  of  the  war, 
And  you  bet  your  life  if  the  Spanish  come  I'll  stand  and  shoot  from  taw. 

They  say  that  when  our  soldiers  get  to  that  pretty  little  isle, 
Each  one  will  be  repaid  right  off  with  a  senorita's  smile; 
But  there's  a  girl  here  *with  a  emile  as  sweet  as  a  soldier  ever  saw, 
And  on  that  account,  I  say,  I'll  stay  and  stand  and  shoot  from  taw. 

r  Besides,  of  war  I  believe  I've  had  sufficient,  quite  enough, 

From  the  shores  of  Carolina  to  the  heights  of  Drewerys  Bluff, 
»  And  when  I  think  of  those  old  days  and  the  tough  times  that  I  saw, 

1  It  makes  me  more  determined  to  shoot  right  here  from  taw. 


You'll  never  catch  this  chick  again  a-going  to  the  front; 
I'll  let  the  younger  soldier  boys  go  out  and  bear  the  brunt; 
I've  reached  that  interesting  age  beyond  the  conscript  law, 
And  rather  than  enlist  again  I'd  go  straight  to  Ark-an-sas! 


*s 
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THE  ISLANDS  OF  THE  SEA. 

GEORGE   E.   WOODBERRY. 

God  is  shaping  the  great  future  of  the  islands  of  the  sea; 
He  has  sown  the  blood  of  martyrs  and  the  fruit  is  liberty; 
In  thick  clouds  acid  in  darkness  He  has  sent  abroad  His  word; 
He  has  given  a  haughty  nation  to  the  cannon  and  the  sword. 

He  has  seen  a  people  moaning  in  the  thousand  deaths  they  die; 
He  has  heard  from  child  and  woman  a  terrible  dark  cry; 
He  has  given  the  wasted  talent  of  the  steward  faithless  found 
To  the  youngest  of  the  nations  with  His  abundance  crowned. 

He  called  her  to  do  justice  where  none  but  she  had  power; 
He  called  her  to  do  mercy  to  her  neighbor  at  the  door; 
He  called  her  to  do  vengeance  for  her  own  sons  foully  dead, 
Thrice  did  He  call  unto  her  before  she  harkened. 

She  has  gathered  the  vast  Midland,  she  has  searched  her  borders  round! 
There  has  been  a  mighty  hosting  of  her  children  on  the  ground; 
Her  searchlights  lie  along  the  sea,  her  guns  are  loud  on  land ; 
To  do  her  will  upon  the  earth  her  armies  round  her  stand. 

The  fleet  at  her  commandment  to  either  ocean  turns; 

Belted  around  the  mighty  world  her  line  of  battle  burns; 

She  has  loosed  the  hot  volcanoes  of  the  ships  of  flaming  hell; 

With  fire  and  smoke  and  earthquake  shock  her  heavy  vengeance  fell. 

O  joyfulest  May  morning  when  before  our  guns  went  down 
The  Inquisition  priesthood  and  the  dungeon-making  crown, 
While  through  red  lights  of  battle  our  starry  dawn  burst  out, 
Swift  as  the  tropic  sunrise  that  doth  with  glory  shout! 

Be  jubilant,  free  Cuba,  our  feet  are  on  thy  soil; 
Up  mountain  road,  through  jungle  growth  our  bravest  for  thee  toil; 
There  is  no  blood  so  precious  as  their  wounds  pour  forth  for  thee, 
Sweet  be  thy  joys,  free  Cuba — sorrows  have  made  thee  free. 

Nor  thou,  oh  noble  nation,  who  wast  so  slow  to  wrath, 
With  grief  too  heavy  laden  follow  in  duty's  path; 
Not  for  ourselves  our  lives  are;  not  for  thyself  art  thou; 
The  star  of  Christian  ages  is  shining  on  Thy  brow. 

Rejoice,  O  mighty  mother,  that  God  hath  chosen  thee 

To  be  the  Western  warder  of  the  islands  of  the  sea; 

He  lifteth  up,  He  casteth  down,  He  is  the  King  of  kings, 

Whose  dread  commands  o'er  awe-struck  lands  are  born  on  eagle's  wings. 
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IN  GOD  WE  TRUST. 

OLIVE   E.   WULFF. 

& 

Listen!  o'er  our  peaceful  country, 
;.  Sounds  the  battle  bugle's  peal, 

i  Hear  again  the  cannon's  roaring 

And  the  clang  of  horseman's  steel. 


1 
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Hear  the  call  that  takes  our  dear  ones, 
Far  from  home  to  live  or  die. 

Hear  the  groans  from  hearts  left  aching, 
As  they  speak  the  last  good  by. 

But  above  the  pain  of  partings 
Rings  out  Cuba's  pleading  cry. 

For  her  suffering,  tortured  victims, 
Starving,  helpless — must  they  die? 

Shall  we  leave  their  cry  unheeded, 
While  we  boast  of  wealth  and  might? 

Shall  we  see  a  people  parish 
And  refuse  a  wrong  to  right? 

No!    We  have  answered  their  appeal; 

We  hope  to  win  the  fight 
For  we  feel  our  cause  a  just  one 

And  God  is  for  the  right 

With  his  aid  we'll  win  them  freedom, 
And  no  boast  of  might  there'll  be, 

When  this  nation  sings  in  chorus, 
Thank  God  we  made  them  free. 


THE  FIRST  ENGAGEMENT. 

BBEN   WIGGIN. 


£  Captain  Dewey's  fleet  had  sailed  away 

With  boys  to  avenge  the  Maine, 
In  Hong  Kong  waters  there  to  lay 
Till  Woodford  left  old  Spain. 

•„  Then  steaming  down  six  hundred  miles, 

1  The  Philippines  to  capture, 

To  greet  the  Spanish  angry  smiles, 
And  hearts  of  fiendish  rapture. 
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The  first  fort  passed  without  a  gun 

Or  sound  of  cannonading, 
But  at  the  inner  fort  begun 

The  welcome  serenading. 

Then  to  the  forts  he  poured  the  shot 

Which  made  them  shake  and  quiver, 
And  broadside  to  the  fleet  he  got 

Which  siienced  them  forever. 

Now  boys  take  off  your  hats  and  cheer 

For  that  brave  soldier  and  commander 
Who  met  the  Spanish  without  fear, 

And  made  the  foe  surrender. 

May  this  Vermonter  ever  live 

In  peace  and  quiet  reigning, 
And  thank  our  God  who  life  doth  give 

While  here  on  earth  remaining. 

May  Uncle  Sam  be  ever  proud 

Of  such  a  noble  soldier, 
And  make  the  Stars  and  Stripes  his  shroud 

When  all  life's  wars  are  over. 


A  BALLAD  OF  THE  AEMADA. 

HARVEY  MAITLAND  WATTS. 

Then  sailed  Armada  in  its  pride, 
Oh,  whistle  ye  up  the  winds,  my  lad! 
And  stood  to  sea  with  the  ebb  of  tide 
With  twice  ten  thousand  men  inside. 
And  the  leader  laughed,  "Full  luckless  they 
Who  meet  us  on  our  invincible  way." 
Oh,  whistle  ye  up  the  winds! 

And  they  dropt  away  from  the  friendly  coasts 
Oh,  list  to  the  shriek  in  the  shrouds,  may  lad! 
But  the  heavens  made  light  of  their  idle  boasts; 
For  they  reckoned  without  the  Lord  of  Hosts. 
And  the  storm  soon  smote  them,  hip  and  thigh, 
And  the  billows,  wreck-laden,  hurried  by. 
Oh,  list  to  the  shriek  in  the  shrouds! 
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J|  They  struggled  ahead  in  the  stormy  sea, 

*t  D'ye  hear  the  roar  of  the  guns,  my  lad? 

Till  they  met  that  goodly  company, 

:. :  Drake  and  Hawkins  and  Frobisher,  three 

•?  Sea  scourges  they  and  none  their  peer, 

•i  With  Howard  they  harried  the  Spanish  rear. 
3  D'ye  hear  the  roar  of  the  guns? 

u  Then  fled  Castile  in  sorry  array; 

Oh,  it's  turn  the  tiller  for  home,  my  lad! 
At  Flamborough  Head  came  black  dismay; 
In  Scottish  seas  'twas  the  devil  to  pay 
And  their  souls  weren't  worth  a  beggar's  price 
For  Fate  had  played  them  with  loaded  dice. 
Oh,  it's  turn  the  tiller  for  home! 


:* 
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Time  counts  three  hundred  years  and  more 
Oh,  carry  the  news  to  Spain,  my  lad! 
Since  the  besom  of  wrath  swept  the  ocean  floor, 
And  England  showed  Philip  the  open  door. 
But  the  sons  of  the  old  sea  dogs  still  wait 
The  ancient  foe  at  the  Western  gate. 
Oh,  carry  the  news  to  Spain! 

And  we  stand  as  they  did  in  those  days  gone  by, 
Oh,  remember  the  loss  of  the  Maine,  my  lad! 
Ready  for  country  to  do  or  die; 
Humanity's  sake  our  only  cry, 
Full  just  our  cause,  inspired  by  right, 
Boldly  we  wait  the  test  of  might. 
Oh,  remember  the  loss  of  the  Maine! 


i  UNDER  THE  RED  CROSS. 

i  JENNIE  WYCKOPF. 


A  soldier  of  the  Spaniards  lay  dying  on  our  ship, 

There  was  a  lack  of  woman's  nursing,  none  dare  venture  on  this  trip. 

But  a  surgeon  stood  beside  him  with  a  heart  both  good  and  true, 

And  looked  with  kind  intentions,  to  see  what  he  could  do. 

The  dying  Spaniard  struggled  in  his  agony  and  pain, 

And  he  said,  "I  never  more  shall  see  my  own,  my  dear  old  Spain. 

Will  you  kindly  write  my  mother  and  the  friends  I  love  the  best, 

That  I  was  killed  by  Dewey — brave  Dewey  of  the  West. 
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My  brothers  and  companions  I  should  like  to  have  them  know, 
I  gave  my  life  for  country's  need,  because  I  loved  it  so. 
Though  the  Spaniards  fought  most  bravely,  yet  when  the  smoke  was 
Full  many  a  one  for  honor's  sake  had  found  he'd  paid  most  dear, 
In  the  battle  of  Manila,  fought  the  very  first  of  May, 
The  Yankees  were  too  much  for  us,  we  found  they'd  won  the  day. 
Some  were  wounded,  some  were  dead,  and  suddenly  gone  to  rest, 
And  I  was  nursed  by  Dewey's  men — kind  Dewey  of  the  West. 

Write  my  mother  in  her  home,  far  off  in  sunny  Spain, 

I  never  shall  come  home  to  her,  we're  paying  for  the  "Maine." 

The  "Yankee  swine,"  we  sneered  at  so,  we  find  can  aim  most  true; 

Americans  are  showing  now  what  even  they  can  do; 

They  shelled  us  with  their  mighty  guns,  they  shelled  and  shelled  a 

Brave  Spaniards  gave  them  what  they  could,  but  all  alas!  in  vain, 

We  were  obliged  to  yield  at  last,  we  could  not  stand  the  test. 

No  use  to  fight  'gainst  Dewey's  men — calm  Dewey  of  the  West. 

A  sister,  too,  I  cherish  in  that  home  beyond  the  sea, 
I  know  she's  waiting  anxiously,  that  she  may  hear  from  me, 
But  tell  her  that  war  and  all  it  means,  I've  tried,  but  all  in  vain; 
And  though  I  had  a  hundred  lives,  I'd  give  them  all  to  Spain. 
And  never  think  a  soldier  rough,  though  small  his  scanty  horde, 
Has  not  a  brave,  true  heart  within,  as  proud  as  any  lord. 
We  tried  our  best  to  stand  them,  we  bared  each  loyal  breast, 
But  the  fame  was  won  by  Dewey — the  hero  of  the  West. 

Another,  too,  God  Bless  her,  I  love  the  best  of  all, 

I  know  that  it  will  break  her  heart  to  hear  that  I  must  fall. 

Strange,  lightest  hearts  so  truly,  deepest,  can  impressions  make. 

I  give  this  up,  with  the  rest  of  life,  for  dear  old  country's  sake, 

And  tell  her  it  cost  most  of  all.  The  rest  I  gladly  give, 

But  thoughts  of  her,  so  bright  do  shine,  I  wish  that  I  might  live. 

The  Yankees  came  to  visit  us,  each  an  invited  guest, 

And  brought  with  them  their  leader— great  Dewey  of  the  West. 

And  now  while  life  is  left  me,  my  thoughts  of  her  shall  last, 
In  bringing  back  the  dear  old  days,  we  shared  In  times  now  past; 
The  beauty  of  those  pleasant  walks,  the  happy,  happy  times, 
Endear  the  more,  if  such  could  be,  the  sunny  Spanish  climes. 
I  see  her  face  in  gladness  oft,  her  many  pretty  ways; 
My  heart  aches  for  them  all  again,  those  precious,  happy  days, 
But  Yankees  brave,  have  parted  us,  we  t0und  them  not  to  Jest, 
When  they  sailed  out  with  Dewey — f*^  ,  pewey  c&  VY^^eaV." 
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His  tearful  eyes  grew  dim  and  weak,  life  held  but  little  now, 

The  shell  had  done  its  fearful  work,  it  mattered  not  much  how. 

The  surgeon  gave  him  brandy;  he  tried  and  tried  in  rain 

The  brave  and  loyal  soldier  had  given  his  all  to  Spain,    * 

Tet  this  is  only  one  of  the  many  lives  cut  down 

In  that  victory  on  the  water,  that  gave  Dewey  such  renown. 

But  we're  loyal  to  our  soldiers  true,  and  we're  proud  they  went  in  quest 

Of  that  Spanish  navy  over  there  with  brave  Dewey  of  the  West. 


A  POEM. 

ARTHUR  E.  WIGGINS. 


"Three  cheers  for  the  commodore  bold;   three  cheers  for  Commodore 
Dewey! 
Who  sailed  on  the  ocean  blue  in  Asia  far  away 
And  who  went  for  the  Spaniard  corrupt,  the  robber,  the  thief  and  the 
roue 
And  buried  him  under  the  waters  that  surround  Manila  bay; 
Hurrah  for  American  blood!     Let  us  all  of  us  cheer  for  Dewey 
Prom  the  east  and  the  west  and  the  north  and  the  south  and  southwest, 
also — 
From  Eastport  to  Seattle  (Wash.),  from  New  Orleans  up  to  St  Louis 
Let  us  celebrate  for  the  sake  of  he  who  defeated  the  foe. 


MAKCHING  THROUGH  CUBA. 

HENRY  WACHTER. 

A  hundred  thousand  freemen  will  rise  up  in  their  might; 
A  hundred  thousand  freemen  who  will  battle  for  their  right; 
All  shouting  for  Old  Glory,  they  will  put  the  foe  to  flight, 
i:  As  they  go  marching  thro*  Cuba. 


Chorus. 


■ 

Hurrah!    Hurrah!    They'll  set  poor  Cuba  free; 
[..  Hurrah!    Hurrah!    They'll  make  the  tyrants  flee; 

And  they  will  drive  the  Spaniards  from  the  island  to  the  sea, 
As  they  go  marching  thro'  Cuba. 


They  volunteer  by  thousands  from  each  portion  of  the  land; 
Each  state  throughout  the  Union  wants  a  chance  to  take  a  hand; 
All  eager  to  be  foremost  there  in  Uncle  Sam's  command, 
As  he  goes  marching  thro'  Cuba. 


< 
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A  hundred  thousand  freemen  to  take  vengeance  for  the  Maine, 
A  hundred  thousand  freemen  who  are  wild  to  get  at  Spain, 
To  get  even  for  our  heroes  who  at  dead  of  night  were  slain, 
They'll  all  go  marching  thro*  Cuba. 

They'll  go  marching  down  to  Dixie  and  Yankee  Doodle  too, 
The  boys  in  grey  will  be  the  comrades  of  the  boys  In  blue, 
A  mighty  band  of  brothers  to  our  country  ever  true, 
As  they  go  marching  thro*  Cuba. 


THE  PL  A  TNT  OF  THE  VOLUNTEER. 

MARY  YOUNGS. 

I'm  here  with  an  army  blanket  and  an  elegant  cowboy  hat, 
A-layin'  it  onto  the  Sergeant  he  doesn't  know  what  he's  at, 
He  drills  us  from  morning  to  evening,  he  turns  us  outdoors  in  the  rain — 
I'd  rather  be  dead,  or  at  home  in  my  bed,  than  camping  on  Hempstead 
Plain! 

I'd  rather  be  in  my  bed,  Sergeant, 

Rather  be  home  in  my  bed — 

I've  got  such  a  cold  I  can't  hear  what  I'm  told, 

And  I'd  rather  be  home  in  my  bed! 

I  joined  for  the  fun  it  would  give  me.    The  Government  said,  "Good-day. 
You'll  please  to  come  when  you're  called  for,  and  we'll  attend  to  your 

pay." 
The  Regulars  went  to  the  front,  boys;  the  President  called  us,  too, 
And  none  of  our  men  would  be  left  behind,  so  what  could  a  fellow  do? 

But  I'd  rather  be  home  in  my  bed,  Sargeant, 
Rather  be  home  in  my  bed — 
When  the  order  was  sent,  why,  the  regiment  went, 
But  I'd  rather  be  home  in  my  bed! 

They  landed  the  gang  at  Hempstead — and  we  were  the  first  to  go, 

And  they  sat  us  down  in  the  desert  and  said  to  us,  "Make  things  grow!" 

We  hadn't  a  tent  to  sleep  in,  we  hadn't  a  thing  to  eat, 

And  they  ran  us  into  the  guardhouse  for  stealing  some  Hempstead  meat. 

And  I'd  rather  be  home  in  my  bed,  SargeftaX^ 

Rather  be  home  in  my  bed 

For  jail,  when  you  strike  it,  may  plea%^  ^em^.^»^ 
But  I'd  rather  be  horn©  i^'    y  \>e&l 
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And  then  came  the  rain,  and  we  waded,  and  later  went  for  a  sail, 

For  the  company  streets  were  small  rivers,  and  the  tents  floated  off  in 

the  gale; 
Five  men  on  a  guy-rope  were  nothing— they  went  up  in  the  air  for  their 

pains, 
And  the  breeze  waltzed  'em  round  for  a  minute,  then  wafted  'em  oyer  the 

Plains. 

And  I'd  rather  be  home  in  my  bed,  Sargeant, 
Rather  be  home  in  my  bed — 
A  sail  on  a  tent  may  be  very  well  meant, 
But  I'd  rather  be  home  in  my  bed! 

I  went  on  my  tour  as  sentry  and  walked  in  the  rain  with  a  gun, 
Then  slept  on  a  bundle  of  horse  feed  till  after  the  picnic  was  done; 
My  blanket  was  dripping  with  water,  my  tent  tumbled  down  on  my  head. 
And  though  the  sun's  shining  this  morning,  I  wish  I  was  home  in  my  bed! 

Yes,  I  wish  I  was  home  in  my  bed,  Sargeant, 
I  wish  I  was  home  in  my  bed — 
For  though  sleeping  on  stra*  is  the  glory  of  war, 
I'd  rather  be  home  in  my  bed! 


GLOEY  TO  GLOKY. 

'  NITSUA  YENDIS. 

Glory  to  glory,  and  God  on  high, 

Our  wives  and  mothers  say,  "Go  forth,  and  die." 

k  Teach  all  the  world  to  know  our  land  is  free 

jf  •  All  the  while;  every  isle 

[:  :  This  side  the  sea." 

1  ■  We  are  for  freedom  in  western  seas, 

r  j ;  Old  Glory  floating  in  every  breeze, 

And  we  will  fight  for  it  for  it  is  right. 
Fight  for  it;  smite  for  it, 
With  all  our  might 


t  We  have  no  north  or  south,  no  east  or  west, 

I  But  are  united,  for  the  oppressed. 

It  Long  wave  Old  Glory  this  side  the  sea. 

I'  Old  Glory,  if  gory, 

,  Flag  of  the  free. 
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If  They  have  spread  forth  their  gossamer  wings 

O'er  the  azure  of  boundless  repose 
And  drank  of  the  nectar  that  springs 
ii '  From  where  the  river  of  Paradise  flows. 


Then  weep  not  though  thus  they  have  fled 

In  the  bosom  of  beauty  and  prime; 
The  flowers  are  transplanted,  not  dead, 

The  sunshine  of  heaven's  their  clime. 
'Twere  cruel  to  wish  for  them  back 

Since  their  glorified  souls  are  at  rest, 
So  weep  not,  but  follow  their  track, 

They  are  gone  to  the  land  of  the  blest. 


WHEN  THE  BOYS  MARCHED  BY. 

ROBERT  ZARING. 


4  I'm  an  every-day,  prosy  sort  of  a  man, 

Confessed  to  be  built  on  the  stoical  plan, 
For  I've  always  Inclined  to  the  cynical  notion 
r  That  women  alone  should  display  their  emotion; 

*  But  I'll  be  blessed 

If  there  wasn't  a  nest 
Of  warm  feelin's  down  in  my  old,  hard  breast, 
When  the  boys  marched  by. 

I've  been  makin'  all  sorts  of  critical  fun 
Of  the  poets  who  write  at  the  crack  of  each  gun; 
j  For  the  papers  is  full  of  "Dewey"  and  "Maine," 

,  "Manila,"  "Havana,"  "Poor  Cuba"  and  "Spain;" 

But  it's  all  right  now; 
I  wish  I  knew  how 
To  step  out  and  make  a  poetical  bow, 
Since  the  boys  marched  by. 


\i  I  always  have  thought  that  I  loved  the  old  flag — 


And  I  do — but  I  never  let  out  and  brag 

I  Like  a  jingo  about  it.    I'd  feel  kinder  proud 

f  When  I'd  see  it  a-wavin'  high  over  the  crowd, 

•[  But  I  just  gave  a  shout, 

Waved  my  hat  about, 
And  yelled  "Old  Glory!"  for  all  that  was  out, 
When  the  boys  marched  by. 
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When  they  came  with  a  rush  dawn  the  dusty  street, 
The  old  heart  lu  my  breast  kept  time  with  their  feet, 
Until  I  got  restless  and  came  purty  n:gh 
Jest  ktssin'  my  wife  and  the  baby  "good-by" 

And  Joinin'  tbe  throng, 

As  It  moved  along, 
To  fight  to  the  death  against  Spanish  wrong, 

When  the  boys  marched  by. 


REAR  ADMIRAL  DEWEY. 

Our  boys  In  blue  have  gone  to  thrash  the  boasting  Spanish  Nalion. 

Whose  tyranny  o'er  Cuba  disgraces  all  creation. 

Their  medicine  is  shot  and  shell;  the  Spaniards  now  are  quaking. 

For  there  Is  quite  a  difference  before  and  after  taking. 

This  fact  was  quickly  proved  them  by  Dewey  at  Manila— 

The  Spanish  can't  lick  Uncle  Sam,  for  be  takes  Hood's  Sarsapartlla. 
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